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Chapter One

“I swear, something’s going on with you and that client,” I said, swirling the last sip of my gin and tonic in the dimly lit bar. The after-work crowd was thick, the hum of conversation blending with clinking glasses and bursts of laughter. Michelle had been oddly smug all night, barely paying attention to our coworkers as they gossiped over drinks. She looked... pleased with herself, like a cat that had just devoured a particularly juicy canary.

Michelle smirked but shook her head. “What? No. You’re imagining things.” She took a long sip of her cocktail, but her eyes flickered away for just a second too long. A tell.

“Oh, come on,” I pushed, leaning in, my voice lowering into a conspiratorial tone. “I saw how he was looking at you. And you, Miss ‘Professional at All Times,’ were actually blushing. That is not nothing.” I grinned, poking at her arm. “Did he ask you out? Try to impress you with his investment portfolio? Or—” I gasped in mock scandal. “Oh my god, did he buy you lingerie to ‘match the condo’s aesthetic’?”

Michelle’s laugh was too loud, too forced. Then she drained the rest of her drink in one gulp. “Shut up.”

That was all the confirmation I needed. My teasing had only been a joke, but now my curiosity was piqued. I leaned in even closer, tilting my head. “Oh my god—something did happen. Michelle, spill.”

She hesitated, her fingers drumming on the rim of her empty glass. “It’s... nothing. Just... a little incentive.”

“What kind of incentive?”

She glanced around the bar like someone might overhear, then lowered her voice. “I call it a signing bonus.”

I frowned. “A what?”

With an exhale, Michelle pulled out her phone, glanced at it, then hesitated again, her finger hovering over the screen. Finally, she slid it across the table. “Just—watch.”

I wasn’t sure what I expected—a flirty text, maybe a suggestive selfie. But when I hit play, my breath caught in my throat. On the screen, in the sleek bedroom of one of the luxury condos we’d been showing, was Michelle—naked, arched on her hands and knees, getting pounded. Hard. The man’s face was blurred, but Michelle’s was unmistakable—head thrown back, mouth open in a silent moan of pure, unfiltered pleasure.

I swallowed, gripping the phone a little tighter. “Michelle,” I whispered.

“What?” she said, feigning innocence. “He signed the contract, then I gave him a bonus.”

I blinked, my pulse kicking up a notch. “Jesus Christ. What if Mike finds out?”

Michelle smirked, finally looking me dead in the eye. “Mike loves it. Hell, it was his idea to see if I could get a clip.”

I tore my gaze away from the screen and gawked at her. “You showed him?”

She smirked again, that self-satisfied, post-orgasm glow still clinging to her. “Oh, honey,” she said, reaching for my drink. “You have no idea.”

“You showed Mike the clip?” My voice came out more stunned than I intended, and I tore my gaze from the screen to stare at Michelle. My mind was already racing—to Chris, to what he would think if I ever did something like this.

I didn’t have to wonder long. He’d lose his fucking mind.

Like most married couples, our sex life had settled into a predictable rhythm. Not bad, just... routine. Two young kids at home meant exhaustion more than passion most nights. To make things worse, Chris had taken a buyout from his newspaper and was grinding away as a freelance journalist, always chasing the next gig. The stress of it weighed on him, on us. Our intimacy had dulled—not from a lack of love, but from sheer exhaustion. The rare times we had a night alone, sex felt more like an obligation than an indulgence. We went through the motions, half-hearted and tired, before falling asleep to the soft glow of the television.

And yet, here was Michelle, sitting across from me, looking radiant—like a woman who had just discovered a secret source of infinite energy.

“I told you, it was his idea,” she said, casually stirring her drink with a straw. She wasn’t even fazed by my shock. “I tell Mike everything—every time a guy flirts with me, every time I feel even a little tempted. And you know what? He suggested I take it further. Said if I wanted to fuck a client, I should.”

I exhaled sharply, leaning back in my chair. “And he just... what? Watches the video like it’s sports highlights?”

Michelle smirked. “Loves it. Can’t wait to hear every single detail.” She lifted her glass, taking a slow sip, her eyes dancing with amusement. “And let me tell you, it’s done wonders for our sex life.”

That grin—the same wicked, knowing smile she used to give me back in our college days when she did something reckless just to see my reaction. The difference was, back then, we were stupid kids testing boundaries. Now? This was something else entirely.

“How often have you done this?” I asked, suddenly acutely aware of how much more successful Michelle had been in closing deals lately.

She set her glass down and tapped her phone screen, bringing the paused video back to life—just a few blurred movements, a flash of her arched back, her mouth parted in a silent moan. My stomach tightened.

“Just three times,” she admitted, her voice light, almost breezy. She gestured toward the phone. “That was last week. You remember that sale I was worried about?”

I did. I remembered her fretting over whether the client was truly committed, debating whether to push harder or let him walk away.

Turned out, she had pushed harder.

And she’d definitely sealed the deal.

Michelle and I had been best friends since college, inseparable from the moment we met. In those days, we were each other’s ride-or-die, partners in crime, and definitely partners in debauchery. We had each other’s backs during messy breakups, pulled each other out of bad decisions—though, to be fair, sometimes we pushed each other into them just for the thrill.

And sex? That was just another part of the wildness we embraced. I’d seen Michelle in some very compromising situations over the years—just as she’d seen me. There was that one night at a frat party where she ended up on her knees in one of the upstairs bedrooms, sucking off two guys back to back while I stood by the door, keeping lookout. I could still remember the way she came up for air between them, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand and flashing me a sloppy, drunk grin before going back down for more. And then there was that trip to Cancun—the kind of week that should have ended in deportation. Michelle had gotten wasted at one of those spring break dance clubs, and the next thing I knew, she was on her knees in the middle of the dance floor, sucking some random guy’s cock while people cheered and filmed on their phones.

That was Michelle back then—a petite little redhead with perky tits and a wicked streak a mile wide, always the girl who could talk her way into, and out of, just about anything. But time had only improved her. These days, she was curvier, her body lush in all the right places, but her tits? Still perfect. Bigger now, but somehow still just as perky. And that wicked smile? Yeah, she still had that too—maybe even sharper than before.

We had told ourselves we grew up, that we left our reckless days behind. We settled down, got married, built respectable careers. We had stood beside each other in elegant bridesmaids’ dresses, sworn up and down that we were leaving our crazy pasts behind. Until now.

I forced my attention back to the video, still playing on Michelle’s phone. It was about twenty minutes long, but I only caught flashes—enough to make my stomach tighten. In one clip, Michelle was on all fours, getting pounded, her mouth open in a silent moan, her face flushed with pleasure. And then another—one that made me blink. The guy, fully naked now, was standing over her, holding his cock in one hand, slapping it across her face like a metronome. I hadn’t expected to react, but my breath hitched at the sheer filth of it.

"Jesus, Michelle," I muttered, watching the thick length of his cock swing across her cheek. My eyes narrowed slightly. "Wait. That’s... uncut?"

Michelle huffed a laugh. "Yeah, that part wasn’t great," she admitted, sipping her drink like we were discussing a movie review. "Not my favorite. But look at the size of it."

I couldn’t argue. The thing was massive, and Michelle looked downright reverent as she opened her mouth for it.

I shook my head and exhaled slowly. "So is this how you’ve made the most sales in the last few months?" The words slipped out before I could stop them—more snide than I meant.

Michelle didn’t even blink. "I don’t do it every time, with every client," she said, unbothered as ever. "Just the ones I fancy." She tapped her phone screen, making the video disappear before glancing back at me. "And I only offer after they’ve signed. It’s not part of the deal, but let’s just say... word gets around. I’ve gotten a few referrals."

She took a bite of her salad, entirely unbothered, just as the waiter arrived to top off our glasses and drop the check. Without hesitation, Michelle pulled out her card and waved me off when I reached for my purse.

"Least I can do," she said, smirking.

I stared at my drink, feeling the weight of everything settle in my chest.

Yeah. We had definitely not left our wild days behind.


Chapter Two

That evening, the house was calmer than usual by the time I got home. The usual chaos of dinner, homework, and bedtime had already settled, and Chris had dinner ready when I walked in. The warm scent of garlic and roasted vegetables filled the kitchen as he set two plates on the table.

"Perfect timing," he said, flashing me a smile as he poured me a glass of wine.

I sighed, slipping off my heels and sinking into the chair opposite him. "You're a lifesaver."

We ate together, chatting about the day—Emily’s latest obsession with princesses, Jack’s soccer practice, the usual bits of family life. Chris looked relaxed, for once, the usual tension from work and freelancing deadlines not weighing him down. I let the moment settle, enjoying the normalcy of it. But as we finished eating and moved to the couch with our drinks, the conversation drifted.

“Had lunch with Michelle today,” I said, swirling my wine.

Chris smirked. “Let me guess. She spent the whole time complaining about how busy she is while simultaneously bragging about how great she’s doing?”

I let out a short laugh. “Not exactly. She, uh… told me something pretty wild.”

Chris raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Oh?”

I hesitated, rolling the stem of my glass between my fingers. There was something so strange about saying it out loud, like I was crossing a line by even revealing this much. I had never really told Chris too much about Michelle’s past—out of self-preservation more than anything. Her past was tied up in my past, and I wasn’t sure how much I wanted him to know.

But this? This was too big to keep to myself.

Later, in bed, I finally told him.

Chris was lying on his side, propped up on one elbow, the glow from the bedside lamp casting soft shadows across his face. I was in my usual shorty pajamas, nestled against my pillow, my body half-turned toward him.

"Michelle has been fucking clients," I said, watching his reaction carefully.

He blinked, then turned fully to face me. "Wait… what?"

I nodded. "Not all of them. Just the ones she likes."

Chris stared for a second, then let out a low laugh, shaking his head. "Jesus. Does Mike know?"

"That’s the crazy part. He’s all for it. He even suggested it."

Chris's brow furrowed. "Suggested it?"

"He likes hearing about it. She tells him everything. And apparently, it’s done wonders for their sex life." I hesitated, then added, "She even made a video for him."

Chris let out a breath, running a hand through his hair. "Jesus Christ."

I nudged him. "Okay, if you say 'really' one more time, I swear to God..."

He smirked, reaching for his pillow like he might use it as a shield. "Honestly?"

I did hit him with mine, and he laughed, catching it midair. "Okay, okay!" He paused, then, more seriously, "Did you see it?"

I bit my lip. "Yeah. She was excited to show me."

Chris stared at me for a long moment, something unreadable flickering in his expression. "And?"

I shrugged, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks. "It was… hot."

He opened his mouth, probably to repeat really, but stopped himself, shaking his head. Instead, he exhaled, lying back against the pillows. "Wow. That’s crazy."

We were quiet for a moment, just looking at each other, the weight of the conversation settling between us.

Then, almost casually, Chris asked, "Do guys hit on you?"

"Sometimes I catch them checking me out, but I wouldn't say they hit on me," I said, shifting slightly under Chris’s gaze. "I’m pretty clear that I’m married. Most of the talk is about the condo, financing, the market. Nothing more than that. Maybe Michelle is more flirtatious. I don’t really know."

Chris propped himself up on his elbow, considering that. "Do you think it helps? Her sales, I mean."

I let out a small laugh. "I mean… she definitely dresses to be seen, but you know Michelle—she always looks good, no matter what she’s wearing. She’s just so damn cute. I’m sure guys can’t help themselves."

He nodded slowly, like he was filing that information away.

For a moment, my mind drifted back to college, to when Michelle and I used to get mistaken for sisters. We’d go to bars together, heads close as we whispered and laughed, and guys would always ask if we were related. I never really saw the resemblance beyond our shared energy—playful, confident, always just a little bit mischievous.

Chris must have been thinking something similar because he smirked. "You’re pretty cute too, you know."

I rolled my eyes, nudging him with my foot. "Yeah, yeah."

But there was something different about us now. Michelle and I had changed, even if I couldn’t quite put my finger on how. Maybe it was experience, maybe it was marriage, or maybe it was just time.

Chris ran his hand absently over the sheet. "Maybe you could ask her for some pointers." His tone was casual, but I caught the glint of curiosity in his eyes. "About what she does to get sales."

I raised an eyebrow. "I think I already know what she does to get sales."

Chris let out a short laugh, shaking his head. "Fair point. But I mean… before that part. I’m sure she’d tell you."

She had almost offered as much at lunch today.

I shifted onto my side, stretching my legs out beneath the covers. "You know, we’re actually not that different."

I was five foot nine, taller than Michelle by a few inches, though she had always had the better ass and legs—tight, toned, the kind that could make jeans look obscene. We both had perky C-cup tits, though Michelle’s had gotten even bigger over the years, still somehow just as high and round as ever. Her pale skin was dotted with freckles, something she used to complain about but secretly loved. And then, of course, there was the hair.

Michelle had been blonde back in college, just like me, but now? Now she was a curvy, fiery redhead who knew exactly how to use it to her advantage.

I absently traced the curve of my hip. I might have put on a little weight after Emily was born, but I’d been working hard to get back in shape. Chris had never once made a comment about it, but I noticed. Women always did.

I glanced at him, his eyes still on me, thoughtful.

"What?" I asked.

He just smirked. "Nothing."

But something about the way he said it made my stomach tighten.

Chris was still watching me, his expression unreadable. “So… what exactly did you see?”

I hesitated. I hadn't planned on describing it to him—not in detail. But the way he was looking at me, the way his fingers had tightened slightly on the sheets, I could feel the shift in the air between us.

“It was… intense,” I admitted, my voice quieter now. I felt my own body react just from the memory, heat curling low in my stomach. “The clip was about twenty minutes long, but I only saw parts of it. The filthiest parts.”

Chris didn’t blink. “Filthy?”

I swallowed. “I mean… even knowing Michelle, it still caught me off guard. There was this one moment… she was kneeling in front of him, completely naked except for her heels, and he was standing over her, just… slapping her face with his cock.”

Chris sucked in a breath. I could feel him getting harder already, his boxers tenting slightly.

“It wasn’t just a little tap, either,” I continued, voice dropping. “It was rough. Hard. Like he was marking her, reminding her how big he was. And Michelle just took it, her mouth open, her eyes all hazy, like she loved it.”

Chris was definitely hard now. His breathing had changed, his chest rising and falling with a steady, measured rhythm, like he was trying to keep himself under control.

I hesitated, but I could feel his need, his desire rolling off him in waves.

“There was another part,” I murmured, “where she was lying on her back, her legs wide open, and he was just… pounding into her. Deep.” I swallowed. “And he was huge, Chris. Like, massive. Thick. Uncut.”

Chris let out a low groan, shifting slightly. I saw his hand twitch like he wanted to touch himself, but he didn’t.

And I didn’t let him.

I reached for him instead, running my palm over the length of his cock through his boxers. He let out a sharp breath as I felt him pulse beneath my touch—so hard already.

“Jesus,” he muttered, but it wasn’t a complaint.

I slid my hand beneath the waistband, wrapping my fingers around his cock. He was about six inches—maybe a little over—but on the thinner side. Not small, but… nothing like what I had seen on Michelle’s screen. The thought crept in before I could stop it.

That cock. That huge, heavy thing swinging against Michelle’s cheek.

I pushed the thought away, because this was my husband. This was the man I loved, the man whose body I knew as well as my own. And right now, he needed me.

I climbed on top of him, rolling my hips down, grinding against his length as I pushed his shirt up, pressing my lips to his chest. Chris groaned, his hands sliding up my back, over my ass, squeezing as he rocked up into me.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he murmured, his voice rough, urgent. “The way you talk about it… Jesus, it’s driving me crazy.”

I kissed him—hard, messy, tongues clashing as I reached between us, guiding him to my entrance. He was achingly hard, twitching against my palm as I lined him up.

I sank down.

Chris let out a choked groan, his hands gripping my hips tight. I rolled my body, slow at first, stretching around him, feeling every inch of his cock slide inside me.

“Fuck, baby,” he whispered, his fingers digging into my skin. “You’re so wet.”

I was.

I leaned forward, pressing my chest to his, grinding my hips in slow, torturous circles, making him feel every squeeze, every flutter of my walls around him. He kissed me deep, one hand gripping my ass, the other sliding up my back, fingers tangling in my hair.

“Faster,” he rasped. “Ride me, baby.”

I obeyed.

I lifted myself almost all the way off him before slamming back down, riding him hard, my thighs flexing, my nails digging into his shoulders. Chris groaned, his head tilting back, his jaw clenched as he fought to hold back.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” he panted.

I felt incredible, my body thrumming with pleasure, my clit grinding against his pelvis with every roll of my hips.

But then—the thought came back.

The cock I had seen in that video.

That massive, thick, uncut beast that Michelle had swallowed like it was her job.

Chris was groaning beneath me, his hands gripping my hips tighter, trying to control the rhythm, but I couldn’t stop the comparison from flashing in my mind.

I hated it.

I loved Chris. I had never once wished he was different. But now, the image had been burned into my brain, and as much as I tried to push it away, it was there.

It didn’t stop me from wanting him. From needing him.

But it was there.

Chris sat up suddenly, wrapping his arms around me, pulling me down as he thrust up, his cock hitting deep. I gasped, wrapping my arms around his neck, grinding down on him as his mouth found my breast, sucking my nipple between his lips.

“God, Chris,” I moaned, and it wasn’t a lie.

He flipped me onto my back, shoving my legs apart, driving into me deep and hard. His hips slammed against mine, his cock spearing into me with every forceful thrust. He was so turned on, desperate to fuck me, to claim me.

My nails raked down his back. "Don't stop," I gasped.

Chris groaned into my neck, his pace relentless, chasing his release.

And then, suddenly, it hit me—my orgasm crashing over me, sharp and hot and blinding. I clung to him, my body shuddering, crying out as I clenched down around his cock.

Chris growled, slamming deep one last time before his whole body tensed, his cock jerking inside me as he came.

We lay there, tangled, panting, his body still twitching above mine. His cock was still inside me, softening, but I could feel the warmth of his cum, the way he had spilled deep, marking me.

I wrapped my legs around him, holding him close.

He pressed a kiss to my temple, his breath still ragged. “Holy fuck.”

I let out a shaky laugh, still coming down from it all.

Chris shifted slightly, propping himself up to look at me. “Jesus, baby,” he murmured. “Where the hell did that come from?”

I smiled, trailing my fingers along his damp skin.

But I didn’t answer.

Because I wasn’t sure I wanted to admit it.


Chapter Three

The next morning, Chris was up before me, already in the kitchen getting the kids their breakfast and packing their bags for school and daycare. I lingered in bed for a moment, stretching beneath the sheets, my body still tingling from the night before. I hadn’t had sex like that in a long time.

Slipping out of bed, I headed for the shower, letting the hot water wash away the evidence of the previous night. But as I toweled off, a thought crept into my mind—Michelle had played a part in this. The conversation, the things I had described to Chris, the way it had all burrowed into my subconscious and changed something.

Fine. Two could play this game.

I took extra time on my makeup, blending and perfecting. Then I picked out a white silk blouse that was just sheer enough to hint at my lacy bra underneath, a black pencil skirt that hugged my hips, dark pantyhose, and a pair of heels higher than I usually wore.

When I walked into the kitchen, Chris raised an eyebrow, pausing mid-sip of his coffee.

"Wow," he murmured, eyes dragging over my outfit. A slow, approving smile curled his lips.

I smirked, pouring myself a cup. Message received.

As he turned back to the stove, I moved behind him, pretending to reach for something on the counter. My body pressed lightly against his back, my hand casually drifting lower, fingers brushing over the front of his sweatpants.

He stiffened—not in alarm, but in something far more interesting.

Even through the soft fabric, I could feel it. He was already semi-hard.

I didn’t say a word. I just let my hand linger for half a second longer than necessary, then pulled away like nothing had happened, taking a slow sip of my coffee.

Chris exhaled sharply, shifting slightly, but he didn’t call me out on it.

I made a mental note to stop by that little lingerie boutique near the office. Maybe grab some stay-up stockings, some new lace sets—something to keep this game going.

I insisted on taking Michelle to lunch this time, choosing a trendy little spot with a patio overlooking the park. The moment we sat down, she leaned in, smirking over the rim of her iced tea.

"So," she said, eyes gleaming. "What did Chris think of what you told him?"

My stomach tightened. There was no way to deny it. She knew.

I pursed my lips, playing it cool. "What makes you think I told him?"

Michelle gave me a look. "Oh, come on. You totally told him." Her grin widened. "And?"

I glanced around, lowering my voice. "And… yes, we fucked."

Michelle beamed, leaning back in her chair like she had won something.

"You're welcome," she said smugly, popping a piece of bread into her mouth.

I rolled my eyes, but I couldn’t help the slight smile tugging at my lips.

"I want to know more," I said, shifting the conversation. "About what you're doing. How you're really closing these deals."

Michelle cocked her head, intrigued. "Oh?"

I took a breath. "I’m not saying I’m ready to start… you know, fucking clients. But maybe I could do more."

She swirled her drink, watching me carefully. Then she smirked.

"Oh, honey," she said, eyes glinting with mischief. "We can definitely work with that."

Let me know if this works exactly as you envisioned!

The lawyer, a tall, broad-shouldered man in his late thirties, looked pleasantly surprised when he arrived and found not one but two attractive agents waiting to show him around. His handshake was firm, his cologne subtle but expensive. He exuded the kind of quiet confidence that came from knowing he was successful, that women probably responded well to him.

Michelle, of course, picked up on it instantly.

She didn’t wait for him to flirt first—she led him there.

The moment we stepped into the first condo, she set the tone, letting her voice take on that husky, low-laugh quality that men always seemed to respond to. "This one’s got a very spacious two-person shower," she said, walking into the sleek, glass-enclosed space and running her fingers along the tile. "Great water pressure too. Some people like a nice, relaxing soak… others like it a little more invigorating."

I watched as the lawyer’s eyes flicked to her, intrigued.

Michelle pretended not to notice, but of course, she did.

When she stepped out of the bathroom, she leaned down just enough to adjust the strap of her heel, giving him the perfect angle of her ass, the black pencil skirt clinging deliciously as she shifted.

The lawyer swallowed.

We moved on to the bedroom, where Michelle sauntered to the center of the room and pressed her palm against the wall. "Plenty of space for a king-sized bed," she mused, tilting her head. Then, she threw a glance over her shoulder, all innocence and mischief. "Though I suppose it depends on how much room you like to have."

The lawyer’s smile twitched, his eyes dipping lower before he quickly pulled them back up.

It reminded me of when Michelle and I used to go bar-hopping, years ago, with every intention of getting laid. The way we’d scan the room, spot a target, and reel them in with nothing but the right look, the right words.

Michelle wasn’t quite as brazen as she had been back then, but it was all still there. The slow, practiced movements, the subtle shifts in body language, the way she let the tension hang just a second longer than necessary.

And it was working.

The lawyer was definitely paying attention. Not just to the condo, but to her.

I couldn’t help but wonder if this was one of the men she would offer a signing bonus to.

And I couldn’t help but wonder if he’d accept.

That evening, after the kids were in bed and the house had settled into its quiet rhythm, I curled up on the couch with Chris, my legs tucked beneath me as I recounted lunch with Michelle and the afternoon meeting with the lawyer.

Most of his questions weren’t about Michelle herself—they were about the lawyer.

"What did he look like?" Chris asked, his voice casual, but I could hear the interest beneath it.

I smirked. "Why? You worried about the competition?"

He chuckled, shaking his head. "No, I just… I’m curious. How did he act? Did he flirt?"

I thought back to the way his eyes kept drifting to Michelle, the way he had definitely been thinking about more than just square footage. "He was definitely interested. Maybe not in an obvious way, but Michelle knows how to work a guy like that. She knew exactly what she was doing."

Chris exhaled, his fingers absently tracing over my knee. "And do you think she’d fuck him if he buys the condo?"

I hesitated for a second, then nodded. "I think she might."

Chris let out a low breath, shaking his head. "Jesus."

I tilted my head, watching him. "Are we living vicariously through Michelle’s naughty behavior?"

He smirked, but there was something else there, something deeper. "Maybe a little. Are you complaining?"

I didn’t get the chance to answer before he shifted, sliding off the couch onto his knees in front of me.

I blinked. "Chris?"

He didn’t say anything. Just ran his hands up my thighs, pushing my skirt higher as he kissed the inside of my knee, then higher, his mouth warm against my skin.

A slow pulse of heat throbbed between my legs.

"Keep talking," he murmured.

I swallowed, watching him as he pushed my legs open wider, his breath hot through my pantyhose.

"You have to admit," he said softly, his fingers hooking into the waistband, sliding them down my hips, "what she’s doing is pretty hot."

I barely managed a breathy laugh as he pulled my panties off with them, baring me completely. "It’s… it’s definitely something."

Chris pressed a kiss to the inside of my thigh, his lips soft, teasing. "And the fact that Mike knows about it? Encourages it?" He kissed the other thigh. "It’s not just the sex, is it?"

I exhaled sharply as his mouth finally reached me, his tongue flicking out to taste me. My fingers dug into the couch cushions as he licked a slow, agonizing circle over my clit.

"What do you mean?" I managed to ask, though my voice was shakier now.

Chris groaned softly against me, his hands sliding up to my waist, then higher, slipping beneath my blouse. His palms were warm as they cupped my tits through my bra, kneading slowly.

"It’s the dynamic," he murmured between kisses, his tongue stroking me again, deeper now, more deliberate. "The fact that she gets to do something so wild, and Mike isn’t just okay with it—he wants it."

I gasped, my hips shifting toward him involuntarily. "And that’s what turns you on?"

Chris moaned against me, his tongue pressing into me, his hands squeezing my tits just a little harder.

"The whole time you were talking about it," he admitted, voice muffled against my pussy, "I was imagining it was you."

My breath caught.

I had no time to process before Chris doubled down, licking me with slow, expert precision, sucking my clit into his mouth just the way he knew would drive me crazy.

And it was driving me crazy.

He had always been good at this—focused, patient, eager to please. But something about the way he was doing it now felt different. More desperate. More consuming.

His hands never left my tits, rolling my nipples between his fingers, squeezing just enough to make my whole body throb.

"Chris," I gasped, my back arching.

His grip tightened, his mouth pressing even harder against me.

My orgasm hit suddenly, sharp and blinding, my legs tightening around his head as I cried out, fingers gripping the couch for stability as pleasure crashed over me.

Chris didn’t stop. He licked me through every wave, swallowing every pulse of my release before finally pulling back, his lips wet, his breath uneven.

I blinked down at him, dazed, still coming down from it—until I saw it.

Chris stood slowly, stretching to his full height, and I saw it.

His cock, rock hard, tenting the front of his sweatpants.

My stomach clenched.

Chris never got like that just from licking me. As much as he enjoyed it, he had always needed physical stimulation—a hand on his cock, friction, something. I had noticed it early in our relationship, and at first, it had annoyed me. I was used to guys getting visibly turned on from eating me out, and I’d taken it as a sign he didn’t enjoy it as much as he claimed.

But I’d eventually learned that it wasn’t about enjoyment—he just wasn’t wired that way. His body needed direct contact.

But now…

Now, he was standing there with a massive erection, and I knew he hadn’t touched himself.

His hands had been on my tits the entire time.

The realization sent a strange shiver down my spine.

Chris saw where I was looking, then glanced down at himself, exhaling in surprise, like he was just now noticing it too.

I swallowed, my pulse thrumming.

"Chris," I murmured, still a little breathless.

He looked back up at me, something dark and unreadable flickering in his expression.

For a moment, neither of us moved.

Then, slowly, he smirked. "I guess we are living vicariously through Michelle."

I let out a shaky laugh, but something about it wasn’t quite funny.

Something about it felt big.

And I had no idea what that meant.

I reached down, wrapping my fingers around Chris’s cock through his sweatpants, feeling the heat, the weight of him, the way he throbbed at my touch. He groaned, his hips pressing forward into my palm, his need unmistakable.

Without a word, I hooked my fingers into his waistband and pushed his sweatpants down, letting them fall to his knees. His cock sprang free, thick and rock hard, standing at full attention. I stared for a second, my breath catching.

Had he ever been this hard before?

I wrapped my fingers around him, stroking slowly, feeling every rigid inch. Chris let out a sharp breath, his hips jerking slightly at the sensation.

For a brief moment, I thought about returning the favor—about sinking down, wrapping my lips around him, tasting the heat of his arousal. It had been a while since I’d really put my mouth on him, taken my time, made him fall apart.

But no.

Not tonight.

Tonight, I needed to be fucked.

Chris must have sensed it too because his hand slid back between my legs, his fingers teasing me, spreading my wetness, his breath coming faster as he felt just how ready I was.

"I think we can play with the idea," I murmured, my voice husky with anticipation, leaning in to kiss him.

Chris deepened the kiss, his tongue sweeping into my mouth, claiming me. His body shifted, settling between my thighs, and I felt the thick slide of his cock against my slick slit, teasing, dragging along my sensitive skin. He lingered there, rubbing himself against me, coating himself in my slickness without pushing inside yet.

A slow, torturous build-up.

I let out a shaky breath, lifting my hips in silent invitation. I needed him inside me.

He finally relented, pressing his cock forward, stretching me open as he sank in slowly, inch by inch, until he was buried inside me, his weight settling over me.

My lips parted on a gasp, my nails digging into his back.

Chris groaned, his forehead resting against mine, his breath ragged. "God, you feel so good."

He started to move, slow at first, savoring the friction, the way my walls clenched around him. Each thrust was deliberate, deep, like he was trying to carve himself into me, make me feel just how much he wanted this.

And then, his voice came, low and gravelly in my ear. "Would you fuck him?"

I blinked, pulse spiking. "What?"

Chris’s thrusts didn’t stop. He knew I’d heard him. "The lawyer," he murmured, his hand gripping my thigh tighter, pushing my legs open wider. "If you had the opportunity. If he wanted you. Would you fuck him?"

A wicked little thrill rolled through me. He was really asking this. He wanted me to say it.

I moved my hips beneath him, meeting his slow, deep thrusts with my own. I tilted my head back, moaning softly, dragging my nails over his skin. "I might…"

Chris groaned, his cock twitching inside me, his rhythm faltering for a second before he recovered, his thrusts gaining intensity.

I pressed my lips to his ear, teasing, whispering the words that I knew would push him further. "I might… if he bought a condo from me."

His grip on me tightened. His pace quickened.

I had taken the tease to the next level now, fully playing into it. And just like that, the image flickered to life in my mind—the lawyer pinning me to the mattress, spreading my legs, filling me with his thick cock the way Chris was doing now. My body burned hotter.

Chris could feel it. He felt the way my pussy clenched around him, the way my moans pitched higher.

"Would you like that?" I whispered, panting now. "Would you like it if I came home well-fucked by a client after I’d sold him a condo?"

Chris groaned, deep and guttural, his thrusts turning rougher, more desperate, his cock slamming into me with a force that made my toes curl.

I clung to him, feeling him losing control, feeling the need pouring off him in waves.

"You love it," I gasped, my breath hitching as I felt the first twinge of my orgasm building, twisting tighter and tighter inside me.

Chris let out a strangled noise, his body going tense, and then I felt it—his cock pulsing inside me, his hot release flooding me as his orgasm ripped through him.

The sensation, the raw intensity of it, tipped me over the edge too.

I cried out, my body spasming, clenching around him as pleasure crashed over me, white-hot and overwhelming. My back arched, my legs wrapping tighter around his waist, pulling him deeper as the waves of my climax pulsed through me.

We stayed like that for a long moment, tangled together, breathless, spent.

Chris finally collapsed beside me, his arm draping over my waist, his face buried against my neck as he tried to catch his breath.

The silence stretched between us, thick, charged.

"You know this is crazy," I finally murmured.

Chris shifted slightly, lifting his head to look at me. He didn’t deny it. He just nodded slowly, still dazed, his fingers absently stroking my skin.

We didn’t talk about it anymore after that.

Instead, he kissed me, slow and deep, his hand sliding along my hip, pulling me closer. We lay there like that, tangled together, kissing, touching, until eventually, sleep claimed us both.


Chapter Four

The next day, I stepped into the little boutique lingerie shop, the kind of place I usually only wandered into before an anniversary or a special occasion. But this time was different. I wasn’t buying something for a once-a-year event—I was investing.

I ran my fingers over delicate lace, over sheer mesh and silk, picturing how each piece would look on my body, how it would feel against my skin. I picked out lacey thongs in rich jewel tones, push-up bras designed to enhance every curve, a garter belt that was almost too sinful, and a set of sheer stockings that felt whisper-light against my fingertips.

By the time I stepped out of the store, the distinctive red bag with its gold lettering swinging at my side, I already felt different. Sexier. Just buying the stuff, imagining myself in it, imagining the way Chris would look at me in it, sent a slow thrill through me.

When I got back to the office, Michelle’s sharp eyes immediately caught sight of the bag.

"Ohhh," she practically purred, sauntering over to my desk. "You minx," she said, snatching the bag and peeking inside. She pulled out one of the garter straps, running the silky ribbon between her fingers with an approving smirk. "You're going all in."

I smirked back. "Well, I can’t let you steal all the clients."

Michelle let out a throaty laugh, tossing the strap back in the bag before plopping herself down in the chair across from me. "God, I love this. Next, you’ll be dragging me out to happy hour just to see how many men you can have tripping over themselves to buy you a drink."

I shrugged, keeping my expression neutral, but there was a flicker of something inside me—because hadn’t I been thinking about exactly that?

Michelle grinned like she could see right through me. "Welcome to the dark side, babe. You’re gonna have so much fun."

For the rest of the week, though, I had no real opportunity to test my newfound confidence—or my flirting technique.

Instead of young, hungry businessmen, I found myself showing condos to an older couple looking to downsize and a single woman who wanted to be closer to the hospital where she worked.

I was professional. Poised. Friendly.

But as I walked through the sleek, open-concept spaces, I found my mind wandering.

I had put on the garter belt that morning—beneath my modest blouse and tailored skirt, my stockings clipped into place, my lace panties hugging my skin. A small, private reminder that I was different now.

But no one here had any idea.

Not the elderly couple asking about HOA fees. Not the woman wondering if the guest bedroom would be big enough for her peloton.

For now, the game would have to wait.

But something told me that it wouldn’t be waiting for long.

A couple of days later, Michelle and I slipped out for lunch, grabbing a table in the shaded corner of a trendy little café. The kind of place where the music was low, the servers were discreet, and the conversations could be just a little more scandalous without anyone overhearing.

I had barely taken a sip of my iced tea before Michelle leaned in, eyes sparkling with mischief. "Guess who closed the deal with our favorite lawyer?"

I smirked, setting my glass down. "Let me guess. You?"

She beamed. "Of course. And," she added, stretching the word out, "he got the full service experience."

I arched a brow. "Full service?"

Michelle tilted her head, giving me an expression that was both smug and knowing. "Oh, come on. Don’t play coy. You know what I mean."

I leaned forward, resting my chin on my hand, feeling the anticipation twist low in my stomach. "So," I murmured, keeping my voice low, "did he get the signing bonus?"

Michelle’s smile widened, slow and wicked. She lifted her wine glass, taking a leisurely sip before answering.

"Kitchen counter. Then the shower."

I felt my thighs clench instinctively, my breath catching just slightly.

"Jesus, Michelle," I whispered, torn between disbelief and sheer intrigue. "Details."

She didn’t need to be asked twice.

"We barely made it through the paperwork before he had me backed against the counter," she said, her voice carrying that familiar husky edge she always got when recounting one of her little escapades. "He was so fucking eager—like the second he signed, he was thinking about something other than his mortgage rates."

I swallowed, pressing my thighs together beneath the table.

Michelle grinned, taking another sip of wine, savoring the moment before continuing.

"He was still in his suit," she went on, "and I was in my little wrap dress—you know the one, navy blue, shows just enough cleavage to be professional but still suggestive? He just pushed it up, lifted me onto the counter, and went for it. Right there in the kitchen."

I exhaled slowly, gripping the stem of my glass a little tighter. "On the counter?"

Michelle nodded, eyes bright. "On the counter. Hard. Fast. One hand in my hair, the other gripping my ass, pulling me against him while he fucked me." She let the last words roll off her tongue deliberately, gauging my reaction.

It wasn’t like I hadn’t heard her stories before, but something about this one… maybe because I had been there. Had seen the way the lawyer looked at her, the way she had teased him. I could picture it.

"Then what?" I asked, trying not to sound too eager.

Michelle smirked knowingly. "Then we took it to the shower."

I exhaled sharply.

"He stripped me down first," she went on, voice lowering as she leaned in. "Got me under the water, all wet and slippery, his hands everywhere. And then he bent me over against the glass, one hand on my hip, the other spreading me open while he—"

"Jesus Christ, Michelle," I muttered, cutting her off, my face burning.

She just laughed, entirely unbothered. "What? You asked for details."

I shook my head, picking up my glass again, though I barely trusted myself to sip from it.

"The best part, though?" Michelle continued, eyes glinting. "What it does to Mike when I tell him about it."

That caught my attention.

I glanced up at her. "What do you mean?"

Michelle leaned back in her chair, stretching out like a cat entirely at ease. "Oh, honey," she said, "he lives for it. I swear, he hasn't fucked me this hard in years. The second I tell him about it—every little filthy detail—he loses it. He can't wait to reclaim me."

The way she said it, her voice dripping with satisfaction, sent an involuntary shiver down my spine.

"And you like that?" I asked.

Michelle’s smirk softened into something more intimate. "Oh, babe," she murmured, "I love it."

I swallowed hard, something shifting in my stomach, something warm and unfamiliar.

Because for the first time, as I watched her sip her wine, eyes glowing with self-satisfaction, I wasn’t just listening to her story.

I was feeling it.

And I had no idea what that meant.

That night, I slipped into bed beside Chris, still humming with the energy from lunch with Michelle. My mind kept replaying her words, the way she had glowed as she told me about the lawyer, the way her voice had dipped when she described Mike’s reaction.

Chris was already under the covers, shirtless, the glow from the bedside lamp casting soft shadows across his chest. He looked up as I slid in beside him, his gaze warm, expectant.

"You had lunch with Michelle today," he murmured, reaching out, tracing his fingers lightly over my arm.

I smirked, turning onto my side to face him. "Mmmhmm."

"And?"

I let a small pause stretch between us, enjoying the way his hand tightened slightly on my hip, waiting.

"She closed the deal with the lawyer," I finally said, keeping my voice light, teasing.

Chris’s brows lifted slightly. "And?"

I let my fingers trail across his chest, slowly, deliberately. "And… he got the signing bonus."

Chris inhaled sharply.

Before he could say anything, I tilted my chin up, offering my lips, and he met me halfway. His kiss was deep, slow at first, but there was already heat simmering beneath it. His hand slipped beneath my camisole, sliding up my stomach, fingertips grazing over my ribs, then higher, cupping my breast.

I sighed into his mouth, arching slightly into his touch, but when he shifted, moving to press himself over me, I stopped him, gently pushing him back.

His brows furrowed slightly. "What—?"

I gave him a slow, knowing smile. "I want you down there first."

Chris sucked in a breath, his pupils darkening. He loved going down on me, but I never asked outright like this. I usually just let him take control, let him decide when and how. But tonight, I wanted it.

And I wanted him to know I wanted it.

He swallowed, then nodded once. "Yeah," he murmured. "Okay."

Chris slid down the bed, kissing his way down my stomach as I parted my legs for him. My pulse quickened when I felt his hands on my thighs, spreading me wider.

He pressed a soft kiss to the inside of my thigh first, teasing, just barely brushing my skin with his lips before moving higher. My breath hitched when I felt his tongue, slow and deliberate, flicking out to taste me.

I exhaled sharply, threading my fingers through his hair as he licked me again, firmer this time, his hands sliding beneath my thighs to pull me closer.

God, he was good at this. Focused. Devoted. Like he wanted nothing more than to make me unravel beneath him.

And I was already unraveling.

As his tongue worked me, I forced my thoughts back to Michelle’s story, to the image of her sprawled on that kitchen counter, the lawyer gripping her hips, fucking her deep and rough.

Chris moaned softly into me, as if sensing the shift in my thoughts, his tongue pressing more firmly against my clit.

"Fuck," I gasped, gripping his hair tighter. "Chris…"

His only response was a low groan as he buried himself deeper between my thighs, licking, sucking, flicking his tongue exactly where I needed it.

It didn’t take long.

The heat built inside me, twisting, tightening, and when he sucked my clit between his lips just right, I broke.

My body arched off the bed, my thighs clenching around his head as my orgasm crashed over me, sharp and blinding. My moans spilled into the quiet room, my body pulsing as Chris kept going, working me through every last tremor.

Finally, I collapsed back against the pillows, panting, my body still tingling.

Chris pulled away slowly, pressing one last kiss to my inner thigh before shifting up the bed beside me.

I blinked at him, dazed, then let out a breathless laugh. "Holy fuck."

Chris smirked, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. "Yeah?"

I just nodded, still catching my breath.

His cock was hard against my thigh, twitching, desperate for attention. I reached down between us, wrapping my fingers around it, stroking slowly.

Chris groaned, his head tilting back against the pillow.

I kept my touch light at first, teasing, running my thumb over the head, feeling the slickness there. "You really liked hearing about Michelle, didn’t you?"

Chris let out a strangled noise, his hips jerking slightly.

I smirked, tightening my grip slightly. "You love it, don’t you?"

His breath hitched. "Fuck, baby…"

I licked my lips, leaning in, whispering against his ear. "You love that she let him bend her over the counter and take her however he wanted. That she let him fuck her in the shower, pressing her up against the glass, all wet and slippery."

Chris groaned, his breathing uneven, his body tensing beneath me.

I kept stroking him, a little faster now, my own arousal spiking again just from the way he responded to this.

"And you know what?" I whispered. "I think I get it now. I think I like hearing about it too."

Chris let out a desperate sound, his hands gripping my hips, his cock twitching in my palm.

"You love it so much," I continued, my voice low, sultry, "that you’re about to cum for me just from hearing about it."

Chris gasped, his whole body going taut beneath me.

And then—he did.

His cock jerked in my hand, hot spurts spilling over my fingers as he came, his entire body shaking with the force of it. He let out a deep, guttural groan, his fingers digging into my hips as wave after wave wracked through him.

And it happened so fast.

Embarrassingly fast.

Chris was still panting, still trying to catch his breath, when I smirked, lifting my hand, my fingers slick with his release.

"Wow," I murmured, arching a brow at him. "That was…"

Chris exhaled sharply, still dazed. "Jesus Christ," he muttered, running a hand over his face.

I grinned, feeling incredible—because I had never gotten him off that fast before.

Not with my hand. Not even with my mouth.

And all I’d done was talk.

That realization sent a delicious little thrill through me.

Chris swallowed, still looking a little stunned.

I leaned down, kissing him softly, pressing my bare body against his.

"Next time," I whispered, lips brushing his ear, "I’ll make you last longer."

His cock twitched against my thigh, like he was already getting hard again.

Mike and Chris hadn’t known Michelle and me during our wild college days. By the time we met them, we were already grown-ups—or at least trying to be.

I met Chris at my first real job after college, the one where I was still figuring out how to balance bills, deadlines, and the creeping suspicion that adulthood wasn’t nearly as exciting as I had imagined. We worked in the same office, crossed paths in the break room, exchanged small talk that turned into inside jokes, but nothing happened back then. Not until I left for a new job, then another one, and by then, Chris had moved on too, landing a gig at the newspaper.

That was when we started dating—when it felt like we were really stepping into our lives, our futures. Chris had always been curious about my past, asking little questions here and there over the years, but I had always given him the sanitized version. A handful of flings, nothing too crazy. I never lied, exactly—I just left out the details.

And honestly, I wasn’t even sure he believed me.

Michelle, on the other hand, had met Mike in the most modern way possible—a dating app. They went from zero to a hundred immediately. The kind of relationship that sparks fast and burns hot.

"Lust at first sight," she had told me, grinning as she recalled their first date. "We had dinner, drinks, and then I rode him in the backseat of his car before we even got to dessert."

I had laughed at the time, shaking my head, but she hadn’t been done.

"And fuck, babe," she had added, lowering her voice just slightly, like she was letting me in on a secret. "Mike’s got a big cock. Like, legitimately big—thick, long, the kind that makes you a little sore the next day in the best possible way."

I had rolled my eyes, but I had also not been able to stop myself from imagining it—Michelle, all tangled up in the backseat of his car, her dress bunched around her waist, her breathy moans fogging up the windows.

It wasn’t hard to picture.

Michelle had always been like that—bold, unashamed, taking exactly what she wanted. And Mike? He had just stepped into her orbit, caught in the gravity of her sexuality, and never wanted to leave.

Chris and I, though? We had taken our time. Built something slow, something steady.

Something I had thought I understood completely.

But now, after everything Michelle had told me—after everything Chris and I had done in the past few nights—I was beginning to wonder if I had underestimated both of us.

Michelle and Mike invited us over for dinner on Saturday, and Chris and I both knew this was going to be the night.

We had dropped the kids off at my mother’s house earlier that afternoon, giving us the rare freedom of a full, uninterrupted weekend. A break from parenting. A chance to step out of the routine, to let loose, to explore.

And tonight? Tonight wasn’t just about dinner.

This was a chance for Chris to hear everything about Michelle’s affairs directly from her—for the four of us to put all the teasing, all the half-hinted confessions, fully out into the open.

It was an unspoken agreement between Chris and me that we would finally get to grill Mike, to pick apart his thoughts, to truly understand how he felt watching his wife sleep with other men.

Because that was the biggest question neither of us could quite wrap our heads around.

How did he handle it? How did he process the jealousy, the possessiveness, the sheer rawness of it all?

And more than that—why did he like it?

I was buzzing with nervous anticipation as we arrived at their house. Mike greeted us at the door, smiling easily, pulling Chris into a quick handshake before leading us inside. The smell of something rich and slow-cooked filled the house—garlic, butter, the unmistakable aroma of wine simmering in a sauce.

Michelle appeared a moment later, grinning, a wine glass already in hand.

"Finally," she drawled, stepping forward to hug me. "I was starting to think you two had second thoughts."

I laughed, shaking my head. "Not a chance."

Chris smirked beside me, his hand resting at the small of my back.

Mike gestured toward the kitchen. "Drinks first?"

We settled in easily. Mike poured Samuelrous glasses of wine for Michelle and me, while Chris opted for bourbon. The conversation started light—work, kids, vacations. But underneath it, we all knew where the night was heading.

The second round of drinks came, and with it, a subtle shift.

Michelle was leaning a little closer, her laughter looser, her fingers grazing mine when she made a point. Mike was watching us all carefully, a small smirk on his lips, as if waiting for us to finally cross the line.

Chris was the one to do it.

"So," he said, swirling his bourbon in his glass, his voice smooth but pointed, "tell me about the lawyer."

Michelle’s eyes lit up.

She leaned forward slightly, setting her wine glass down, tilting her head. "Oh, you mean my very satisfied client?"

I bit my lip, suppressing a smile.

Chris exhaled slowly. "Yeah. Him."

Michelle’s smirk widened, and she didn’t hold back.

She told everything. The exact way he had looked at her when she first made her intentions clear. How he had practically devoured her the second they were alone in the condo, bending her over the kitchen counter like he couldn’t wait another second. The way he had stripped her down in the shower, his hands greedy, spreading her open, owning her.

Chris sat there, listening, silent but fully engaged. I could see it in the way his fingers flexed slightly around his glass, the way his chest rose and fell just a little deeper than before.

By the time Michelle was done, the wine had settled into my blood, warming me, making me bolder.

"So that’s four now?" I asked, pretending to be casual as I took another sip of wine.

Michelle nodded, tossing her hair over her shoulder. "Four. And I have a very promising lead on a fifth."

Chris exhaled sharply, shaking his head. "Jesus, Michelle."

She just grinned.

And then, finally, we got to the question.

"Okay, Mike," I said, leaning in slightly. "Explain it to me. Explain how the hell you handle this."

Chris nodded, backing me up. "Yeah. We’ve talked about it—about how insane it must be, just knowing she’s out there, fucking another guy. It’s hard to wrap our heads around."

Mike sat back in his chair, resting his forearm on the armrest, tapping his fingers against his glass thoughtfully.

"Are you kidding?" he said finally, shaking his head. "I am crazy jealous."

That surprised me.

I blinked at him. "Wait—so you do get jealous?"

Mike let out a slow breath, looking between Chris and me. "Oh yeah," he admitted. "My mind melts when she tells me she’s meeting a client I know she thinks is hot. I can’t think about anything else. I can’t do anything else. I just—*" he gestured vaguely, "pace the fucking floor, waiting for any little message she’ll send me."

Michelle smirked beside him, swirling the last of her wine.

"She’s mean about it too," he added, shooting her a look that was way too amused to be truly resentful. "She’ll send me little teases. Tells me she’s picking up champagne. Maybe a little selfie of her and him, all innocent. Just enough to fuck with me."

Chris and I were riveted.

"And then," Mike continued, "there’s the radio silence."

I swallowed.

"That’s the part that fucks me up the most," he admitted. "I won’t hear anything for hours. Of course, I know what she’s doing. I can picture it in my head. But at the same time, I have no idea. And that…? That drives me fucking crazy."

Chris and I were both quiet, absorbing his words.

"And then," he said, looking at Michelle, "she’ll finally text. Just a quick ‘on my way home’."

I let out a slow breath.

Mike shook his head, his expression dark, intense. "And I know. In twenty, thirty minutes, she’ll be here, telling me everything, letting me see the evidence of her infidelity."

Chris inhaled sharply beside me, shifting slightly.

I watched Mike, my pulse quickening. "And that doesn’t… destroy you?"

Mike smiled, slow and knowing. "It does," he admitted. "And that’s exactly why it’s so fucking hot."

The air around us had changed.

Michelle leaned into Mike’s side, running a hand along his thigh, her grin devilish. "I swear, he hasn’t fucked me this hard in years," she purred. "The jealousy is like—fuel for him."

I exhaled slowly, heat curling in my stomach.

Chris shifted again beside me, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw the way his jaw flexed, his fingers tightening around his glass.

I bit my lip, suddenly very aware of my own body, of the electricity running through me.

Because I could see it. Feel it.

This conversation wasn’t just words.

It was doing something to all of us.

Michelle leaned into Mike’s side, swirling the last sip of wine in her glass before setting it down, her fingers drumming lightly against the table as she looked between Chris and me. There was something so confident in the way she held herself, so assured in what she was saying. Like she knew what she was doing, like she had already worked through every complicated emotion and come out the other side, crystal clear about what she wanted.

"We are doing this together," she said, her voice calm, certain.

Chris and I exchanged a quick glance, neither of us sure what to say yet.

Michelle didn’t wait for a response—she leaned forward slightly, resting her elbows on the table, her gaze locked on mine. "Look, I like the sex with the guys. I won’t pretend I don’t. It’s hot. It’s fun. It makes me feel sexy as fuck."

Mike smirked, shaking his head slightly, like he was hearing a truth so obvious he didn’t even need to react.

"But what I love?" Michelle continued, her expression softening just slightly. "What really makes it incredible? It’s what it does to us—to me and Mike."

I could feel Chris’s body shift slightly beside me, his elbow brushing mine.

"He is so focused on me when I get home," Michelle went on, a slow, knowing smile creeping across her lips. "He fucks me so hard."

She giggled then, almost girlish, as if she had just shared some innocent little confession instead of admitting to coming home freshly fucked and being taken apart all over again by her husband.

Chris exhaled through his nose, shaking his head slightly, like he was trying to process it.

And honestly? So was I.

Michelle tilted her head then, her gaze sharpening, like she was about to drop another confession just to see how we’d react.

"And," she added, voice dropping slightly, "God, I love sucking their cocks."

Chris’s breath hitched, and I swore I felt his thigh tense beside mine.

Mike chuckled, reaching for his drink like this was just another casual conversation.

Michelle leaned back, smirking as if she had all the power in the world. "I mean, I love sex, obviously. But there’s something about it—taking a guy in my mouth, getting him so hard, making him crazy for me. Watching his face when I go deep—" she flicked her eyes toward Chris just long enough for me to feel the heat between them before she looked back at me, "—it’s fucking addictive."

Chris shifted beside me, not saying a word, just listening, absorbing.

Mike grinned, shaking his head. "She’s always been like this," he admitted. "She loves it almost as much as the sex itself. Half the time, she gets herself off just from giving head."

Michelle shrugged, completely unapologetic. "I like making them weak for me."

I let out a slow breath, gripping the stem of my wine glass a little tighter.

Because part of it made no sense.

How could Mike handle this? The waiting, the not knowing, the sitting at home imagining his wife in another man’s arms?

And yet…

Part of it made perfect sense.

Because Mike wasn’t sitting at home miserable.

He was turned on. He was waiting for her, needing her.

He was more obsessed with her than ever before.

And as I sat there, wine warming my blood, the slight hum of arousal tightening low in my stomach, I started to wonder—was this really so crazy?

Or was it just something I had never let myself imagine before?

Mike leaned forward, resting his forearms on the table, his fingers loosely curled around his drink. His voice was steady, but there was something in his tone—something raw, something certain.

"I used to look at porn and wish I had that," he admitted. "I know it wasn't real, but that’s the whole point of porn, isn’t it? They make it to spark our fantasies. And they’re making a lot of money off of us."

He shook his head slightly, a small smirk playing on his lips. "But Michelle? Michelle is my porn star now. Nothing else compares."

The words hung in the air for a moment, and I felt Chris exhale beside me, slow and measured, like he was trying to process what he was hearing.

Mike continued, his eyes flicking toward Michelle. "We talk about what we like. What we want. And it gets us going. I’ll suggest something, and she’ll think of some way to do it—either with me, or with one of the guys she’s fucking."

Michelle grinned, taking a slow sip of her wine, entirely unbothered.

"We still role-play," Mike went on, "we still watch porn together, but now? Now it’s to get ideas about what we want to do."

The air around us felt heavier, charged.

Chris was gripping his glass tighter, his jaw flexing slightly. And me? My pulse was thrumming, my stomach coiled with a strange, simmering heat I wasn’t sure how to define.

Michelle set her glass down, stretching her arms above her head, utterly at ease with all of this. "These guys are one-offs," she said, matter-of-fact. "There’s no attachment. I’m not having an affair with them."

I arched a brow. "No attachment?"

She smirked. "None. They sign the paperwork, they get their condo, and sometimes—sometimes they get me."

I swallowed.

"They’re excited about getting a new condo," Michelle continued, her eyes glinting with amusement. "And some of them? They share that excitement by fucking me."

I blinked, stunned for a moment by the casualness of her words.

She giggled, leaning in slightly. "I think it’s funny," she admitted, "how much they want to consummate their new condo inside me."

Chris inhaled sharply beside me, shifting slightly in his chair.

Michelle noticed, of course.

She turned her gaze on him, smirking. "Their wives would be pissed," she added, her voice slow, deliberate. "But there’s no reason for Mike to be pissed."

Mike just smirked, shaking his head slightly, as if the idea of being angry about it had never even occurred to him.

Chris, on the other hand, was very quiet.

And I wasn’t sure if it was because he didn’t understand this…

Or if he was starting to.

We ate, drank, and laughed just like we always did, but there was an energy between us, something simmering beneath the surface that hadn’t been there before. The conversation had unlocked something, peeled back layers we hadn’t even realized were there.

By the time we finally caught a ride-share home, my body was thrumming with heat, my mind a blur of images—Michelle on the counter, in the shower, her lips stretching into a knowing smirk as she admitted how much she loved sucking their cocks. Mike’s voice, steady and unwavering, declaring that Michelle was his own personal porn star, that nothing else compared. The way Chris had sat beside me, gripping his drink tighter, breathing deeper, saying nothing but feeling everything.

The second we stepped inside, the door barely shut behind us, it exploded between us.

Chris’s hands were on me instantly, pulling me in, his mouth crashing against mine. I moaned into him, gripping the back of his shirt, already tugging it up, desperate for skin.

A trail of clothes followed us through the house—my blouse hitting the floor in the hallway, his belt clattering against the tiles, my panties abandoned just outside the bedroom door.

By the time we hit the bed, Chris was already pushing me down, covering my body with his, his cock thick and hard against my stomach. There was no slow build-up this time, no teasing, no patience.

He fucked me like an animal.

Like he couldn’t do it fast enough, couldn’t get deep enough. His hands gripped my thighs, spreading me wide, his body slamming into mine with desperate, wild force. His breath was ragged against my ear, his groans deep, primal, every thrust harder than the last.

I gasped, arching into him, clutching at his shoulders, nails digging into his back. "Chris…"

He groaned at the sound of his name, his pace increasing, his fingers digging into my skin. "Jesus, you feel so good…"

I could barely think, barely breathe, everything tightening, winding higher and higher as he fucked me like he needed to prove something, like he was staking his claim on me.

And maybe he was.

Because this wasn’t just sex.

This was everything we had talked about tonight, everything that had been lurking in the background for days, weeks.

And suddenly, I had to know.

I grabbed his face, forcing him to look at me, my own breath coming in sharp, shallow pants. "Are we doing this?"

Chris’s eyes widened, his thrusts stuttering for just a moment.

Then, as if the words had unleashed something inside him, his grip on me tightened, his cock pulsing inside me. "If you tell me about it," he said, his voice thick with arousal, his forehead pressing against mine. "If we talk about it. No secrets. This is so fucking hot."

My whole body shuddered as the reality of it settled over me, the anticipation making my orgasm coil deep in my stomach. "We are in this together," I gasped, clinging to him as his thrusts turned erratic, as he started to unravel. "Either of us can stop it at any time."

Chris groaned, burying his face in my neck, his whole body tensing. "Jesus, I’m gonna—"

That was all it took.

I came first, my orgasm slamming into me, sending shockwaves through my body as I cried out, my nails dragging over his skin. Chris followed seconds later, his hips jerking, his cock pulsing deep inside me as he let out a hoarse, guttural moan.

For a long moment, we just lay there, tangled together, our bodies still trembling from the force of it.

Neither of us spoke.

Finally, Chris shifted slightly, brushing a strand of hair from my face. His expression was unreadable, but his eyes were still dark, still filled with something I wasn’t sure I’d ever seen before.

I swallowed, my pulse still racing. "Are we really doing this?"

Chris exhaled slowly, then nodded. "Yeah. We are."

A shiver ran through me. Excitement. Nerves. A thrill that sent heat curling through my stomach all over again.

Chris leaned down, kissing me deeply, his hand sliding between my thighs again.

We made love twice more that night, slower, deeper, like he wanted to make sure I remembered exactly how good he could fuck me.

Like he wanted to make sure I never forgot it.


Chapter Five

That afternoon, I was back at the office, my hair smoothed into place, my silk blouse just fitted enough to be noticeable without being obvious. I had opted for a pencil skirt, high heels, and a hint of perfume. It had been a long time since I had dressed for a client this deliberately.

I had just finished preparing a few initial listings when a soft knock came at my door.

And then I saw him.

Dr. Steven Brennan was more than just attractive. He was ridiculously handsome.

Tall, broad-shouldered but lean, with a jawline so sharp it looked like it had been sculpted. His dark brown hair was slightly tousled, the kind of effortless mess that only made him look better. He had piercing blue eyes—calm, intelligent, and beneath his polite professionalism, something else. A quiet confidence.

He was wearing tailored slacks and a button-down, the sleeves rolled to his elbows, revealing strong forearms.

And the best part?

That little flash of shyness.

There was something careful about the way he stepped into my office, something that suggested he wasn’t entirely used to this kind of attention.

God, I liked that.

"Dr. Brennan," I said, standing and offering my hand. "Nice to meet you."

His handshake was firm, his skin warm. "Please, call me Steve."

His voice was even better in person.

I gestured for him to take a seat, slipping back into my chair. "So, Steve," I said, crossing my legs as I met his gaze. "Tell me exactly what you’re looking for."

He relaxed slightly, leaning forward as he started talking, telling me about his long hours at the hospital, about needing a space close to work but still quiet and private.

I listened with interest.

But I was also watching him.

Watching his lips move, the way his jaw flexed slightly when he concentrated, the way his eyes flicked to my legs once—just once—before darting back up to my face.

Something about that brief flicker of awareness sent a slow heat curling in my stomach.

I smiled to myself, shifting slightly in my chair.

And then, out of nowhere, the thought struck me.

What would it be like to suck his cock?

It was a ridiculous thought. Uninvited. But now that it was there, it wouldn’t leave.

He had those strong, careful surgeon’s hands, the kind of hands that could do delicate, precise work for hours.

What would they feel like gripping my hair? Holding my face in place as I took him deep?

I swallowed, forcing myself to refocus as he continued explaining what he wanted in a condo, but my mind kept drifting, kept imagining the weight of him on my tongue, the taste of him, the way he might look down at me, maybe a little surprised at how eager I was for it.

Jesus.

I was supposed to be selling him a home, not fantasizing about wrapping my lips around his cock.

I forced myself back into work mode, nodding as he described the amenities he was looking for. But as I clicked through listings on my screen, I could still feel the heat pulsing low in my stomach, a slow, insistent ache that hadn’t been there before.

This meeting wasn’t just about real estate anymore.

And I had a feeling Steve Brennan had no idea what he had just walked into.

That night, after the kids were asleep and the house was quiet, I slipped into bed beside Chris, my body still buzzing from the afternoon. I had told him about Dr. Brennan earlier, but I knew he wanted more. Needed more.

Chris was already lying back against the pillows, shirtless, his fingers resting lightly on his stomach, but I could feel the tension in him the second I settled in next to him. He wasn’t just waiting for me to talk—he was brimming with anticipation.

"So," I murmured, shifting onto my side to face him. "I met with the young doctor today."

Chris didn’t move at first. He just lay there, staring at me, his expression unreadable, his breath coming in slow and steady.

I frowned slightly. "Are you okay?"

He swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing, but still didn’t answer right away. His fingers flexed slightly against his stomach, his muscles tensing for just a moment.

Then, finally, his lips parted.

"This is really happening, isn't it?"

His voice was low, rough, thick with something I wasn’t sure he even understood yet.

I held his gaze, letting the weight of his words settle between us.

"Only if you want it to," I murmured. "We are doing this together."

Chris exhaled, dragging a hand through his hair, then turned to me fully, his eyes searching mine. "Tell me about him."

I bit my lip, my stomach tightening slightly at the intensity in his gaze. "What do you want to know?"

"Everything," he said immediately. "What he looked like. How he acted. What you thought of him."

I hesitated for only a second before answering, my voice soft but steady. "He’s really handsome. Tall, lean, but broad in the shoulders. Dark hair, blue eyes, strong jaw. He’s quiet, almost shy, but there’s confidence underneath it." I paused, watching Chris’s reaction, then added, "I could tell he’s not used to being the center of attention, but he’s the kind of guy that should be."

Chris inhaled sharply, his chest rising, his body suddenly tense.

I shifted closer, slipping my hand beneath the covers, letting my fingers trail lightly over his stomach. "I don’t know if I could seduce the good doctor," I teased, keeping my voice light, though my pulse was already picking up.

Chris let out a rough laugh, shaking his head. "You really think that?"

I raised an eyebrow.

He smirked slightly, but I could see the heat flickering behind his eyes. "You could have any man you wanted," he said. "I’m sure Dr. Brennan wouldn’t stand a chance if you wanted him."

I hummed, my fingers sliding lower. "Oh?"

Chris’s breath hitched.

I barely had to move before I found him—his cock was already rock hard, hot and heavy against my palm.

Jesus.

I wrapped my fingers around him, giving him a slow, teasing stroke. "God, you’re so hard," I murmured, feeling the way his whole body reacted to just the smallest touch.

Chris let out a sharp breath, his hips jerking slightly.

I smirked, dragging my fingers along his length, barely applying pressure. "Do you think Dr. Brennan will get this hard for me?"

Chris groaned, his hand gripping the sheets, his whole body tensing beneath me.

I stroked him again, a little firmer this time. "Do you think he’ll be sitting in his fancy new condo, waiting for me to come over, so hard he can barely stand it?"

Chris swallowed hard, his fingers twitching, his breath coming in uneven gasps.

"You love this, don’t you?" I whispered, my lips brushing his jaw. "You love thinking about me making him just as hard as you are right now."

Chris let out a strangled sound, his hips jerking into my hand.

"And what if I wanted to suck his cock?" I mused, my voice low, sultry, drawing the words out like I was just considering it. "What if I wanted to get on my knees and take him into my mouth, just to see how much he wants me?"

Chris shuddered.

His whole body was trembling beneath me now, his cock pulsing in my palm, and I knew he was close.

I leaned in, pressing my lips to his ear. "What if he grabs my hair and holds me there, fucking my mouth while I look up at him?"

Chris let out a desperate gasp, his whole body locking up.

And then—

"Shit," he groaned, his hips jerking as he came, thick ropes of cum spilling over my hand, coating my fingers as his body shook beneath me.

It happened so fast.

I stilled, my eyes widening slightly as he groaned through it, his chest rising and falling erratically.

Chris squeezed his eyes shut, his face flushed, his body spent in under twenty seconds.

Slowly, he blinked up at me, his expression shifting from post-orgasmic bliss to something closer to mortified.

I grinned. "Wow."

Chris ran a hand over his face, shaking his head. "Jesus Christ…"

I stretched my fingers, looking down at the mess he had made all over my hand, then met his eyes again, my smirk widening.

"Hopefully Dr. Brennan can last a little longer than that."

Chris groaned, dragging the pillow over his face. "Fuck."

I laughed, feeling incredible.

Because I had never seen him react like this.

I had never gotten him off that fast before.

Chris let out another muffled groan, still hiding behind the pillow.

But when he finally pulled it away, his expression was different.

He was still embarrassed. But beneath it, the desire was still there.

He still wanted this.

Even after cumming faster than he ever had in his life, even after my teasing comment, he still wanted me to go through with it.

And that?

That sent a fresh wave of heat curling low in my stomach.

Because this wasn’t just a fantasy anymore.

It was happening.

The next morning, Chris was already up, moving through the house with his usual efficiency—packing lunches, wrangling the kids, and making sure everything was in order before the school drop-off. I had gotten used to these quiet, predictable mornings, the hum of routine settling over us. But today, there was something different.

I stepped out of the shower, steam curling through the bathroom, wrapping a towel around myself just as I heard the bedroom door open. Chris stood in the doorway, leaning against the frame, his gaze steady and deliberate. His eyes flicked over my damp skin, trailing down the length of my legs before snapping back up to meet my gaze. There was something about the way he was looking at me—something new.

I arched a brow, toweling off my hair. "Something on your mind?"

He hesitated for a moment, then crossed the room, stopping just in front of me. "What are you wearing today?" His voice was low, almost casual, but there was an edge to it, something heavier beneath the surface.

I blinked. "I… don’t know yet."

"Pick something short," he murmured, his fingers grazing over my bare hip.

I let out a soft laugh, shaking my head. "You know I'm not going to fuck Dr. Brennan today."

Chris exhaled through his nose, shaking his head. "I know." He hesitated, his thumb tracing slow circles against my skin. "I just… think you should feel as sexy as possible. Start putting out the vibes."

I paused for a moment, letting his words sink in, the suggestion weaving its way through my mind. "The way Michelle said?"

His grip tightened on my hip, just slightly. "Yeah."

A slow smile spread across my lips. So this was what he wanted—for me to lean into it, to stop thinking like a professional, a wife, a mother, and start thinking like a woman who wanted to be desired.

I pulled away from him, stepping toward the dresser, and I could feel his eyes on me as I slowly unwrapped my towel, letting it drop before reaching into the drawer. I took my time, sifting through my lingerie, finally settling on a matching set of black lace—delicate, barely-there, the kind of thing that felt indulgent beneath work clothes.

Sliding my legs into a pair of stay-up stockings, I rolled them up slowly, smoothing them into place just above my thighs. I heard Chris exhale, a low sound that sent a small thrill through me.

I turned to face him, reaching for my skirt—one of my usual choices, something just above the knee. But then, at the last second, I hesitated. Instead, I pulled out something shorter. Chris swallowed hard, his jaw flexing as his eyes trailed down my legs.

I smirked, enjoying the reaction. "This work?"

He nodded, his tongue flicking over his lower lip. "Yeah. That works."

Stepping closer, I let my fingers graze his arm, the heat between us undeniable. "You sure you're okay with this?"

His hand found my hip again, squeezing lightly. "I want this." His voice was firm, certain.

As I slipped on my blouse and stepped into my heels, I realized that for the first time, I wanted this too.
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Over the next couple of days, I showed Dr. Brennan five condos, using each meeting as an opportunity to practice my flirting. At first, it felt unnatural, like I was trying on a version of myself I hadn’t worn in years. But little by little, it started to come back. The playful glances, the subtle shifts in body language, the light, teasing touches—things I had once done effortlessly.

Dr. Brennan seemed hesitant at first, almost taken aback, but I could tell he wasn’t immune to it. The first time I touched his arm lightly while laughing at something he said, I felt him tense for just a fraction of a second before relaxing. The second time, he let his gaze linger on me a moment longer than necessary. By the third condo, he was flirting back—tentatively, but undeniably.

I could feel the shift between us, the way the atmosphere in our meetings became charged. A casual hand on my lower back as I guided him into a room. The way he held eye contact a little longer when I asked him a question. The small, almost imperceptible way his voice would drop when he complimented something I said.

And it was affecting me. More than I expected.

By Thursday afternoon, I was showing him a condo with high-end finishes, a spacious layout, and an oversized kitchen island. As he ran his fingers along the marble countertop, I found myself watching his hands, wondering how they would feel against my skin, how they would grip my hips.

I was getting wet.

Just from flirting.

I swallowed hard, pushing the thought away as I crouched down to inspect one of the soft-close drawers beneath the counter. "These are nice," I mused, pulling one open. "Really smooth."

Dr. Brennan knelt beside me, watching as I ran my fingers along the wood grain. "They definitely put thought into the details," he agreed.

I turned my head slightly, realizing just how close we were. Close enough that I could smell his cologne—clean, understated, masculine.

"Details are important," I said, letting my voice drop slightly.

His eyes flicked to mine, something flickering in them—hesitation, curiosity, something else.

I reached forward, pretending to examine the hinge on the cabinet door beneath the sink. As I shifted, my knees brushed against his thigh, the briefest touch, but enough to send a jolt through me.

I glanced up at him from my position on the floor, fully aware of what this looked like—me kneeling in front of him, my hands resting lightly on the cabinet, my body positioned just so.

I tilted my head, letting my gaze drop briefly—just for a second—before meeting his eyes again. "Everything seems to be in working order," I murmured.

Dr. Brennan swallowed, his throat bobbing, his hands bracing against the counter like he wasn’t sure what to do with them.

I let the moment stretch just a little longer than necessary before finally rising to my feet, smoothing my skirt as I did. "Let’s check the primary bedroom," I said lightly, as if I hadn’t just spent the last thirty seconds deliberately testing the waters.

He cleared his throat, nodding. "Right. Lead the way."

By Friday, he made an offer on the third condo I had shown him. An offer I knew would be accepted.

That night, Chris could barely keep his hands off me as I recounted the week’s progress, his excitement mirroring my own.

This was happening.

And I was loving every second of it.

The bar was buzzing with the low hum of conversation, the warm glow of pendant lights casting a flattering glow over the crowded space. It was a typical Friday after-work scene—groups of coworkers laughing over cocktails, professionals unwinding with beer in hand, and the occasional couple pressed close together in the dim corners. Michelle and I had claimed a small table near the bar, our drinks in front of us, the energy between us charged with something unspoken but unmistakable.

Michelle had been watching me all evening, her sharp eyes flicking over my face, picking up on something I wasn’t quite ready to admit to myself.

"Okay," she finally said, leaning forward with a grin. "Spill it. You’ve got that look."

I took a sip of my wine, trying for casual, but I wasn’t fooling her. "What look?"

Michelle rolled her eyes. "The look of a woman who is about to do something very, very naughty."

I laughed, shaking my head. "Nothing has happened, and I’m not sure anything will."

Michelle snorted. "Bullshit. You sold him a condo, didn’t you? You said he’s cute. You even said he’s single. That’s basically the universe handing you a green light. You just have to make it clear that you think he’s hot and that he can get a signing bonus if he wants it." She smirked, taking a sip of her drink. "It’s as easy as that. I have literally said that to guys and have never been turned down."

I giggled at the way she stage-whispered it, glancing around to make sure no one had overheard.

Michelle grinned wickedly. "How long has it been since you’ve had a strange cock?"

I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry. My mind flicked back—Chris and I had been married for seven years, dated for two before that. Nearly a decade.

Michelle sighed dramatically. "It’s about time, babe."

I shook my head, but I could feel my pulse picking up, my skin warming.

Michelle smirked, sensing exactly where my mind had gone. "Jesus, you used to be such a massive cock-sucking slut* in college. What happened to you?"

My whole body tensed at the words, the rush of heat between my thighs undeniable.

"I grew up?" I offered weakly.

Michelle scoffed. "Bullshit. That part of you is still in there—I know it is. You loved it. Remember that frat party senior year?"

I exhaled sharply, already knowing which night she was talking about.

"You disappeared for, what, thirty minutes?" she went on, eyes gleaming with amusement. "Came back all smug, wiping your mouth. And then later, I found out you’d sucked off two guys in one of the upstairs bedrooms."

I swallowed hard, gripping my wine glass a little tighter.

"You didn’t even know them," she continued, her voice dripping with playful wickedness. "Just two hot guys, sitting on the edge of the bed, their cocks out, and you got right between them and went to work."

I shifted in my seat, my thighs pressing together, the memory flashing through my mind too quickly to stop.

Michelle leaned in, lowering her voice. "Come on. It’s just a blowjob."

A shiver ran down my spine.

It was insane. It was reckless. It was exactly what I hadn’t allowed myself to think about until this moment.

And for the first time, I let myself imagine it fully—kneeling in front of Dr. Brennan, watching his cock throb in my hand, feeling his fingers tangle in my hair as I took him into my mouth.

I let out a slow breath, my body humming with the weight of the idea.

Michelle smirked. "You’re wet thinking about it, aren’t you?"

I didn’t answer.

But I didn’t deny it either.


Chapter Six

A few days later, I had done it. My heart was still racing as I sat in my car, the taste of him still lingering faintly on my lips, my body thrumming with the aftershocks of adrenaline, lust, and disbelief. I gripped the steering wheel, staring at the glowing screen of my phone as I typed out the message to Chris.

On my way home.

I hesitated, my fingers hovering over the screen, then hit send.

A moment later, his response came through.

Great. See you soon.

That was it. No questions. No teasing. No acknowledgment of what I had just done.

I swallowed hard, suddenly nervous. I wasn’t sure what I had expected, but something about his nonchalant response made my stomach twist.

The drive home felt longer than usual, my thoughts spinning. Was he waiting until I walked through the door to really react? Was he playing it cool because the kids were home?

By the time I pulled into the driveway, my hands felt clammy against the steering wheel.

I took a deep breath, stepped out of the car, and forced myself to walk inside as if nothing had changed.

Dinner was about to be served when I entered the kitchen. The scent of food filled the space, but my senses felt heightened in a way that had nothing to do with hunger.

Chris turned from the stove, his eyes meeting mine, and for a split second, there was something unreadable in his expression. But then he stepped toward me, his hands settling at my waist as he leaned in and kissed me.

Not a quick peck.

Not a distracted greeting.

A kiss.

Slow, deep, deliberate.

My stomach clenched, the warmth of his mouth easing some of my worries, sending a different kind of thrill through me.

Before it could go any further, the moment was interrupted, pulling us apart. I stepped back, smoothing my hands down my skirt, forcing myself to focus on something—anything—else.

Chris returned to the stove, but not before shooting me a look. Not a question, not a challenge—just a look.

Something dark. Something expectant.

My pulse quickened.

We went through the evening rituals as quickly as possible, but the tension remained, lingering beneath the surface, building with every glance, every small touch, every charged silence.

Only we knew.

And the weight of that knowledge hung between us like electricity, waiting to ignite.

As I stood at the sink, rinsing the last of the plates, I felt Chris move in behind me. He didn’t say anything, just stepped close enough that I could feel the heat of his body, his presence solid and deliberate.

Then I felt it—his cock, already semi-hard, pressing against my ass through my skirt.

A slow pulse of heat tightened low in my stomach. I swallowed, my hands still moving over the dishes, pretending not to notice. But when I shifted slightly, just enough to press back against him, I heard the sharp inhale he took, his fingers tightening on my hip.

The thin fabric of my skirt did nothing to dull the sensation of him against me. The heat, the weight, the need.

His hands slid lower, resting just above the hem, his thumbs grazing my bare thighs. I exhaled slowly, my grip on the plate tightening.

For a moment, we stood like that, the water running, the house quiet except for the distant hum of the television in the other room.

Then, his voice came low against my ear. "I’ve been thinking about it all night."

My breath caught, heat pooling between my legs.

I set the plate down carefully, turned off the faucet, and reached for the towel, my pulse racing, my fingers trembling slightly.

I didn’t turn around right away. Instead, I let the silence stretch, my body humming with anticipation.

Then, finally, I tilted my head just enough to catch his gaze over my shoulder.

"Me too."

Finally, we were alone in the bedroom. Chris pulled me into another passionate embrace, his hands gripping my hips as he pressed against me. I could still feel the tension thrumming between us, the weight of everything I hadn’t yet said.

"Do you want to hear about it," I murmured, my lips brushing against his, "or do you want to...?" I let the words trail off deliberately, knowing the tease would only heighten the anticipation.

Chris exhaled sharply, his hands tightening on my waist. "Can we do both?" he asked, a small smirk playing at his lips.

I smiled, dragging my nails lightly up his chest before stepping back, giving him just enough distance to make him ache for more. "Then you better listen carefully."

He swallowed, his eyes locked on mine, dark with something between hunger and curiosity.

I let the moment stretch, then slowly, deliberately, I began.

"I did what Michelle said. After the signing, I asked if he wanted to go to the condo for a signing bonus. He looked a little shocked, like he wasn’t sure if he had heard me right." I paused, watching Chris's expression, reading the way his body stiffened slightly at the words. "So I showed him the champagne I had bought."

We were still standing there in the bedroom, both fully dressed, but the air between us was anything but ordinary. I ran my fingers lightly over the buttons of his shirt, teasing him without undressing him—yet.

"I was nervous," I admitted, dragging my nails down his chest again, slower this time, "but he seemed even more nervous. Like he didn’t want to assume anything. So, in the elevator on the way up, I took his hand."

Chris’s breath hitched as I reached for his wrist, lifting it and pressing his palm flat against my stomach, just beneath my blouse. I guided his hand upward, just barely grazing the underside of my breast before stepping back again.

"He looked at me like he wasn’t sure what to do next," I continued, voice softer now, more measured. "And that’s when I knew—I was completely in control."

I turned slightly, walking a slow circle around him, dragging my fingertips across his shoulders as I passed behind him, lowering my voice to a sultry murmur. "I could stop any time I wanted. I could set the pace. He wasn’t going to push me into anything… but that also meant it was all up to me."

Chris’s jaw flexed as I completed the circle, standing in front of him again.

"You're going to stop me if you have questions, right?" I asked, tilting my head slightly.

His eyes flicked up to mine, his expression intense, unreadable. Then he nodded once. "Go on."

I smiled, biting my lip, then reached for the hem of my blouse.

"Good."

I told Chris it was different from how things went between us, and he immediately asked what I meant. His voice was slightly hoarse, thick with something between curiosity and arousal.

"You and I know each other," I said, letting my fingers graze the collar of his shirt, teasing without touching too much. "When we want something, we push things along. But with him… it was different. I think Steve wanted to follow my lead. It was almost like he couldn’t believe this was happening, like he needed me to show him."

Chris’s jaw flexed. "And did you?"

I nodded slowly, my breath coming just a little deeper. "Once we were inside his new condo, I pulled him into a kiss. I didn’t plan to do that, but it felt like the best way to get things started."

I leaned in now, pressing my lips to Chris’s, recreating the kiss I had given Dr. Brennan, slow at first, teasing, then deepening into something more passionate. I felt Chris’s body tense as I molded my lips to his, pushing my tongue just far enough into his mouth to make him groan softly.

When I pulled away, his expression was a mix of surprise and raw hunger, which made me giggle.

"That’s exactly how he looked at me," I murmured, trailing my fingers down Chris’s chest. "Like he didn’t know whether to be stunned or desperate for more."

Chris swallowed, his throat bobbing. "And then?"

I let my hand slide lower, down over his stomach, stopping just above his belt. "While we were kissing, I reached down and grabbed his crotch. I didn’t even think about it—I just did it."

Chris exhaled sharply, his body already responding before I even touched him properly.

"I wanted to feel how hard he was getting for me," I whispered.

And then, without breaking eye contact, I reached down now and grabbed Chris’s crotch the same way I had grabbed Dr. Brennan.

Not the way I usually did—not gentle, not stroking, not teasing. I grabbed him, squeezed him like I was checking him out, claiming his arousal in my hand, feeling the weight of him, the heat of him.

Chris let out a low, strangled sound, his hips twitching slightly, his breath coming unevenly.

"That’s exactly how he sounded too," I murmured, my grip staying firm, squeezing him again.

Chris was already rock hard beneath his pants, and I could feel the way his pulse pounded through him, matching the hunger in his eyes.

I kept my hand there, holding him, owning the moment, feeling the sheer power of it as I continued my story.

"The staging group had pulled all of the furniture out of the condo, so it was completely empty. I hadn’t thought of that," I murmured, my voice slow and deliberate as I continued. "So I pulled him into the kitchen, where I could set the champagne down. He was smiling now—really smiling—like it was finally sinking in, like he had just fully realized what was about to happen."

Chris’s breathing was shallow, his chest rising and falling a little too fast. I could feel the heat radiating off him, the way his cock twitched beneath my hand, still trapped in his pants. I squeezed him one last time before stepping back.

"That’s when I began undressing."

I didn’t just say the words—I acted them out. I reached for the buttons of my blouse, my fingers moving slowly, deliberately, undoing each one while Chris watched, his hands clenched at his sides like he was resisting the urge to grab me.

"I did it like this," I murmured, slipping the blouse off my shoulders, letting it drift to the floor.

Chris’s eyes darkened as I stood there in my lacy bra, my bare skin heating under his gaze.

"Then," I continued, "I let my skirt fall."

I unhooked it, let it slide down my hips, pooling at my feet until I was left in nothing but my lingerie—just as I had been that night in the condo. Black lace bra. A barely-there thong. Stockings hugging my thighs. Heels that made my legs look even longer.

Chris’s mouth parted slightly, and I knew exactly what he was thinking.

"Both you and Steve had the same reaction," I teased, running a slow hand down my stomach, my fingers ghosting over the thin lace of my thong. "Like it was the most erotic thing you had ever seen."

I reached behind my back, unclasping my bra, letting the straps slip down my shoulders, feeling the cool air against my bare skin. I kept my eyes on Chris the entire time, reading every tiny flicker of arousal, every barely-contained reaction.

I let the bra fall.

Then, slowly, deliberately, I hooked my thumbs into my panties and slid them down, stepping out of them, leaving myself in only my stockings and heels.

Chris’s jaw tightened. His cock was straining against his pants now, desperate for release.

"Of course," I murmured, my voice smooth, teasing, "for Steve, this was all new. But for you… you’ve seen me strip countless times before."

I let my fingers trail up my thighs, watching the way Chris's hands flexed at his sides, like he was fighting not to grab me.

"So I can only assume," I whispered, tilting my head, "that you're thinking about what he saw."

Chris swallowed hard, his breath coming in shallow, uneven bursts.

The tension was thick now, humming between us, the weight of what I had done pressing down on both of us.

And Chris?

He wanted to see it all.

Through my words. Through my body. Through the way I was teasing him now, bringing him closer and closer to the edge.

And I wasn’t done yet.

"When I moved to kiss him again, I could feel how hungry he was for me," I whispered, my fingers teasing the waistband of Chris’s pants as I slowly sank to my knees in front of him. "I dropped down, started unbuckling his belt, all while looking up at him, watching every little reaction, seeing just how much he wanted it."

I pushed Chris gently, guiding him to sit at the edge of the bed, just like I had done with Dr. Brennan. Moving between his legs, I pulled his zipper down, freeing his cock from his pants, feeling how hard he already was for me. I wrapped my fingers around him, stroking him slowly, making him groan.

"Steve’s cock wasn’t longer than yours," I murmured, giving Chris a slow, deliberate squeeze. "But it was a tiny bit thicker."

Chris inhaled sharply, his grip tightening on the sheets beside him. I giggled at his reaction, but the implication was crystal clear.

"It was nice-looking too," I went on, tilting my head playfully. "Smooth, thick, just… nice."

I stroked Chris again, dragging my thumb over the tip, teasing him like I had teased Steve.

"And when I held it in my hand, I realized how much I’d missed sucking other cocks."

The words left my lips before I even processed them, slipping out like a quiet confession.

Chris’s breath caught. His cock twitched in my hand.

I bit my lip, the weight of what I had just said settling between us, making my own body burn hotter.

I swallowed and let my eyes flick up to meet his. "I used to love sucking cock," I admitted, my voice barely more than a whisper.

Chris groaned, low and deep, his whole body tensing.

I leaned forward, letting my breath ghost over the head of his cock before pressing a soft, teasing kiss to it. "And I really loved doing it for him."

Chris let out a ragged sound as I parted my lips and took him into my mouth, slowly sinking down, just like I had done earlier that day.

His hand found the top of my head, resting there, not pushing, just feeling me as I bobbed up and down, taking my time, making sure he felt every inch of my tongue, every squeeze of my lips.

I pulled back just enough to stroke him, my grip firm, knowing he was already on edge. "When he was hard like this," I murmured, dragging my nails lightly along his shaft, "I stood up, handed him a condom from my purse, and bent over the kitchen counter."

I pushed myself up now, turning and bending over the edge of the bed, glancing back at Chris over my shoulder.

"Then he grabbed my hips—just like this—and fucked me slow, like he wanted to make it last."

Chris groaned and stepped forward, guiding himself to my entrance before pushing inside, filling me completely.

I let out a long, desperate moan, gripping the sheets, feeling my body stretch for him all over again.

"Oh my god, honey, you are so hard," I gasped, rolling my hips back to meet him, the same way I had done earlier that day.

I wanted to feel everything.

And I wanted to do the exact same thing for my husband.

Chris gripped my hips, holding me steady as he drove into me, his cock stretching me all over again. The bed creaked beneath us, my body pressed into the mattress, but the only thing I could focus on was the intensity in his thrusts—the hunger, the desperation.

Then, finally, he spoke.

"Is this how he fucked you?" His voice was tight, almost strained.

I moaned at the question, my fingers digging into the sheets. "Yes."

Chris groaned and thrust deeper, his grip on me tightening. "Like this?" His hips snapped forward, his cock burying inside me to the hilt.

I gasped, my body jolting forward. "Yes."

His pace quickened, rougher now, more forceful. "Did you like how he fucked you?"

I swallowed, my breath catching, because the truth was too overwhelming, too real.

I had loved it.

I had craved it.

I had cum so hard I saw stars.

"Yes," I moaned, my voice breaking around the confession.

Chris groaned, his fingers digging into my hips, dragging me back against him as he fucked me harder. I felt his palm slide up my back, pressing between my shoulder blades, pushing me down into the bed, holding me there as he took me.

"Did you cum for him?"

I froze.

My breath hitched, my fingers tightening around the sheets.

I didn’t know how to answer.

Chris wasn’t stopping—if anything, he was fucking me even harder now, waiting for my response, demanding it.

"Did you?" His voice was rough, ragged.

I swallowed, my face burning.

There was no way to soften it.

"Yes," I finally whispered.

Chris let out a guttural sound, his hips slamming into me with punishing force. "How hard?"

I let out a sharp moan, my body trembling beneath him.

"So hard," I gasped, my face pressing into the mattress, my body tingling at the memory. "I—I couldn’t stop. He made me cum so hard."

Chris groaned like he was in pain, his fingers digging into my hips as he pounded into me, his cock driving deeper, faster, harder. This wasn’t just fucking. This was reclaiming, just like Michelle had said.

"Did he know?" Chris growled, his breath ragged. "Did he know how hard he made you cum?"

I moaned, completely lost now, my body tightening, pleasure winding deep in my core. "Y-yes, he knew."

Chris groaned, his movements turning desperate. "Fuck, fuck—" His fingers flexed against my back, his whole body tightening.

And then he exploded.

I felt his cock pulse inside me, his cum flooding me in thick, hot spurts. He let out a broken groan, his body shuddering as he emptied himself, every thrust slower, sloppier, until he finally collapsed beside me, panting hard.

For a long moment, neither of us moved.

Chris lay on his back, his chest rising and falling rapidly, his eyes locked on the ceiling, lost in his own thoughts.

I stared at the headboard, my skin still buzzing, my body still tingling.

It wasn’t just the sex.

It was the realization—the knowledge that we had just crossed a line that neither of us could ever uncross.

I cuddled up next to Chris, pressing my body against his as I kissed his chin, his neck, letting my head rest on his chest. His skin was still warm, his heartbeat steady beneath my ear, the weight of everything that had just happened settling over both of us.

"I love you so much," I murmured.

Chris kissed me back, his lips brushing over my forehead. "I love you too."

For a while, we just lay there, tangled together, catching our breath. Finally, we peeled the last of our clothes off and crawled under the covers, our bodies still buzzing in the aftermath.

Chris turned to me, his expression soft but still full of lingering hunger. "That was everything, right?"

I hesitated for only a second, then nodded. "After he fucked me over the counter, I opened the champagne. It felt strange, standing there in just my stockings and heels while Dr. Brennan was dressed and tucked back in, but he didn’t seem in a rush to leave."

Chris’s hand trailed lazily over my hip, but I could tell he was hanging on my every word.

"He asked about you," I continued. "Wanted to know if you knew about this, if you were okay with it. I told him it was the first time I’d done anything like this, but that you knew, and that I was going to tell you everything."

Chris's jaw twitched slightly. "And?"

"He didn’t seem that surprised. We toasted his new condo… and us." I smirked slightly. "Then I got dressed, got a ride home, and texted you from the car."

Chris exhaled slowly, nodding as if he was absorbing every last detail.

I shifted, running a finger down the center of his chest. "How was it for you?"

He let out a quiet laugh, shaking his head. "Now I know what Mike feels. I couldn’t think of anything but what you were doing. I was jealous. Anxious. Excited." He paused, then smirked. "It was better than I expected."

I smiled, tilting my head up to kiss him again. His lips met mine eagerly, and for a moment, I thought we would drift off like this, wrapped up in each other, but then—

I felt it.

Chris was getting hard again.

That never happened.

That sudden pulse of heat, the undeniable thickness growing against my thigh—I stilled for a moment, my fingers sliding down his stomach, barely grazing over his cock. He was already half-hard, and as I wrapped my fingers around him, I felt him thicken and pulse under my touch, growing even harder by the second.

I pulled back, looking up at him with a knowing smirk. "Your cock is getting competitive, isn’t it?"

Chris swallowed, his jaw flexing.

"Yeah," he admitted.

I laughed, stroking him slowly, feeling how quickly he was coming back to life. "Wow," I murmured. "Steve didn’t even have to be here for you to want to outdo him."

Chris groaned, his cock twitching in my hand. "Don’t push it."

But I wanted to push it.

I slid my leg over him, straddling his hips, my wet heat pressing against his rock-hard length. His hands immediately flew to my thighs, gripping them, his eyes dark and hungry as he looked up at me.

I lifted my hips, positioning him at my entrance, then slowly sank down, gasping as he filled me again. Chris let out a guttural sound, his fingers digging into my hips as I took him deep, rolling my hips deliberately, drawing out every sensation.

I moved slowly at first, grinding against him, letting the friction build, but it wasn’t long before I needed more.

I leaned forward, bracing my hands on his chest, riding him faster, chasing my pleasure. "Oh, fuck, Chris—"

His grip tightened. "You gonna cum again for me, baby?"

I nodded frantically, my body already on the verge. "Yes."

Chris bucked his hips up to meet mine, thrusting into me deeper, and the combination was too much. My body tensed, my muscles clenching around him as my orgasm crashed over me, making me moan shamelessly as I rode him through it.

Chris groaned as I pulsed around him, his hands gripping my ass, dragging me down onto him over and over again until his own release tore through him. He let out a strangled sound, his cock throbbing deep inside me as he came again, filling me completely.

I collapsed against his chest, panting, my body still trembling from the force of it.

Chris let out a shaky breath, his hands still gripping my hips, his body relaxed but thoroughly spent.

"Jesus," he muttered.

I giggled breathlessly, nuzzling into his neck. "I was going to ask if you wanted me to take a photo for you while I sucked Steve’s cock, but I think that would’ve killed you."

Chris stiffened beneath me. His hands twitched on my hips.

His eyes bulged.

"You what?"

I smirked. "I could have. I mean, I had my phone."

Chris groaned, dragging a hand down his face, and I could see the war happening in his head.

He wanted to tell me that was insane.

But he also really wanted to see it.

And that?

That made me very excited for next time.

Michelle and I grabbed coffee the next day, slipping into a booth at our favorite café. She had barely taken a sip of her drink before she leaned in, eyes gleaming with excitement.

"Okay," she said, dragging out the word. "Tell me everything."

I hesitated, taking a slow sip of my coffee, trying to figure out how much I actually wanted to share.

Michelle rolled her eyes. "Oh, don’t even think about giving me some watered-down version. I want details."

I sighed, but I couldn’t help the small smile playing on my lips. "I gave him the signing bonus," I admitted, lowering my voice just enough to match hers.

Michelle gasped, clutching my wrist. "You little minx! Tell me how it happened."

I exhaled, shifting slightly in my seat. "After the signing, I invited him up to the condo for champagne. At first, he seemed unsure, like he couldn’t believe what I was offering. So I showed him. I kissed him, took his hand, let him know exactly what I wanted."

Michelle’s grin widened. "And then what?"

I hesitated again, biting my lip, but Michelle was relentless.

"Come on," she coaxed, nudging me. "You sucked his cock, didn’t you?"

My stomach flipped, my thighs pressing together instinctively at the memory. "Yes," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

Michelle let out a soft, delighted gasp. "How was it?"

I swallowed, feeling the warmth creep up my neck. "It was… good," I admitted. "I forgot how much I enjoy doing that."

Michelle smirked knowingly. "I knew it! You used to love sucking cock. I was honestly surprised you held out as long as you did." She took a sip of her coffee, then added, "How’d he taste?"

I shot her a look, but she just wiggled her eyebrows.

I exhaled, shifting in my seat. "Clean, good, different."

Michelle hummed in approval. "I bet he loved it. Did he say anything?"

I nodded, my mind flickering back to that moment—how he groaned my name, how his hand had tangled in my hair, how he watched me. "He told me it was the best head he’d ever had."

Michelle smirked. "Of course he did. I always said you had a gift."

I groaned, covering my face with my hands. "Can we not talk about my past skills?"

Michelle laughed, pulling my hands down. "Oh, babe, we absolutely can and will. But first, tell me about Chris."

I frowned slightly. "What do you mean?"

Michelle’s smirk deepened. "How did he react? Was he jealous? Was he obsessed?"

I hesitated, thinking back to the night before, the way Chris had needed me, the way his cock had gotten hard again so fast, how desperate he had been to reclaim me.

"He was anxious but excited," I admitted. "More hungry than I’ve seen him in years. He wanted to reclaim me, just like you said Mike does with you."

Michelle nodded knowingly. "Oh yeah, that first time? Mike couldn’t get enough of me for days. It was like a switch flipped in his brain, and suddenly, he couldn’t stand the idea of another man making me cum harder than he did."

I swallowed, my heart picking up speed.

"Did Chris ask about that?" she prodded, her grin turning wicked.

I let out a slow breath, nodding. "Yes. He wanted to know."

Michelle’s eyes widened slightly. "And?"

I bit my lip, my stomach fluttering. "And… I told him."

Michelle let out a low, pleased hum. "And what did he do?"

I exhaled sharply. "Fucked me so hard. Rougher than usual. Needed to reclaim me."

Michelle grinned. "Told you. That’s exactly how Mike is." She leaned in, dropping her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. "And now? Now that the door’s open, Chris won’t be able to stop thinking about it. Trust me. It’s going to change everything."

I shivered slightly, gripping my coffee cup.

Because deep down, I already knew she was right.

And I wasn’t sure I wanted to stop thinking about it either.


Chapter Seven

Over the next few weeks, my days blurred into a steady rhythm of client meetings and condo showings. Most of my buyers were the usual mix—young couples eager to escape cramped apartments and claim something more substantial, or older pairs ready to downsize and shed the burdens of space they no longer needed. It was business as usual, and despite my newfound appetite for risk and pleasure, there was no one who stirred that particular kind of hunger in me.

I had silently set a rule for myself—I wouldn’t sleep with a married man. Flirting was one thing, harmless in the grand scheme, but watching them bring their wives along, sharing glances, exchanging whispered dreams about their future homes, solidified my resolve. I liked these women. Many reminded me of myself not too long ago—grounded, hopeful, unaware of just how much their husbands might stray given the right opportunity. Even when a man was clearly interested, when I caught that flicker of something carnal behind his polite demeanor, I let it pass. If I was going to play this game, it had to be on my terms.

Michelle, on the other hand, had no such reservations. It didn’t seem to stop her at all. I had watched her work a room, the way she let her hand linger on a man’s arm just a moment too long, the way she smiled with the kind of promise that could unravel a man’s sense of loyalty in an instant. Part of me admired it—her confidence, her shameless enjoyment of it all. But I knew my boundaries. Or at least, I thought I did.

Then, just as the "signing bonus" had begun to fade into the background of my mind, he walked in.

Ed Parker. A banker in his mid-forties, going through a divorce. A man who wore authority like a second skin.

If I had to choose one word to describe him, it would be control. It wasn’t just the way he spoke, though every word that left his lips was precise, measured. It was in the way he carried himself—relaxed yet intentional, an unwavering confidence that never strayed into arrogance. His presence commanded attention, not because he demanded it, but because it was impossible not to give it to him.

And then there was the way he looked. Dark salt-and-pepper hair, streaks of silver catching the light just enough to make him look distinguished rather than aged. A smirk that hinted at secrets and a gaze that lingered, as if he was already undressing me in his mind, deciding whether I was worth the trouble. His suit fit him like it had been stitched directly onto his body, tailored to perfection, and the way he moved in it made one thing absolutely clear—he was used to being in charge.

I was smitten. Completely.

The moment he stepped into my office, something in me shifted. It wasn’t the giddy kind of attraction I’d felt in college when a handsome stranger made my stomach flutter. No, this was deeper, heavier, curling low in my belly, making my skin prickle with awareness. He was exactly the kind of man who could ruin me, and for the first time in a long time, I wanted to be ruined.

Michelle saw it immediately. The way my breath hitched when I spoke to him, the way my body leaned toward him without me even realizing it. She was just as taken with him as I was, though she hid it better. She grinned at me when he wasn’t looking, tilting her head in a way that said I see you. And then, as we walked him out after his consultation, she leaned in and murmured just for me, “If you don’t give him a signing bonus, I will.”

I swallowed, glancing at Ed’s broad shoulders as he exited the office, the way he carried himself with that effortless power.

I exhaled slowly.

His ex-wife must have been a fool.

I was hesitant to tell Chris about Ed, but I knew I had to. I told myself it was just another "signing bonus" opportunity, but deep down, I already knew this was different. There was an energy between Ed and me that I hadn’t felt with the others—a slow, simmering heat that made my pulse quicken in ways I wasn’t ready to admit. I tried to downplay it when I finally brought it up, keeping my voice casual, my words measured.

Chris wasn’t fooled.

He saw right through me, watching me with that knowing expression he got when I thought I was keeping secrets from him. "You like this one," he said, more statement than question. I opened my mouth to deny it, but he smirked before I could speak. "You’re talking about him differently."

I exhaled, caught. "Maybe," I admitted, trying to sound indifferent. But I could feel the warmth creeping up my neck, betraying me.

To his credit, Chris didn’t try to stop it. He didn’t bristle with jealousy or question whether this was pushing things too far. Instead, there was something else in his eyes—curiosity, maybe even excitement. He wanted to hear more.

And so, I told him.

Every night, after long days of showings and negotiations, I would curl up beside Chris and tell him about my meetings with Ed. The way he carried himself. The little smirks that made my stomach flutter. The things he liked, the things he didn’t. I found myself recounting his dry humor, the sharp way he could cut through small talk and make me feel like he was speaking only to me. Chris listened intently, hanging on every word, and when I mentioned how Ed flirted—how he made no attempt to hide his attraction—Chris only nodded, intrigued rather than offended.

Ed wasn’t put off by the fact that I was married. If anything, it fueled the tension between us. The idea of something forbidden, of lines blurring, made every shared glance and unspoken word feel heavier. I had never been one for prolonged build-ups, but with Ed, the slow burn was intoxicating.

It took about a week and a half to find him the right place. At first, I wondered if he was stalling, dragging out the process just to keep seeing me. Or maybe I was the one prolonging it, enjoying the delicious push and pull of our unspoken desires.

Then, we found it.

A loft in an old converted factory, its wide paladin windows stretching from floor to ceiling, framing a perfect view of the harbor. The moment we stepped inside, I saw it in his eyes—the slight hitch in his breath, the way he looked around, already picturing himself here.

"This is it, isn’t it?" I asked, my voice softer than I intended.

He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he turned to me, that unreadable smirk playing at the corner of his lips. Then, finally, a quiet nod.

"It’s more than I planned to spend," he said, running a hand along the exposed brick wall.

I smiled, tilting my head. "I don’t think that’s going to stop you."

His gaze flicked back to me, eyes dark with something unspoken.

"No," he said. "It won’t."

I told Chris the night before Ed signed what I was planning. The moment the words left my lips, I saw the shift in his expression—the flicker of hunger darkening his gaze, the way his jaw tightened just slightly. He wanted to drag me into the bedroom right then, to remind me who I belonged to before I let another man have me. But I wasn’t going to make it that easy for him. I leaned in, letting my breath tickle his ear as I whispered, "You’ll have to wait until I get back tomorrow night… then you can reclaim me."

The tension between us crackled like electricity, the unspoken challenge hanging in the air. He exhaled sharply, frustrated but undeniably turned on. The wait would be torture for both of us, but that was part of the thrill, wasn’t it? Knowing that for the next twenty-four hours, his mind would be consumed with thoughts of me, of what I’d be doing, of who I’d be doing it with.

That night, we didn’t rush. We lay in bed together, bodies tangled, talking in hushed tones about what was to come. Chris wanted every detail—how I planned to approach Ed, whether I thought he’d accept, what I imagined it would be like. He traced slow circles on my skin as I spoke, his touch possessive even as he urged me to describe how I’d give myself to another man. The contrast—his desire to claim me and his equal desire to let me go—was intoxicating.

The next morning, the air between us was thick with tension. Chris hovered in the bedroom, pretending to busy himself but watching my every move. When I slid on my lingerie, his eyes darkened. When I smoothed my dress over my hips, his fingers twitched as if itching to rip it off. He was imagining it already—imagining Ed doing exactly that.

"You look… different today," he murmured, his voice low and rough.

I met his gaze in the mirror, my lips curving into a knowing smile. "Do I?"

He didn’t answer. He didn’t need to.

By the time I arrived at the condo with Ed, my pulse was already thrumming with anticipation. The paperwork came first—contracts, signatures, legal formalities that felt almost laughable in contrast to what was about to happen. But once the last signature was inked, I turned to him, meeting his gaze with deliberate intent.

"So," I said, voice light, teasing. "How do you feel about a signing bonus?"

The corner of his mouth lifted in that same confident smirk that had drawn me to him from the start. There was no hesitation, no second-guessing.

"That sounds like an excellent idea," he murmured, his tone smooth as silk.

The condo still had its staging furniture, which was a small mercy—I had made sure of that. I had also thought ahead, stocking the place with fresh sheets, towels, and light refreshments. Not because I was playing the perfect host, but because I knew that once this started, I wouldn’t want anything distracting from what was about to unfold.

As Ed stepped closer, the heat of his body palpable even before he touched me, I felt a slow, delicious anticipation spread through me.

Chris was at home, waiting.

And I was exactly where I wanted to be.

I had ideas about what would happen, fantasies that had played out in my mind over and over. But none of that mattered. Ed was in control. This wasn’t about what I had imagined—it was about what he wanted.

The moment the door clicked shut behind us, he wasted no time. He turned to me, his presence overwhelming, the weight of his gaze alone sending a thrill down my spine. And then he kissed me.

It wasn’t tentative or exploratory—it was a claiming. His lips crushed against mine, his tongue parting them without hesitation, his hands firm as they grasped my waist, pulling me into him. I swear I almost melted right then, my knees going weak, my body turning pliant beneath the sheer force of his kiss.

Then, before I could catch my breath, he lifted me into his arms. Just scooped me up like I weighed nothing at all, holding me effortlessly as he carried me into the bedroom. My heart pounded against my ribs, my head swimming with anticipation.

He set me down gently, but the moment my feet touched the floor, he took a step back and looked at me. Really looked at me. Like he was savoring the moment, stretching it out for his own pleasure.

"I’ve undressed you in my mind countless times over the past two weeks," he murmured, his voice a low, intimate rasp. "And now I finally get to do it for real."

His fingers found the first button, and I held my breath.

He didn’t rush. He didn’t fumble. He took his time, dragging out every second, making me feel like a gift he was unwrapping, each layer of clothing another barrier falling away under his touch. With each piece he removed, his eyes darkened, his lips curling in satisfaction.

"You’re even better than I imagined," he murmured.

When I was completely bare before him, standing naked under his heated gaze, he still didn’t let me move. He just let his eyes roam, drinking me in, his approval washing over me like a caress.

Only then did he step back, his meaning clear.

Now it was my turn.

I reached for him, my fingers unbuttoning his shirt, peeling the fabric from his broad shoulders, revealing the hard planes of his chest. His skin was warm beneath my touch, his body taut with strength. My pulse quickened as I reached for his belt, my hands trembling with anticipation as I unbuckled it and pulled it free. The sound of the zipper was deafening in the charged silence, and when I finally eased his pants down his hips, I sucked in a sharp breath.

He was big.

I had known he would be. I had felt it pressing against me when he held me close, seen the hint of it behind his expensive slacks. But seeing it was different.

Thick, heavy, his cock curved upward with an undeniable weight. Long enough to make my mouth go dry, broad enough to make my thighs clench in anticipation. The swollen head was a deep, dusky pink, glossy with arousal, and as I stared, mesmerized, a slow bead of precum glistened at the tip.

I swallowed hard.

He watched me, his expression unreadable, but the flicker of amusement in his eyes told me he knew exactly what I was thinking. He knew what I was imagining.

I reached out, wrapping my fingers around his length, marveling at the heat of him, the way his cock twitched at my touch.

But he didn’t let me linger.

With a low growl, he took control again, guiding me back toward the bed until my knees hit the edge. Then he pushed me down, spreading me out beneath him, his mouth descending on my body like a man starved.

His lips found my neck first, tracing a path down to my breasts, where he lingered, teasing and tasting. Then lower, pressing kisses over my stomach, my hips, down my thighs, until finally—finally—he reached the aching heat between my legs.

The first swipe of his tongue sent a shockwave through me.

I gasped, my back arching off the mattress, my hands flying to his hair as he pinned my thighs apart with his strong arms. He didn’t just lick me—he devoured me, his mouth relentless, finding every sensitive spot and working it with devastating precision.

The pleasure built too fast, too strong. My fingers dug into his scalp, my legs trembling around his shoulders as I thrashed against the bed. But he held me firm, his eyes glinting with satisfaction as he watched me unravel beneath him.

I shattered, my orgasm slamming through me in waves, my cries muffled by my own gasping breaths.

Even then, he didn’t stop.

He kissed his way back up my body, slow and indulgent, pressing his lips to my hips, my stomach, my breasts, before finally claiming my mouth again.

I tasted myself on his tongue, the kiss deep and consuming.

And as he pressed his thick, heavy cock against my slick, aching entrance, I knew this was only the beginning.

I felt like I was floating back to earth, my body still trembling from the aftershocks of my climax. Ed lay beside me, his arms wrapped around me, his eyes locked on mine. There was a quiet intensity in his gaze, a knowing smirk playing at his lips. I let out a soft laugh, shaking my head in disbelief at what had just happened.

I had been thoroughly, devastatingly wrecked by his mouth alone.

But I wasn’t done.

As I slowly came back to myself, my fingers drifted downward, finding the thick length of his cock pressing against my thigh, still hard, still aching. I wrapped my hand around him, stroking the heated flesh, marveling at his size. He felt impossibly thick in my grip, his skin velvety-soft over the rigid steel beneath. My fingers slid lower, cupping the weight of his balls, rolling them gently in my palm as I pressed a teasing kiss to his chest.

“I want to give you some of what you just gave me,” I murmured, my voice husky.

He let out a deep, satisfied hum but didn’t move to take control just yet. Instead, he let me explore, let me stroke him, let me feel the way his cock pulsed in my hand. But as I shifted, trying to guide him toward my opening, he caught my wrist and stilled me.

“Not yet,” he murmured.

My brows furrowed, my need growing more urgent by the second. But then he reached over to the bedside table, plucking a condom from the drawer.

I watched, enthralled, as he tore the wrapper open with practiced ease. He rolled it down his thick shaft, his fingers moving with a confidence that sent a fresh wave of heat through me. There was something undeniably erotic about the way he took his time, knowing exactly what he was about to do to me.

And then, finally, he positioned himself between my legs, teasing me with the thick head of his cock, running it along my drenched folds, making me squirm.

“God, you’re so wet,” he murmured, his voice laced with amusement. “I can’t wait to feel you wrapped around me.”

He pushed forward, just an inch, then pulled back. Then again. Each movement was maddeningly slow, barely breaching me before retreating. My hips lifted off the bed, trying to take him deeper, but he held me down, his grip firm on my thighs.

“Please,” I whispered, my voice breaking with need.

He smirked. “You can do better than that.”

I met his gaze, my kisses growing desperate, my fingers digging into his back. “Please, Ed. I need you. I need to feel all of you.”

That was all he needed.

With an agonizingly slow thrust, he sank into me, inch by thick inch, stretching me in a way that made my breath hitch. My body struggled to accommodate him, my walls clenching around the sheer size of him. He groaned, his fingers gripping my hips as he stilled, letting me adjust.

“Oh my God,” I gasped, my nails raking down his back. “You’re so big… I can feel every—”

He silenced me with a kiss, swallowing my moans as he pulled back, then thrust in again, deeper this time. My body stretched further, a delicious burn giving way to pleasure so intense I thought I might come from the sensation alone.

And then he began to move.

Slow, deliberate strokes at first, each one sending a shockwave of sensation through me. I wrapped my legs around his waist, needing him deeper, needing him to claim me fully.

He built the rhythm gradually, each thrust becoming harder, deeper. Soon, the sound of our bodies meeting filled the room, wet and urgent. I could feel another orgasm creeping up on me, my body already climbing toward that sharp, devastating peak.

“Ed—” My voice broke as the pleasure overtook me.

“Come for me,” he growled, his hand slipping between us, finding my clit with expert precision.

I shattered.

My orgasm tore through me, my back arching off the bed, my walls clamping down around his cock as he drove into me, fucking me through the aftershocks. My vision blurred, my entire body shuddering beneath him.

But he wasn’t done.

Before I could fully come down, he flipped me onto my stomach, pulling my hips up so that I was on my knees. I barely had time to catch my breath before he was inside me again, stretching me from behind, filling me completely.

The new angle sent a fresh wave of pleasure through me, his thick cock hitting spots so deep I could hardly stand it. His hands gripped my waist, holding me in place as he pounded into me, unrelenting.

I gasped, my fingers clawing at the sheets. “Oh—God—”

A sharp slap landed on my ass, sending a delicious sting through me. “You like that?” he murmured, voice dark with amusement.

“Yes,” I choked out. “Yes.”

He rewarded me with another, his thrusts never faltering. The mix of pain and pleasure pushed me higher, my body tensing as another orgasm built inside me, winding tighter and tighter.

And then it hit.

I screamed, my entire body convulsing as my second orgasm crashed over me, my pussy gripping his cock like a vice. But he didn’t stop. He fucked me through it, prolonging the pleasure, making me tremble and moan with every deep thrust.

Still, he wasn’t finished.

He pulled out, flipping me onto my back again, lifting my legs over his shoulders as he drove into me from above. I was completely at his mercy, spread wide, taken, owned. My body was hypersensitive, every nerve ending ablaze as he ground against my clit, pushing me toward yet another peak.

I was lost in the sensation, lost in him.

Orgasm number three ripped through me before I even realized it was coming, my cries echoing off the walls. But he didn’t stop. He slowed for only a moment, letting me catch my breath before rolling me on top of him.

"Ride me," he commanded, his voice thick with need.

I didn’t hesitate.

I sank down onto his cock, my walls still fluttering from the last climax. His hands gripped my hips, guiding my movements as I rocked against him, rolling my hips in slow, torturous circles. He groaned, his head falling back against the pillows, his control finally slipping.

I ground down harder, rubbing my clit against him as I chased another orgasm. And then—there it was. The fourth.

I collapsed against his chest, trembling, but he wasn’t done.

With a sudden surge of strength, he flipped me onto my side, lifting my leg over his hip as he took me in a new angle, thrusting deep, deeper than before. My overstimulated body was too sensitive, too raw, but it felt so good.

It only took seconds before I shattered one last time, a final, overwhelming orgasm that left me gasping, boneless, unable to do anything but take it.

Ed groaned, his thrusts growing erratic as he reached his own peak. With a deep, guttural sound, he came, his body shuddering beneath me as he spilled into the condom, buried to the hilt inside me.

For a long moment, neither of us moved.

Then, slowly, he pulled out, rolling onto his back, his chest rising and falling with heavy breaths.

I lay beside him, utterly spent, my body still trembling, my thighs slick with evidence of what we’d just done.

“Five,” I finally murmured, my voice hoarse.

He chuckled, his fingers tracing lazy circles on my hip. “I told you I was going to ruin you.”

I let out a breathless laugh, curling against him.

And he had.

When Ed came, filling the condom with his release, it was the culmination of two weeks of building tension. His body shuddered, his deep groan vibrating against my skin as I held him close, feeling every last twitch and pulse inside me before he finally stilled. I looked into his eyes, a breathless laugh spilling from my lips, overwhelmed with pleasure and satisfaction.

He rolled onto his side, pulling me into a warm, possessive embrace, his body still slick with sweat, his breath slowing. I lay there, resting my head on his chest, listening to the steady thump of his heart. That was when my mind drifted to Chris—waiting at home, pacing the floor, desperate to know every filthy detail of what I had just done.

"Thank you," Ed murmured against my hair, his lips brushing my ear. "You've made my new home even more special."

I smiled, pressing a soft kiss to his chest before slipping out of bed. My thighs trembled as I moved, still weak from the relentless pleasure he had wrung from me. I padded toward the bathroom, needing to clean up, to collect myself before heading home.

The bathroom was modern, sleek, everything in its place. I turned on the faucet, splashing cool water onto my flushed face before reaching for a towel to wipe between my legs. My body was still humming, my muscles loose, my skin sensitive to the slightest touch. I took a deep breath, my reflection in the mirror showing a woman who had been thoroughly, completely fucked.

But as I stepped back into the bedroom, something stopped me in my tracks.

Ed was still in bed, sprawled against the sheets, looking every bit as satisfied as I felt. But my eyes dropped lower, and I inhaled sharply.

His cock was still rock hard.

It stood thick and proud against his stomach, an almost impossible sight after the way he had just come. The broad, swollen head was flushed, glistening in the low light of the room. My breath caught in my throat.

His lips curled into a slow, knowing smile as he watched me, his eyes dark with amusement and something deeper.

"Impressive, isn't it?" he mused.

I swallowed hard and took a step closer.

I had never seen anything like it. After the kind of orgasm he had just had, after how much cum he had just shot into that condom, there was no way he should still be this hard. And yet, there it was—throbbing, waiting, tempting me.

I climbed onto the bed without thinking, unable to tear my gaze away. My hand moved instinctively, reaching out, my fingers wrapping around the thick base. The heat of him, the sheer size, made me shudder with need all over again.

Before I could say a word, he pulled me down, capturing my lips in a deep, hungry kiss. His hand slid to the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my hair, guiding me downward, wordlessly telling me what he wanted.

I went willingly.

I had always loved sucking cock—always loved the weight of it on my tongue, the way a man would groan, unraveling beneath me. But this… this was different.

I wanted this more than I had ever wanted it before.

I kissed my way down his body, my lips tracing over his abs, my tongue flicking against the sharp cut of his hip. By the time I reached his cock, it twitched in anticipation, another bead of precum glistening at the tip. I licked it away, moaning at the taste, savoring the salty, musky essence of him.

Ed exhaled sharply. "Good girl."

That sent a fresh wave of heat through me.

I took my time, dragging my tongue up the length of his shaft, my lips teasing every ridge, every sensitive spot. He was so thick, so heavy in my hands, his cock pulsing with life as I explored him with slow, deliberate strokes.

I wrapped my lips around the head, swirling my tongue over the swollen tip before slowly sinking down. Inch by inch, I took him deeper, letting the stretch of my lips around his girth send a fresh thrill through me. My jaw ached, but I didn’t care—I wanted this, wanted to make him lose control the way he had made me.

I set a rhythm, sucking him slowly, savoring every moment. My tongue traced the thick vein along the underside, my hands working the base as I hollowed my cheeks, pulling him deeper. I moaned around him, sending vibrations up his shaft, and his hand tightened in my hair.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hips jerking slightly. "You love this, don’t you?"

I met his gaze, my eyes burning with need, and nodded as I took him deeper.

Twenty minutes passed in a haze of teasing, building, drawing him right to the edge before pulling back. I wanted to draw this out, to make it last, to make him ache for it the way he had made me ache. My lips and tongue worked him with slow, relentless precision, licking, sucking, stroking, until his thighs tensed beneath my hands, his breathing ragged.

"Enough," he growled. "Finish it."

I smiled against his cock, knowing exactly what he meant.

I took him to the back of my throat, swallowing around him as I bobbed faster, harder, milking him with my mouth, my hands stroking in perfect rhythm. His breathing turned into harsh groans, his abs flexing beneath my palms, and then—

His entire body went rigid.

His cock pulsed against my tongue, and with a deep, guttural moan, he came.

Hot, thick spurts spilled into my mouth, and I swallowed every drop, greedily taking everything he gave me. His fingers tightened in my hair as he let out a sharp exhale, his body shuddering with the force of his release.

I kept sucking until he twitched from oversensitivity, his cock still throbbing between my lips. Only then did I finally pull away, licking my lips, savoring the taste of him.

When I looked up, he was watching me with pure satisfaction, a lazy smirk curving his lips.

"You are fucking unbelievable," he murmured.

I let out a breathless laugh, my body still thrumming with leftover pleasure.

As much as I wanted to stay, reality crept in. I needed to get dressed. Needed to go home to Chris.

I climbed off the bed, my legs still wobbly as I reached for my clothes. I could feel Ed’s eyes on me as I slid my dress back on, as I smoothed my hair, as I prepared to walk away from what had just happened.

I turned to him, hesitating for just a moment.

"Goodbye, Ed," I said softly.

His smirk deepened. "Goodbye, Bobbie."

And with that, I walked out the door, knowing I would never forget what had just happened in this condo.

And knowing that Chris would be waiting to hear every single detail.

By the time I got home, the house was quiet. Chris had already eaten with them, the normal routine continuing as if nothing had changed. But everything had changed.

I made my way upstairs, stopping in each room to kiss them goodnight, before returning to the kitchen where Chris was waiting.

He didn’t demand answers right away. Instead, he pulled me into his arms, wrapping me in his warmth, his grip just a little tighter than usual. I let him hold me, breathing him in, grounding myself in the familiarity of him.

For a while, neither of us spoke.

Then, I took his hand and led him upstairs.

We undressed in silence, sliding beneath the sheets, pressing our bodies together in the dim light of the bedroom. His hands moved over me slowly, possessively, his lips finding mine in long, lingering kisses.

"It was nice," I murmured eventually. "Really nice."

He let out a slow breath, but his fingers never stopped moving over my skin.

I felt the weight of his anticipation, the way he was holding himself back, waiting for me to give him more.

So I did.

I told him about the dinner, about how Ed had kissed me the moment the door shut behind us. How he had stripped me slowly, murmuring that he had undressed me in his mind a hundred times.

Chris listened intently, his grip tightening on my waist as I described the way Ed had taken control. The way he had held me down. The way he had made me beg.

His breathing was uneven now, his arousal growing, but there was something else in his eyes—something darker.

"He fucked you good, didn’t he?" Chris finally said, his voice thick.

I swallowed. "Yes."

Chris exhaled, rolling onto his back, staring up at the ceiling.

"Did you cum a lot?" he asked after a long pause.

I hesitated before answering. "Yes," I admitted softly. "A lot."

His fingers twitched against my skin. "How many times?"

I bit my lip. "Five."

Chris let out a low breath, his cock already hard against my thigh.

"Jesus," he muttered.

I didn’t say anything, just watched the tension ripple through him.

"What position did he make you cum in first?" Chris asked.

I felt my face heat. "With his mouth," I whispered.

Chris swallowed thickly, his hand moving down my stomach, brushing between my legs. "And after that?"

I hesitated, my thighs pressing together at the memory. "Missionary… then from behind."

Chris groaned, shifting against me, his hand tightening on my hip.

"And after that?" His voice was rough, like he was almost afraid to hear the answer but couldn't stop himself from asking.

I looked at him, my heartbeat hammering. "On top," I admitted.

Chris let out a shaky breath, his cock twitching against me.

"And he made you cum again like that?"

I nodded, my voice barely above a whisper. "Yes."

His fingers curled into my skin, his jaw tightening.

"And then?"

"He rolled me onto my side and made me cum again."

Chris groaned, his cock throbbing, his breathing uneven. His hand slid between my legs, finding me wet, aching, still sensitive from earlier.

"Fuck," he muttered.

His fingers teased me, tracing slow circles over my clit, but there was hesitation in his touch—like something was still clawing at him, something he hadn't asked yet.

I could feel it hanging in the air between us.

He shifted slightly, his head resting against the pillow as he stared at the ceiling.

Then, finally—

"Was he…?" His voice trailed off, tension rippling through his body.

I stilled, knowing exactly what he was about to ask.

His fingers flexed against my hip, his voice lower this time, rougher.

"Was he bigger than me?"

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry.

I didn’t answer.

Chris turned his head to look at me, his eyes dark, searching.

"Tell me," he murmured.

I licked my lips, trying to find a way around it, but there was no way around it. He wasn’t going to let this go.

His cock twitched against my thigh, the anticipation, the need to know driving him mad.

I let out a slow breath. "Chris…"

"Just tell me," he groaned.

I hesitated, my heart pounding.

Then, finally, I whispered, "Yes."

The moment the word left my lips, something in him snapped.

Chris groaned, his entire body tensing beneath me, his cock pulsing in my hand.

I wrapped my fingers around him, stroking him harder, whispering, "He was thick. So thick. I could feel every inch stretching me, filling me up so deep…"

Chris let out a strangled moan, his hips jerking into my fist.

"And his cock was so hard," I continued, my voice dropping lower. "Even after he came… it was still standing up, like he hadn’t just filled the condom with his cum."

Chris gasped, his body shuddering.

That did it.

His orgasm tore through him, his cum shooting over my fingers, spilling onto his stomach. His entire body tensed beneath me, his hips jerking, his moans raw and desperate as I stroked him through it, milking every last drop.

He collapsed back against the bed, spent, his chest rising and falling in ragged breaths.

I kissed him softly before slipping off the bed to clean up my hands.

When I returned, Chris was still sprawled out, eyes closed, breathing slowing.

I slid under the covers, pressing my body against his.

"After he came inside the condom," I murmured, my voice barely above a whisper, "I went to the bathroom to clean up."

Chris's eyes flickered open, his brow furrowing slightly.

I traced a finger down his chest, watching his reaction.

"When I came back… he was still rock hard."

Chris swallowed, his throat bobbing. "Still?"

I nodded, my lips brushing his ear. "I couldn’t believe it. After how hard he had just cum, his cock was still standing up, throbbing, like he was ready to go again."

Chris said nothing.

I hesitated, but the confession was already on my lips.

"So I gave him head."

I felt Chris’s body stiffen beneath me.

His breathing hitched, his muscles tensing as my words sank in. His cock twitched slightly against my thigh, but there was no real movement, no sign that he was getting hard again.

I ran my fingers over his stomach, feeling the lingering dampness of his release as I traced slow circles over his skin. "I wasn’t planning on it," I murmured, my voice soft, teasing. "But when I came back from the bathroom and saw him still rock hard, just laying there, waiting… God, Chris, I couldn’t help myself."

He exhaled sharply, his hands gripping the sheets.

I shifted closer, my lips brushing against his jaw as I continued, my voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "I climbed onto the bed, just like this," I said, moving so my body was draped over his. "I reached out and wrapped my hand around his cock… and he was still so thick, still so hard. It was almost unbelievable after how hard he had just cum."

Chris swallowed, but he still wasn’t reacting the way I wanted him to.

I slid my fingers down, gently caressing his soft cock, trying to coax some life back into him. Nothing.

I smirked, pressing a kiss to his collarbone. "I kissed his stomach first," I whispered, "then his hips… teasing him… letting my tongue trace along that beautiful, thick shaft before I finally took him in my mouth."

Chris’s breathing turned shallow, but his cock remained frustratingly limp.

I continued stroking him, my fingers light, teasing. "I started slow, licking up the length of his cock, swirling my tongue around the tip," I said. "He was so sensitive, still throbbing, but he didn’t tell me to stop. He just groaned and let me suck him, let me take my time tasting every inch of him."

Chris clenched his jaw, shifting slightly under me, clearly frustrated with his own lack of response.

I kissed his shoulder, dragging my nails lightly over his chest. "I could barely fit him all the way into my mouth," I purred. "But I tried… God, I tried. I stretched my lips wide, hollowed my cheeks, sucked him as deep as I could. He groaned so deeply, Chris. You should’ve heard it."

I squeezed Chris’s cock gently, but it stayed soft in my hand.

I let out a slow, exaggerated sigh. "I love sucking cock, you know that," I mused. "But with him, it felt… different. Better. Like I could’ve stayed down there for hours, just worshipping that thick, perfect cock, tasting his cum on my tongue, feeling him pulse against my lips."

Chris exhaled sharply, his fingers gripping my hip, but he still wasn’t getting hard.

The realization sent a strange thrill through me.

Ed had still been rock hard after cumming.

Chris wasn’t.

I kept teasing him, my voice a slow, lazy drawl as I dragged my fingers up and down his stomach. "I bobbed my head, sucked him so deep… I wanted to drain every last drop from him. And when I finally let him cum, I looked him right in the eyes… and swallowed every drop."

Chris groaned but didn’t move. His cock lay limp in my hand, utterly spent, completely useless now.

I sighed again, pressing a final kiss to his jaw. "You liked hearing that, didn’t you?" I whispered.

He didn’t answer.

I shifted back, rolling onto my side, tracing my fingers over his chest as my mind wandered.

I shouldn’t be comparing them.

But I was.

Ed had been bigger.

Ed had lasted longer.

Ed had stayed hard even after cumming.

Chris hadn’t.

A pang of guilt curled in my stomach, but the truth sat heavy in my mind.

I curled up against him, pressing a soft kiss to his shoulder. But even as sleep pulled me under, my thoughts lingered elsewhere.

On Ed.

On how powerful he had felt inside me.

On how, even after completely ruining me, his cock had still been ready for more.

Chris had gotten what he wanted—he had made me say it.

And now, neither of us could take it back.


Chapter Eight

Things settled back into routine over the next few weeks. Work, family, nights curled up with Chris—everything felt normal again. Or at least, as normal as it could after what had happened with Ed Parker.

But I wasn’t quite ready to move on.

I was still savoring it, replaying it in my mind when I was alone. The weight of his body pressing me into the mattress. The way he had made me beg for it. The deep, hungry look in his eyes when I had swallowed every last drop.

I didn’t want another signing bonus adventure right away. Not because I was afraid or hesitant, but because I wasn’t done with Ed—not in reality, but in my head. I still wanted to linger in those memories, stretching them out, replaying them when I was in the shower, when Chris was inside me, when I closed my eyes at night.

And Chris knew it.

We were still having more sex than before, a lot more, but there was something else now, something I hadn’t anticipated. Chris was eating me out almost every day now, like it had become an obsession for him. Every night, sometimes even before I could initiate, he would push me back onto the bed, spread my legs, and bury his face between them. And I absolutely loved it. The way he devoured me, the way his tongue worked me over with single-minded focus, made me cum harder and faster than I ever had before.

I didn’t know if it was about reclaiming me, or if he had just become addicted to the taste of me after hearing about what Ed had done, but I wasn’t going to complain. If he was trying to make sure I never forgot how good he could make me feel, it was working.

Michelle took the story at face value, though I could tell she was dying for more details. Still, she didn’t pry too much, just grinned every time the topic came up, a glint of shared understanding in her eyes.

"It changes things, doesn’t it?" she had said one afternoon over lunch, her voice dripping with amusement.

I sipped my iced coffee, my lips curving into a knowing smile. "Yeah… it really does."

She smirked, swirling the ice in her glass. "You’re not the same after an experience like that. It’s not just the sex—it’s how it changes you."

I exhaled slowly. "It’s been weeks, and I still think about it all the time."

Michelle gave me a knowing look. "And let me guess… you haven’t wanted anyone else yet."

I bit my lip, nodding. "It’s not that I don’t want to do it again. I just… I don’t need to yet. I still feel full from Ed."

She laughed, shaking her head. "Oh, babe, I get it. I was the same after my first. It was months before I could even look at another guy that way. And Mike? He was climbing the walls waiting for me to pick someone new."

I tilted my head, studying her. "But eventually, you did?"

Michelle’s smirk deepened. "Of course I did. And let me tell you, the second time is even better."

I swallowed, a flicker of anticipation curling in my stomach. "Why?"

She leaned in slightly, lowering her voice. "Because you know what you’re capable of now. The first time, you’re still figuring it out, seeing if you can do it, if it feels right. The second time? That’s when you really let go."

A shiver ran through me at the thought.

Michelle took another sip of her drink, watching me closely. "Chris is going to ask soon, you know."

I let out a breath, shaking my head. "He already wants me to. He just won’t say it outright."

She grinned. "Of course he does. He got a taste of what this does to you—to your sex life. He’s hooked. And you are too, even if you don’t fully realize it yet."

I didn’t say anything, just stirred my straw through my coffee, knowing she was right.

A month passed before Chris finally brought it up.

It was late, the two of us curled up in bed after a long day. The kids were asleep, the house quiet except for the hum of the ceiling fan.

Chris traced slow, absentminded circles over my bare hip, his body warm against mine.

"So," he murmured, his voice careful, testing. "Are you thinking about giving another signing bonus?"

I hesitated for just a second.

He noticed.

I rolled onto my side, looking at him in the dim light. "Why do you ask?"

He shrugged, but there was tension in his shoulders. "I don’t know. I guess I was wondering if… something was wrong last time. With Ed. Or with me."

I frowned. "What do you mean?"

Chris exhaled, his fingers tightening slightly on my hip. "I just—was it something I said? Or something I did after? Did I ruin it for you?"

I blinked, taken aback. "Chris… no. It wasn’t that at all."

He studied me for a long moment, like he was searching for something in my expression. "Then why haven’t you done it again?"

I swallowed, choosing my words carefully. "Because I haven’t met anyone I wanted to."

It was the truth, but it wasn’t all of the truth.

Chris nodded, but I could see the flicker of something uncertain in his eyes. He wasn’t jealous—at least not in the way most husbands would be. He was eager. He wanted me to do it again, but he didn’t want to push.

I reached up, running my fingers through his hair, pulling him down for a slow, deep kiss.

"Do you want me to?" I whispered against his lips.

Chris let out a breath, his fingers flexing against my skin. "Only if you want to."

I smiled, feeling the heat between us start to build. "You really want me to, don’t you?"

He didn’t answer right away, just kissed me again, his body pressing against mine, hard and insistent.

And that told me everything I needed to know.


Chapter Nine

Edward Lyle was the kind of man you didn’t forget.

Even before he stepped into the office, I knew who he was. His reputation preceded him—tech entrepreneur, venture capitalist, a man who had built and sold companies with the same ease other men changed suits. But it wasn’t just his money that made him intriguing. It was the way he carried himself, the aura of absolute confidence, of someone who didn’t just take what he wanted but made you grateful he had taken it.

He was tall—easily over six foot three—with the kind of frame that made his tailored suit look effortless. Dark skin, sharp jawline, short-cropped hair, and the smirk of a man who knew exactly how much power he held in any given room.

I extended my hand as he approached. "Mr. Lyle, it’s a pleasure to meet you."

"Edward," he corrected smoothly, his grip firm but unhurried as he held my hand just a second longer than necessary. His dark eyes settled on me, studying, assessing. "I appreciate you making time for me."

I smiled, keeping my composure. "For a client like you, I always have time."

His lips twitched at that. "Is that right? Let’s see if you can find me something worth buying, then."

I led him to the first condo—an expansive, high-rise unit in the city’s most exclusive building. Floor-to-ceiling windows, an open-concept design, and a private rooftop terrace. It was the kind of place that screamed wealth and status, a penthouse meant for power plays and indulgence.

Edward took it in with a slow, assessing glance, his hands casually tucked in his pockets as he stepped toward the windows, looking out over the skyline.

"You’ve done this before," he noted, his tone amused.

I tilted my head. "What, showing luxury condos?"

He turned back to me. "Selling to men like me. Rich men who like beautiful things."

I smiled, deliberately stepping a little closer. "It’s my job to find people what they want. The real question is—what do you want, Edward?"

His gaze flickered to my lips before returning to my eyes. "That depends. What are you offering?"

I held his stare, refusing to be the first to look away. "For now, a stunning property with a million-dollar view."

His smirk deepened. "For now."

The tension between us hummed beneath the surface, an undercurrent neither of us acknowledged outright, but both of us felt. He took his time walking through the unit, asking intelligent questions about the materials, the architecture, the long-term value. But there was something else, too—something unspoken in the way his gaze lingered when I moved, in the way he let the silence stretch between questions, waiting to see if I would fill it.

When we finished the tour, he nodded thoughtfully. "Not bad."

"Not bad?" I echoed, arching a brow.

He chuckled. "I’ve seen a lot of condos. I need to be impressed."

I smiled. "Then I’ll just have to work harder to impress you, won’t I?"

His eyes darkened just slightly. "I look forward to that."

Later that evening, I found Michelle in the office, sipping a glass of white wine at her desk while finalizing a contract.

"I saw you took Edward Lyle out today," she said without looking up.

I slid into the chair across from her. "You’ve met him before?"

She smirked, setting her glass down. "A few years ago. He was looking at property then, but nothing I showed him seemed to be enough. Even when I offered him a signing bonus, he turned me down."

I raised an eyebrow. "Really?"

Michelle nodded, swirling the wine in her glass. "He said he wasn’t interested in anything expected."

That intrigued me. Most men in his position didn’t hesitate when an opportunity presented itself—especially one as enticing as Michelle. "So he’s not just another rich guy who likes to indulge?"

"Oh, he definitely indulges," she said, laughing softly. "But on his terms."

I thought back to our tour, the way he had studied me as much as he had studied the condo. He was testing, feeling out the dynamic, waiting to see if I was worth engaging on something deeper.

"You like him," Michelle observed.

I met her gaze. "He’s… interesting."

"Interesting is dangerous." She took another sip of her wine, eyes twinkling. "Be careful with that one. He’ll want you to play by his rules."

Something about that sent a slow thrill through me.

Two days later, we met again.

Edward had agreed to another round of viewings, and this time, he was more engaged—more deliberate in his observations, more willing to challenge me with pointed questions. He had a way of making everything feel like a negotiation, even when it wasn’t.

By the time we reached the last condo, I was more than aware of the way his presence affected me. He didn’t just look at me—he watched. He took in every shift of my body, every flicker of expression.

And then, it happened.

We were in the master bedroom, and I bent over slightly—just enough to let my skirt ride up an inch higher than necessary. It was a move I had perfected, subtle but effective. A tease.

Except this time, he responded.

His hands—large, firm—gripped my ass, holding me there, unhurried. He didn’t jerk away when I straightened, and neither did I.

I turned my head just enough to meet his gaze, my lips curving into something playful. "I have a husband," I said, half-teasing, half-warning.

Edward smirked, his fingers pressing slightly into the fabric of my skirt. "I’m sure you do," he said smoothly. Then, with a quiet chuckle, he added, "He’s welcome to watch me fuck you."

I felt my breath catch.

I should have laughed. Brushed it off. Shifted the conversation back to square footage and closing costs. But I didn’t.

Because in that moment, the image hit me—Chris sitting there, watching. His eyes locked on me as I took another man’s cock. The way he would grip the arms of his chair, the sharp rise and fall of his chest, the hunger in his gaze.

The idea sent a slow, deep pulse of heat through me.

I had spent so much time playing in the space between fantasy and reality. Toying with the line. But what if there was no line anymore?

What if I wanted him to see?

I met Edward’s eyes again, and for the first time, I wasn’t sure what to say.

And he knew it.

Edward didn’t move away. If anything, he stepped closer, his presence enveloping me in a way that made my breath hitch. His fingers flexed against the fabric of my skirt, still gripping my ass, his smirk growing as he studied my face. He knew. He could see it in my eyes, in the way my body had stilled, my pulse hammering beneath my skin. He had thrown the idea out so casually, but it had taken root in my mind instantly, spreading like wildfire. The thought of Chris watching. Seeing me like that.

"You like that idea, don’t you?" Edward’s voice was low, smooth, a quiet challenge.

I opened my mouth, but no words came. He didn’t need my answer. He could read it in the way I was still standing there, not pulling away, my breath shallow, my body warming under his touch.

His smirk deepened. "Come here."

It wasn’t a request.

I didn’t resist as he tugged me closer, his hands now gripping my waist. His body was solid, unyielding, his height making me tilt my chin up to meet his gaze. For a long moment, he just looked at me, as if savoring the way I was responding to him, watching the anticipation coil in my body.

Then, he kissed me.

His lips were firm, sure of themselves, demanding without being forceful. His hand slid up my back, pulling me flush against him, and I felt the slow burn of arousal flicker to life in my core. He kissed me like he was testing something, his tongue sweeping against mine, teasing, before pulling back slightly, just to make me chase after it.

I did.

A quiet sound escaped my throat as he deepened the kiss, his other hand slipping up between us. His fingers grazed the curve of my breast through my blouse, just barely a touch at first, before he cupped me fully, squeezing, letting his thumb trace over the swell.

A slow shiver worked its way through me, and he felt it.

"That’s it," he murmured against my lips, his voice like silk. "You like being played with, don’t you?"

I exhaled sharply, biting back an answer I wasn’t sure I was ready to say out loud. But he wasn’t in a rush. His fingers toyed with the buttons of my blouse, then slipped lower, his palm warm against my stomach before sliding up beneath the fabric, his touch now against my bare skin. My nipples tightened in anticipation as his fingers trailed higher, brushing along the lace of my bra.

I gasped when he finally touched me, the deliberate drag of his thumb over my nipple sending a sharp jolt of pleasure straight between my legs.

"Fuck," I whispered, unable to stop myself.

Edward chuckled softly, clearly pleased with my reaction. His fingers plucked at my nipple, rolling it between his fingertips, slow and teasing. The heat between us was building fast, my body pressing against him, needing more. His other hand slid down to my hip, gripping me possessively as he sucked my bottom lip between his teeth, making me moan.

I could feel how wet I was getting, how my thighs clenched together in response to his touch. I wanted more. I needed more.

And then—he stopped.

Just like that.

His hand withdrew, his grip on my waist loosening. His lips hovered just above mine for a beat before he pulled back entirely, leaving me breathless, my body still tingling from the contact.

I blinked up at him, dazed, confused.

Edward smirked. "You want me to fuck you?" His voice was calm, controlled, but there was something dangerous in his eyes. "Then you need to talk to your husband first."

My pulse pounded in my ears.

He traced a single finger along my jaw, tilting my chin up so I had no choice but to meet his gaze. "Because if I’m going to fuck you," he said smoothly, "he’s going to be watching."

My breath shuddered out of me.

Edward’s thumb skimmed my lip before he finally stepped back, his smirk never fading. "So," he said casually, straightening his cuffs like he hadn’t just turned my world upside down. "Go home. Have that conversation. And let me know when you’re ready."

He gave me one last lingering glance before turning and walking away, leaving me standing there, still warm, still aching, still reeling from what had just happened.

I swallowed hard.

I had to talk to Chris.

Dinner felt different that night.

I had set the table like I always did, poured the wine, lit a candle—small touches to make it feel normal. But nothing felt normal. My hands were restless as I arranged the plates, my stomach tight with anticipation. Chris sat across from me, completely unaware of the war waging in my mind, sipping his wine as he scrolled through his phone.

I took a deep breath, steadying myself. "So… I showed Edward another condo today."

Chris glanced up, immediately interested. "Yeah? Did he like it?"

I nodded, wrapping my fingers around the stem of my glass. "He liked it. A lot."

Chris smirked, catching the slight edge in my voice. "I take it the flirting level increased?"

I hesitated for half a second before meeting his gaze. "He put his hands on me."

That got his full attention. His phone was forgotten, his body shifting forward slightly. "Where?"

I wet my lips. "My ass."

Chris exhaled through his nose, his expression unreadable. "And what did you do?"

"I let him." The words came out softer than I intended.

Chris’s fingers curled around the base of his wine glass, but he didn’t look upset. If anything, his breathing had changed—slightly deeper, heavier. "What else?"

I swallowed. "He kissed me."

A pause.

Chris stared at me, his grip tightening on the glass. His jaw twitched slightly, but his cock was already stirring. I knew that look. He was picturing it.

I forced myself to keep going. "He played with my tits. Got me really turned on. And then he stopped."

Chris exhaled, his voice lower now. "Why?"

I looked down, tracing the rim of my wine glass with my finger before glancing up at him. "Because he said I need to talk to you first."

Chris frowned slightly, not following.

"He said that if he’s going to fuck me," I continued, heart pounding, "you’re going to be watching."

Silence stretched between us.

Chris didn’t move at first, just held my gaze, processing. Then, to my surprise, he let out a quiet breath of laughter. "Huh."

My pulse jumped. "Huh?"

He leaned back in his chair, rubbing a hand over his jaw, thinking. "I guess I always figured that was a possibility eventually."

I blinked, taken aback. "You figured?"

Chris shrugged. "I mean, we’ve been playing with this fantasy for months. You tell me every detail, I get off on it, you get off on it… watching was bound to come up sooner or later."

I stared at him. "You’re okay with it?"

Chris took a slow sip of his wine, then set the glass down. His blue eyes locked onto mine. "Are you okay with it?"

That was the real question, wasn’t it?

I had been nervous all evening, but the longer we sat there, the more I realized that the anxiety wasn’t about him—it was about me. Something about this felt… bigger. More real. I could fuck a guy, tell Chris about it, let him get off on the story. That was safe. But to let him actually see it? To let him watch me open my legs for another man, see the way I moved, hear the sounds I made?

It was different.

And yet, my thighs clenched at the thought.

Chris leaned forward again, his voice quieter now. "You’re turned on just thinking about it, aren’t you?"

My breath shuddered out. I nodded.

His smirk was slow, knowing. "Then what’s there to be nervous about?"

I swallowed. "You really want to watch?"

Chris nodded without hesitation. "I want to see you like that."

The words sent a deep, slow pulse of heat straight between my legs.

That was it. That was the final thing I needed to hear.

I pushed my chair back and slid down to my knees.

Chris arched a brow. "What are you—"

I reached for his belt, unbuckling it with quick, practiced fingers, already feeling the hard outline of his cock straining against his pants. He was so hard, his body already reacting to everything we had just talked about.

"Jesus," he muttered under his breath as I freed him, his thick length springing up, the head flushed, slick with anticipation.

I didn’t tease. I didn’t take my time. I wanted him to feel how much this conversation had affected me. I wrapped my lips around his cock and took him deep in one smooth motion, moaning softly as the taste of him hit my tongue.

Chris inhaled sharply, his fingers immediately sinking into my hair. "Fuck, babe," he breathed, his head tipping back.

I sucked him with purpose, letting my tongue swirl around the sensitive head before sinking lower, hollowing my cheeks as I took him deeper. My hand wrapped around the base, stroking in time with my movements as I tilted my head, letting him feel the wet heat of my mouth fully surrounding him.

He groaned, his hips shifting slightly, his body betraying his need to thrust deeper. I let him. I relaxed my throat, taking him farther, swallowing around him just to hear the sharp curse that fell from his lips. His grip in my hair tightened, a reflexive tug that sent a thrill through me.

I pulled back slowly, dragging my tongue along the underside of his shaft, letting my lips tease the ridge of the head before sucking hard, my cheeks hollowing as I focused on the most sensitive part of him.

Chris groaned, his head tipping back. "God, you’re so fucking good at that."

I hummed around him, the vibration making him jerk in my mouth. I kept going, letting my saliva coat his length, making everything wet and messy, just the way I knew he liked. My hand pumped in time with my mouth, stroking, twisting, coaxing him closer.

His breath was coming faster now, his thighs tensing under my palms. His cock was twitching against my tongue, the muscles in his stomach clenching.

"Fuck, I’m gonna—"

I didn’t stop. If anything, I sucked harder, desperate to feel him lose control.

Chris groaned, his body jerking as he came, hot spurts spilling onto my tongue. I swallowed every drop, milking him through it, my lips still wrapped around him as his body finally sagged back into the chair.

His breath was uneven as he looked down at me, his pupils blown wide with lust.

"You really want me to watch, don’t you?" he said, voice still husky from the orgasm.

I licked my lips, gazing up at him. "I think I do."

Chapter 9

Friday night arrived, and with it, a slow, creeping tension that wrapped itself around me from the moment I stepped into the bathroom to get ready.

The plan was set.

I had messaged Edward two nights ago, confirming Friday. The conversation had been brief, to the point.

Me: Friday night. We’re in.
Edward: Good girl. Meet me at the bar near the condo at eight. Wear something that makes every man there wish they could have you.

That was it. No back and forth. No hesitation. Just a direct, confident expectation that we would show up, and I would be his.

And now, it was happening.

I stood in front of the mirror, makeup brushes and compacts spread out across the counter, my pulse already a fraction quicker than usual. This wasn’t just a night out. This wasn’t just another secret. Tonight was different.

Tonight, Chris was going to watch.

I picked up my eyeliner with steady hands, though inside, I felt anything but.

In the bedroom, I could hear Chris moving around, getting ready, the faint rustle of fabric as he pulled on a crisp button-down. We hadn’t talked much about it today. No last-minute hesitations, no second thoughts—just a quiet, shared understanding of what was coming.

I leaned in closer to the mirror, darkening my lashes with slow, careful strokes. The dress I had chosen for the night was black, sleek, clinging to my curves in a way that left little to the imagination. The kind of dress meant to be noticed. The kind of dress meant to be taken off.

By the time I finished, Chris was standing in the doorway behind me, watching.

“You look…” His voice was thick, laced with something between admiration and hunger. He took a slow step forward, resting his hands on my hips from behind. His reflection met mine in the mirror. “Fucking incredible.”

I smiled, pressing back slightly against him. “You like it?”

His fingers tightened. “Every man in that bar is going to want to fuck you.”

My breath caught.

Chris wasn’t usually so direct. But tonight, everything was heightened. Tonight, he wasn’t just going to hear about it—he was going to see.

I turned in his arms, smoothing my hands over his chest, feeling the steady thrum of his heartbeat under my palms. His pupils were already blown wide, his jaw set in that way that told me he was barely holding himself together.

I leaned in, brushing my lips over his. “You ready for this?”

His breath came out shaky. “I don’t know,” he admitted. “But I need to see it.”

That sent a deep pulse of heat through me.

Downstairs, the sound of my parents’ voices snapped me back to reality.

We had arranged for them to watch the kids tonight, just as we always did for date nights. As far as they knew, this was nothing out of the ordinary—just another Friday evening where we got dressed up, had some drinks, maybe dinner, before coming home a little later than usual.

My mother glanced up as I stepped into the living room, her face lighting up with a warm smile. “Oh, sweetheart, you look gorgeous!”

My father, sitting on the couch with a beer in hand, nodded approvingly. “Damn, Chris, looks like you’re in for a lucky night.”

Chris chuckled, shifting beside me. “Something like that.”

I felt my cheeks warm, but for an entirely different reason than they assumed.

“Where are you two headed?” my mom asked, adjusting one of the baby’s blankets.

“Just a bar downtown,” I said casually, slipping on my coat. “Nothing too crazy.”

She beamed. “Good. You two deserve a fun night.”

If only she knew.

Chris grabbed his keys, and with one last innocent farewell, we stepped out into the cool night air.

The drive to the bar was quiet, the only sound the occasional shuffle of Chris adjusting his grip on the wheel. I smoothed my hands over my thighs, feeling the anticipation coil tighter in my stomach.

By the time we arrived, my heart was racing.

The bar was upscale, dimly lit, with low music humming beneath the chatter of well-dressed patrons. Chris led me to a table near the back, away from the main crowd, and ordered us drinks while I scanned the room, looking for him.

Edward wasn’t here yet.

That fact sent another rush of heat through me. He was making us wait. Making us sit here, stewing in the weight of what was about to happen.

Chris slid a whiskey across the table toward me, his own grip tight around his glass.

“You nervous?” he asked, voice quiet.

I exhaled slowly. “Excited.”

His jaw clenched. “Me too.”

I lifted my drink to my lips, taking a slow sip, feeling the warmth spread through my chest.

Then, as if sensing the perfect moment to appear, Edward walked through the door.

Chris and I had already finished our first drink by the time Edward arrived, the alcohol loosening the tension between us just enough to make the waiting bearable. We ordered another round, letting the warmth settle in, our conversation shifting into something more playful as we sat close, our knees brushing under the table.

Chris was watching me more than usual, his gaze lingering, his touch a little firmer whenever he ran his hand over my thigh. I knew what he was thinking. I was thinking it too.

Edward spotted us immediately, his stride smooth and unhurried as he made his way across the bar. He looked even better than usual—dark slacks, a deep navy button-down that fit him perfectly, sleeves rolled up just enough to showcase his strong forearms. He had that effortless kind of confidence, like he owned every room he walked into.

He slid into the seat next to me, his cologne rich and intoxicating. “You two started without me,” he said smoothly, eyes flicking to my empty glass.

Chris smirked. “Figured you wouldn’t mind if we took the edge off.”

Edward chuckled. “Good call.” He signaled for the bartender, ordering whiskey for himself before turning his attention back to me. His eyes roamed over me in a way that made me press my thighs together. “Damn, you look incredible.”

I smiled, tilting my head slightly. “You did tell me to dress like I wanted every man in here to want me.”

His smirk widened. “And you understood the assignment.”

Chris’s hand squeezed my thigh under the table, but he didn’t say anything, just watched the exchange with that same sharp attention.

Edward leaned in slightly, lowering his voice just enough for only the two of us to hear. “You been thinking about tonight all week?”

I swallowed, my breath a little unsteady. “Yes.”

He grinned. “Good.”

His whiskey arrived, and with it, a shift in the conversation—lighter, teasing. The tension still buzzed beneath everything, but Edward kept it playful, letting Chris ease into things without pushing too hard.

“So, tell me,” Edward said, swirling his drink in his hand. “When’s the last time you two had a normal, boring date night?”

Chris let out a laugh. “Define ‘boring.’”

Edward raised an eyebrow. “I’m talking dinner, movie, home by ten kind of boring.”

Chris and I exchanged a look. I scrunched my nose. “I don’t even remember.”

Chris smirked. “Probably last year sometime.”

Edward shook his head, amused. “Damn. You two really threw ‘traditional’ out the window, huh?”

I grinned. “Pretty much.”

Edward’s eyes flicked down to my lips before meeting my gaze again. “I like that.”

Chris took a slow sip of his drink, watching the way Edward was looking at me. I could see it in his expression—he liked it too. The slow, drawn-out teasing. The push and pull.

The alcohol was making me warm, making my skin buzz with awareness. Edward was sitting so close that I could feel the heat radiating from his body, his knee just barely brushing against mine.

At one point, I leaned forward to grab my glass, and his hand slid onto my lower back, a slow, deliberate touch.

Then, just as I was about to straighten, he let his fingers drift lower, squeezing my ass under the table.

I inhaled sharply, my body reacting instantly.

Chris’s eyes darkened as he caught the movement. He didn’t stop it. Didn’t say a word.

Edward smirked, completely at ease. “You good over there?” he asked, his voice smooth as silk.

I swallowed hard, my pulse pounding. “Yeah.”

Chris exhaled slowly, his fingers tightening around his glass. He didn’t look jealous. He looked turned on.

The conversation continued, the flirting growing bolder with each drink.

At one point, Edward leaned in again, his breath warm against my ear. “You like when I touch you in front of him, don’t you?”

My body responded before my words did.

His fingers found my ass again, another firm squeeze, this time holding me there a second longer.

Chris exhaled a quiet breath, shifting in his seat, his jaw tight.

I turned my head just slightly, meeting Edward’s gaze. “Yes,” I whispered.

His smirk was slow, knowing. “You’re gonna love what comes next.”

Chris groaned softly, his cock pulsing in my grip, the precum leaking steadily as I slowly stroked him under the table. His thighs tensed, his breathing uneven, his fingers curling against his glass as he fought to keep his composure. Edward was still watching, his smirk full of quiet control, his fingers working me just enough to keep me on edge but never giving me what I truly needed.

"You’re close, aren’t you?" Edward murmured to me, his voice a low tease. "Can feel how desperate you’re getting. How bad you want more."

I swallowed hard, my strokes on Chris slowing slightly as I tried to steady myself. But I was desperate—Edward had built me up so perfectly, teasing me to the point where every nerve in my body was primed for him. I could feel the ache between my legs, my own arousal soaking my panties.

Edward leaned in just enough for his breath to brush against my ear. "But you’re not gonna cum yet, are you?" His fingers suddenly withdrew from between my legs, leaving me gasping at the loss.

I clenched around nothing, a quiet, frustrated whimper escaping before I could stop it. Chris exhaled sharply, his jaw tight, his cock still twitching in my grip, but I knew he was holding back, waiting for what came next.

Edward sat back, entirely at ease, his smirk growing.

"Finish your drinks," he said smoothly, full of amusement. "We’re heading back to my place."

Chris swallowed hard, gripping his glass like it was the only thing keeping him from completely falling apart. I was still reeling from the sudden emptiness Edward had left me with, my thighs clenched tight, my pulse hammering.

There was no more hesitation.

I downed the rest of my drink in one slow swallow, setting the glass on the table with a soft clink. Chris followed suit, his hands slightly unsteady as he placed his empty glass next to mine.

Edward smirked, clearly satisfied. He rose to his feet, buttoning his blazer with that same effortless confidence, like he already knew exactly how the rest of the night would unfold. "Let’s go," he said simply, waiting for us to follow.

I slid out of my seat, my legs feeling slightly unsteady beneath me, my body still thrumming with anticipation. Chris stood beside me, his breathing still uneven, his cock undoubtedly still aching beneath his slacks.

Edward led the way, weaving through the bar with easy, unhurried strides. I was hyper-aware of every step I took, my dress brushing against my thighs, my panties damp against my skin. The cool night air hit me as we stepped outside, but it did nothing to ease the heat pooling low in my stomach.

Chris and I exchanged a glance before following Edward down the street, the city buzzing quietly around us.

Edward’s condo wasn’t far.

We stepped into the building, the warm lobby lights casting a golden glow over everything. The doorman gave Edward a polite nod, barely sparing us a glance as he pressed the elevator button.

The doors slid open.

Without a word, we stepped inside.

The elevator ride was silent, thick with tension, the weight of what was about to happen pressing down on all of us. My pulse hammered in my ears, my body still aching from Edward’s teasing, from the slow, unbearable build-up at the bar. I wasn’t sure how I was still standing upright when the doors slid open to reveal his condo.

It was stunning.

Floor-to-ceiling windows stretched across the entire length of the living room, giving a breathtaking view of the city skyline. The space was sleek, modern—black leather furniture, polished wood floors, soft, ambient lighting that cast a warm, intimate glow over everything. There was nothing excessive about it, no flashy displays of wealth, just quiet, effortless luxury. A place that belonged to a man who was used to having exactly what he wanted.

Edward stepped inside first, his movements unhurried, giving us time to take it all in. Chris followed, his hand brushing mine for just a second, his grip subtly tightening as if he was grounding himself in the moment.

Edward turned back toward us, his smirk still in place. "Drink?"

Chris nodded. "Whiskey."

Edward’s eyes flicked to me. "And for you?"

"Wine," I murmured, my voice softer than I intended.

Edward poured without another word, handing Chris a glass before pouring mine—deep red, rich, the kind that lingered on the tongue. I took it with slightly unsteady fingers, my heart still racing.

I barely had time to take my first sip before I felt his fingers at the zipper of my dress.

My breath caught.

Edward stood behind me now, his movements slow, deliberate. The sound of the zipper sliding down filled the quiet space, and I felt the fabric loosen around my body, slipping off my shoulders.

Chris exhaled sharply.

I swallowed hard, keeping my wine glass steady as Edward pushed the straps of my dress down my arms, his fingertips grazing my skin in the process. My breathing shallowed as the dress pooled at my feet, leaving me in nothing but my lace panties and heels.

I felt exposed, on display—but I didn’t feel embarrassed. I felt wanted.

Chris hadn’t moved. He was gripping his whiskey glass tightly, his knuckles just barely white, his eyes glued to me.

Edward stepped in front of me now, his dark gaze raking over my body, taking his time.

"Keep drinking," he murmured.

I lifted the glass to my lips, taking a slow mouthful of wine, the taste bold and velvety on my tongue.

Edward reached for my bra clasp, undoing it with practiced ease. The straps slipped down my arms, and then I was topless, standing there in nothing but my heels and panties, my nipples tight and aching under his scrutiny.

Chris exhaled again, a quiet sound, but I felt it like a current of electricity running through me.

Edward’s eyes darkened with satisfaction. He reached out, his knuckles brushing the stiff peak of my nipple as I swallowed my wine, the sensation sending a jolt of pleasure through me.

"Beautiful," he murmured.

I couldn’t tell if he was talking to me or to Chris.

Chris looked like he was barely breathing.

Edward smirked. "Now, let’s see what else you can do with that mouth."


Chapter Ten

Edward’s fingers slid into my hair, his grip firm but unhurried as he tilted my chin upward, making me look up at him. His dark eyes were filled with amusement, but there was something else there too—something knowing, something powerful.

"You know what to do," he murmured.

Heat surged through me, my body already responding before my mind could catch up. I had been in this position so many times before—on my knees, waiting, ready. But never like this. Never with my husband watching.

The moment my knees hit the polished wood floor, the reality of it all crashed over me. I wasn’t just submitting to Edward. I was submitting in front of Chris. He was watching me kneel for another man. Watching me offer myself to someone else.

My breath came uneven as I forced myself to look at him.

Chris stood there, completely still, whiskey glass still in hand, his face a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. His jaw was tight, his blue eyes locked onto me with an intensity I had never seen before. There was desire there—I could feel it—but there was also something rawer, something he wasn’t ready to admit.

I turned my attention back to Edward, my fingers moving to the waistband of his pants. He didn’t stop me. He just smirked slightly, letting me take my time.

I pulled his belt free, unfastened the button, and slowly dragged his zipper down. My hands brushed over the expensive fabric of his boxers, feeling the heavy outline of his cock beneath. My mouth was already watering, my body primed, aching with the anticipation of what was coming next.

I slid his pants down first, revealing thick, powerful thighs. Then, finally, I hooked my fingers into the waistband of his boxers and pulled them down.

My breath hitched.

Even soft, Edward’s cock was huge.

I blinked, momentarily stunned by the sheer size of it, my mind scrambling to process what I was looking at.

Why wasn’t he hard?

I had been expecting the usual—expecting him to be swollen with need, already straining, ready for my mouth. But he was completely soft, long and heavy between his legs, thick even in this state.

I hesitated, glancing up at him.

Edward’s smirk deepened. "Something wrong?"

I swallowed, shaking my head quickly. "No. I just…"

Just what?

Just realized that even soft, his cock was bigger than my husband’s when fully hard?

The thought hit me like a truck, and my face burned as I quickly lowered my gaze.

Edward chuckled. "You were expecting me to be rock hard the second you got on your knees, weren’t you?"

I licked my lips, my fingers tightening slightly against his thighs.

"You’re not the first woman to suck my cock, sweetheart," he said smoothly. "This isn’t new to me."

I should have figured that out earlier. A man like Edward—rich, powerful, completely at ease with himself—of course he had been in this situation before. Probably countless times.

I felt foolish for expecting anything different.

But then, as I gripped the base of his cock, tilting it slightly upward, something else struck me.

This was new for me.

I had never taken a man’s cock into my mouth while my husband watched. I had never let another man see my lips wrapped around someone else’s dick, let alone a cock this… big.

I took a slow, steadying breath, forcing myself to focus.

I leaned in, dragging my tongue along the underside of his length, tracing the thick vein that ran from base to tip. He was warm against my tongue, his scent clean, intoxicating. I flicked my tongue over the soft head, tasting the first hint of salt and skin, teasing him with slow, deliberate licks.

He hummed in approval, his fingers tightening slightly in my hair, but he didn’t rush me. He let me take my time.

I wrapped my lips around the tip, sucking lightly, my tongue swirling as I started working him to life.

He was so big.

My jaw stretched around him as I took him deeper, feeling him slowly harden, thickening in my mouth.

A quiet, strangled noise came from Chris.

I could feel his eyes on me, feel his breath hitch as he watched me take Edward’s cock between my lips, watched me suck him from soft to hard.

Edward caught the sound too. His smirk returned, and without even looking away from me, he spoke.

"Take off your clothes," he told Chris.

My stomach tightened.

I felt Chris hesitate, felt the unspoken weight of the moment.

Then, slowly, I heard the whisper of fabric.

A belt unbuckling. The slide of a zipper. The soft rustle of a shirt hitting the floor.

Seconds later, Chris stood there, completely naked.

I didn’t look up at him yet. I was too focused on what was happening between my lips.

Edward’s cock was now fully hard, and God, he was huge. It was stretching my mouth already, filling my throat as I took him deeper, working my tongue over every ridge and curve.

Then, just as I swallowed around him, I felt it—Chris’s cock, twitching with need just inches away.

I turned my head slightly, my lips still wrapped around Edward’s thick length, and finally looked at my husband.

Chris was completely hard.

His cock wasn’t as thick as Edward’s, not even close, but it was rigid, pulsing with pure need, precum beading at the tip. He was aching as he stood there, his hands at his sides, watching me suck another man’s cock right in front of him.

Edward’s fingers curled in my hair. He knew exactly what I was thinking.

I kept sucking, letting my tongue glide over the thick length of Edward’s cock, taking him deeper with each slow, deliberate movement. My jaw stretched wide around him, his size forcing me to pace myself, my lips slick with spit as I worked to please him. He felt so heavy on my tongue, so impossibly thick, and with every slow bob of my head, I could feel him getting even harder, swelling even more.

Chris stood there, still completely naked, his cock rigid and pulsing, his eyes fixed on me as I took another man into my mouth. His chest was rising and falling in uneven breaths, his fingers twitching slightly at his sides, as if he didn’t know what to do with himself.

Edward smirked as he watched me, his grip in my hair tightening just slightly. "That’s enough for now," he murmured.

I hesitated only for a second before pulling back, letting his cock slide from my lips with a slick, wet sound. A thin strand of spit connected my mouth to the head of his cock before breaking as I sat back on my heels, my breath unsteady.

"Stand up," he instructed.

I obeyed, my legs unsteady beneath me as I rose to my feet. My panties were still soaked, my skin burning with heat, my entire body primed for what was coming next.

Edward grabbed my wrist and led me across the room, past Chris, into the sleek, modern kitchen. The countertops were smooth and cool under my fingertips as he pushed me forward, bending me over, my hips pressing against the edge.

My breath hitched as his hands roamed over my bare skin, one sliding up to my waist while the other gripped the back of my neck. His palm was firm, holding me in place, making sure I knew exactly who was in control.

Then, I felt it.

His cock, thick and heavy, pressing against my entrance.

A slow, quiet sound escaped me as his fingers tangled in my hair, tugging my head back just enough to make me arch for him.

"You ready for this?" he murmured, teasing the thick head against my soaked folds, dragging it along my slit.

I swallowed hard, my body trembling. "Yes."

He pushed forward, just slightly, letting the first inch stretch me open, and I gasped at the sheer size of him.

Chris inhaled sharply. I could feel his presence behind us, could sense how hard he was gripping the counter, watching another man claim me right in front of him.

Edward groaned as he slid in deeper, inch by inch, forcing my body to take him. My pussy clenched around him, struggling to accommodate his sheer size, the slow, relentless stretch making my legs shake.

"Fuck, you’re tight," he murmured. His fingers curled in my hair again, tugging slightly. "You’ve never had a cock like this before, have you?"

I moaned, my breath ragged. "No."

He chuckled, pushing in another inch, filling me even more. "Bet your husband never stretched you like this."

I whimpered, my fingers gripping the counter as my body adjusted around his massive length.

"Tell me," Edward continued, his voice smooth, teasing. "You ever been fucked by a cock this big before?"

I hesitated, my face burning, my body overwhelmed by the intensity of it all.

Edward waited.

Chris was silent behind us, but I knew he was listening. Waiting for my answer just as much as Edward was.

I swallowed hard. "No," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

Edward groaned in satisfaction. "Didn’t think so."

He thrust forward, burying himself deeper, forcing another inch inside me, making me cry out as my pussy stretched even more around him.

Chris let out a quiet, strangled breath.

Edward still wasn’t all the way in.

He paused for a moment, gripping my waist, letting me adjust. My body clenched around him involuntarily, my breath uneven as I felt every single inch of his thick cock splitting me open.

"You’re taking me so well," he murmured, almost like praise. Then, he smirked, adding, "Better than your husband ever could."

My body clenched around him at the words.

Edward felt it.

He chuckled darkly. "Oh? You like hearing that, don’t you?"

I squeezed my eyes shut, shaking my head.

His grip in my hair tightened. "Don’t lie to me."

I gasped as he thrust another inch inside, forcing my body to accept even more of him, the stretch almost overwhelming.

"You like knowing this cock is bigger than his, don’t you?"

I whimpered, my walls tightening involuntarily around him, giving me away completely.

Edward groaned. "Yeah, you do."

He gave me the last inch in one slow, deep thrust, until his hips were flush against my ass, until he was buried fully inside me.

Chris let out a ragged breath.

Edward let me feel it—every thick, pulsing inch of him—before he moved.

The first few thrusts were slow, purposeful, letting me feel the full length of his cock dragging against my walls, stretching me wider than I had ever been. My legs trembled, my breath coming in sharp, uneven gasps.

Then, he picked up the pace.

His thrusts became harder, deeper, filling me completely with every stroke. His grip on my hips tightened, pulling me back against him, making sure I took everything he was giving me.

I moaned loudly, my nails digging into the countertop as he fucked me harder, his cock pounding into me, his stamina seemingly endless.

Chris was still watching. I could hear his breathing, could feel how wrecked he was just from seeing this.

Edward’s hand slid up my spine, then tangled in my hair again, tugging me back against him.

"You’re never gonna want to go back after this," he murmured into my ear, his voice full of dark amusement.

My body shuddered as he drove into me even harder.

He had been fucking me for ten minutes straight, and he wasn’t slowing down.

Edward groaned as he pulled out, his thick black cock sliding free from my soaked, stretched pussy. I gasped at the sudden emptiness, my body still throbbing, still desperate for more. My legs felt weak beneath me, my thighs trembling as he gripped my wrist and guided me away from the kitchen. His skin was hot against mine, dark and smooth, a striking contrast to the pale glow of my flushed skin.

"Come here," he murmured, leading me toward the living room.

Chris followed without a word, his breathing still heavy, his face flushed. He had just watched Edward stretch me wide, fuck me harder than he ever could, and now, something unspoken hung between us.

Edward led me to the sofa, the plush leather cool against my knees as I climbed onto it. He positioned me exactly how he wanted—on all fours, my ass high in the air, my body fully exposed. My skin tingled, every nerve alert as I felt his presence behind me. His large, dark hands traced over my ass, his touch almost tender, before he stepped around to the front. His cock, thick and glistening with my wetness, still hard, still massive, stood proudly between us.

"You’re not done yet," he said smoothly, tapping the heavy shaft against my lips.

I opened my mouth without hesitation, wrapping my lips around the swollen head, sucking him back in. The taste of myself lingered on his skin, and the heat of his cock filled my mouth completely. His size made my jaw ache, but I worked my tongue over him, letting my spit mix with his slickness as I took him deeper.

Edward groaned in approval, his fingers sliding into my hair, gripping just tight enough to remind me who was in control. "That’s it," he murmured. "Get it nice and wet for me."

Chris stood just behind me, silent, watching. I could feel him hesitating, shifting on his feet, unsure.

Edward smirked, looking down at me with that effortless confidence. "Go on," he told him. "Fuck your wife."

A sharp pulse of anticipation shot through me as I felt Chris step forward, felt his hands grip my hips. I moaned around Edward’s cock as Chris pushed inside me, his familiar length sliding easily into my already stretched pussy.

But something was… different.

I sucked harder, my tongue swirling around the thick black length in my mouth as Chris started to move behind me, but the more he thrust, the more I realized—I could barely feel him.

Edward knew it, too.

His smirk deepened as he pulled me off his cock, his thick shaft glistening with my spit. His grip in my hair tightened slightly as he tilted my face up, forcing me to look at him. His deep brown eyes studied mine, full of dark amusement, the contrast between his rich, dark skin and my flushed, pale cheeks making me feel even smaller beneath him.

"Tell me," he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. "You barely feel him, don’t you?"

I swallowed, my throat tightening, my face burning with humiliation. Chris let out a shaky breath behind me. His hands flexed on my hips, but he didn’t stop moving.

Edward’s eyes never left mine. "Say it."

I squeezed my eyes shut, shaking my head slightly.

His fingers tightened in my hair. "Say it so he can hear you."

Chris let out another quiet breath, but still, he didn’t stop. He knew.

A hot wave of shame crashed over me as I whispered, "I can barely feel him."

Edward groaned, his smirk growing. "Louder."

I forced myself to say it again, this time clearer. "I can barely feel him."

Chris exhaled sharply, but he didn’t react—not in anger, not in surprise. He just kept going, his movements more desperate now, his fingers digging into my skin as if trying to prove something.

Edward chuckled, his dark fingers brushing over my lips. "Bet you wish you could, don’t you?"

I clenched my teeth, my body trembling.

He leaned down, his voice warm against my ear. "But after taking this cock… you never will again."

My stomach twisted, my pussy clenching involuntarily around Chris as a deep, primal heat surged through me.

Chris’s cock twitched inside me.

He had heard everything.

And yet, he kept fucking me.

The room pulsed with heat, the air thick with sweat and the raw, musky scent of sex. My body still trembled from the intensity of what we had just done, my skin flushed, slick with evidence of my surrender. Edward had taken his pleasure from me thoroughly, his powerful body pressing me deep into the sofa as he fucked me, stretching me, filling me in a way that left no doubt about who had just claimed me.

Chris had watched the whole thing. Helpless. Silent. His own cock hard, leaking, but untouched.

Now, the dynamic shifted.

Edward exhaled, still catching his breath, his strong, dark frame sinking into the cushions as he stretched his arms out along the back of the sofa, his body radiating pure, satisfied confidence. Chris, by contrast, sat beside him stiffly, still painfully hard, still aching, still waiting.

I moved slowly, deliberately sliding off the couch, my knees pressing into the carpet as I knelt between them, my body humming with the power of this moment. This felt right. Natural. I was in my proper place—on my knees, looking up at the two men who had spent the night using me.

I let my gaze drift between them, my breath still uneven. The contrast was obscene. Edward’s cock was still thick, heavy, glistening with both his cum and my arousal, an intimidating, magnificent thing that even now made my mouth water. Chris’s cock, by comparison, looked so small—pale and desperate, twitching in the cool air, as if hopeful I might finally grant it some real attention.

I let my hands move over them both, gripping them, feeling the sheer difference in weight, in presence. Edward’s cock felt like something carved from stone, warm and pulsing with undeniable power, while Chris’s twitched pathetically in my fingers, eager for a touch that was nowhere near as worshipful.

And then I made my choice.

I leaned in and took Edward into my mouth.

The first press of him against my lips sent a thrill through me, my pulse pounding with the filthy delight of it. My mouth stretched to accommodate his thick shaft, my tongue gliding over the swollen head as I hollowed my cheeks and took him deeper. The taste of him flooded my senses—salty, musky, still slick from fucking me.

I moaned around him, the vibration making his cock twitch in my mouth, and above me, I heard him exhale, a low, approving groan that sent a fresh rush of heat between my thighs.

Chris let out a small, needy sound beside me, his hips shifting, his cock jerking in my hand, but I barely noticed. My focus was entirely on Edward.

I sucked him slowly, deliberately, drawing him deeper with each bob of my head. My tongue teased the sensitive ridge beneath the head, tracing the thick veins that pulsed along his shaft. My free hand gripped the base, working in tandem with my mouth, stroking the part of him I couldn't fit.

Edward’s large hand rested against the back of my head, fingers tangling in my hair, guiding me—not forcing, just controlling.

"Fuck, that's good," he murmured, his deep voice vibrating through my core.

Encouraged, I took him even deeper, pushing myself until the head of his cock hit the back of my throat. My eyes watered, my throat constricting around him, but I forced myself to stay there, to take him.

Chris whimpered beside me, shifting again. His body radiated frustration, need, but I ignored him.

I kept working Edward’s cock, sucking with devotion, with hunger. I let saliva drip down my chin, messy and desperate, making the blowjob even wetter, even filthier. His breaths grew heavier, his grip on my hair tightening slightly, and I could feel it—the way his cock pulsed, how he was getting closer.

I pressed my tongue against the underside of his shaft, swirling it over the tip as I sucked harder, faster, draining him.

And then, with a deep, shuddering groan, Edward came.

The first hot pulse of cum flooded my mouth, thick and overwhelming, and then another, and another. I tried to swallow, but there was too much—it spilled from my lips, dripping down my chin, my throat, pooling at the base of his cock.

I gasped for air, dazed, licking at the mess, swallowing what I could.

For a moment, I just knelt there, panting, reveling in the weight of what had just happened. The utter humiliation of it. I had just taken everything from Edward, every last drop, every last ounce of his pleasure, and I had loved every second of it.

And Chris?

Chris was still waiting.

I turned to him now, his cock jerking in my grip, his whole body taut with anticipation. His eyes were wide, locked onto my face, onto the cum still glistening on my lips, on my chin.

I could have taken him into my mouth next.

I could have given him the same pleasure I had just given Edward.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I sat back slightly, tightening my grip around his shaft, stroking him with slow, lazy movements.

His breath hitched, his hips jerking, desperate for more, for the same attention I had lavished on the bigger, better man beside him.

But I kept my mouth closed.

Kept my tongue to myself.

All Chris got was my hand.

His cock twitched in my grip, his frustration mounting. He was so close, so pathetic in his need, but I didn’t rush it. I toyed with him, drawing it out, letting him feel every second of how little he was getting.

He let out a strangled moan, his whole body shuddering, and then, finally, he came.

His cum spilled over my fingers, a weak, thin release compared to the thick flood I had just swallowed from Edward. I barely reacted, simply wiping my hand against his thigh, uninterested in the mess.

And then it was done.

Both men sat back against the sofa, their bodies spent, their chests rising and falling as they caught their breath. Edward looked satisfied, languid, like a man who had just been properly taken care of.

Chris looked...different. Still panting, still dazed, but something in his expression—something lost.

I stayed on my knees between them, licking my lips, feeling the shift in power settle over me like a warm, electric hum.

Chris knew it.

I knew it.

Edward knew it.

And for the first time, Chris truly understood what he was.

The air in the room was thick, charged, but the moment was passing. The three of us sat in silence for a beat, the sound of heavy breathing filling the space. Edward looked entirely at ease, lounging against the sofa, his dark, muscular body still radiating the raw satisfaction of a man who had taken exactly what he wanted. Chris, by contrast, sat beside him stiffly, flushed, still catching his breath, but there was something in his posture—something wound so tight I wasn’t sure what would happen next.

I slowly pushed myself up from my knees, my legs unsteady, my body humming with exhaustion and satisfaction. My lips still tingled, my throat raw from taking Edward so deep, and there was still a faint, salty taste lingering on my tongue. Chris had seen all of it. Watched me swallow another man’s cum, kneel before him, offer him everything while his own orgasm had been nothing more than an afterthought in my hand.

I reached for my dress, slipping it back over my shoulders, smoothing the fabric down over my hips. Chris, still breathing heavily, fumbled with his clothes, hastily pulling his pants back up as though desperate to reassemble himself—to regain some dignity after everything that had happened.

Edward, though, moved differently.

Unhurried. Effortless.

He stretched, his muscles flexing, broad chest glistening under the dim light. Then, he stood.

My breath caught as my gaze dropped, unable to stop myself from taking in the sight of his massive cock hanging between his legs—soft now, but still impossibly thick, still glistening with the remnants of our pleasure. Even like this, drained and satisfied, he exuded power. Confidence.

He reached for his shirt first, sliding it on over his broad shoulders, the fabric pulling tight over his strong chest before he took his time buttoning it. He moved with a quiet, casual dominance, knowing full well that we were both watching him. That Chris couldn’t help but see the difference between them, between the way he was dressing himself in a rush, flustered, and the way Edward took his time, knowing he had nothing to be ashamed of.

Only after his shirt was fully buttoned did Edward finally reach for his boxers, sliding them up his thick, muscular thighs, covering himself at last.

Chris hadn’t said a word. He had only watched.

I swallowed, feeling the tension build in the room once more.

Edward smirked, his dark eyes flicking between the two of us, knowing exactly what he was doing. “You two better get going,” he murmured, his voice smooth, utterly relaxed. “Wouldn’t want to keep your babysitter waiting.”

Chris exhaled sharply, rolling his shoulders as though trying to shake off the humiliation settling over him.


Chapter Eleven

The moment we stepped outside and into the waiting Uber, it happened.

Chris yanked me against him the second we slid into the back seat, his mouth crashing onto mine, desperate, reckless. His lips were insistent, tongue pushing between mine, tasting everything. I gasped into the kiss, my head spinning. He could taste Edward on me. He had to. But it didn’t stop him.

If anything, it made him wilder.

His hands roamed my body, gripping my waist, sliding over my hips, claiming me in the only way he could right now. I could feel the hard press of his cock against my thigh, straining through his pants, still aching despite the orgasm I had barely given him.

I tried to pull back, murmuring his name in warning, but Chris didn’t seem to care. His mouth trailed from my lips to my jaw, down my neck, his fingers gripping my thigh, sliding under my dress now, squeezing, moving higher.

I shifted, gasping as his hand pushed between my legs, fingers brushing against my panties, pressing against the damp heat still lingering there from everything Edward had done to me.

"Chris—" I breathed, but my voice was weak, unconvincing.

He knew exactly what he was doing.

The driver definitely knew too.

I flicked my gaze up, catching the man’s reflection in the rearview mirror—his eyes darting toward us before quickly looking away, shifting uncomfortably in his seat.

Chris didn’t stop.

His fingers moved deliberately, pressing, teasing, spreading me through the thin fabric of my panties. His breath was ragged against my ear, his cock so hard it had to be painful, his whole body wound tight with frustration, with desire, with something else.

Something dangerous.

"You’re still wet," he whispered, voice low, dark. "Is it for me… or for him?"

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

Because even now, even with Chris touching me, my body still remembered Edward—how he had filled me, stretched me, how his cum had spilled hot and thick onto my tongue.

Chris groaned, his fingers pressing harder, as if demanding an answer my body refused to give.

And then, suddenly, the Uber slowed, pulling up in front of our house.

Chris exhaled sharply, forcing himself to let go of me, his hands withdrawing just as abruptly as they had invaded. He adjusted himself quickly, rolling his shoulders as if trying to regain some control before stepping out of the car.

I followed, my pulse still hammering, my legs weak as we approached the house.

The porch light was on, a warm, domestic glow spilling onto the front steps. A sharp contrast to the filthy, raw energy still crackling between us.

Chris opened the door, stepping inside first, his face shifting instantly into something more composed, more controlled, as my parents looked up from the living room.

"Hey," my mom greeted us with a soft smile, already reaching for her purse. "Kids were great. No trouble at all."

"Thanks for watching them," I said, my voice strained, too aware of the way Chris was still standing too close behind me.

My dad gave us a quick nod, already moving toward the door, and within seconds, they were gone, the lock clicking behind them.

The house was quiet.

Too quiet.

Chris turned toward me, his eyes unreadable now. His jaw was still tight, his body still vibrating with everything he had held in on the drive home, but something was shifting, settling.

He reached for my hand, threading his fingers through mine as he led me toward the stairs.

Neither of us spoke as we climbed toward the bedroom.

With each step, my stomach tightened.

How does he feel?

Now that he had time to process what he had seen—now that the raw lust, the humiliation, the overwhelming arousal had a moment to settle—was he angry? Was he regretting everything?

We reached the bedroom door, and I hesitated, my breath catching as I stepped inside.

Chris followed, shutting the door behind us.

I turned slowly to face him, my heart pounding, my stomach knotting with anticipation.

He just stood there, watching me.

Silent.

And I had no idea what was about to happen next.

The silence between us was suffocating.

Chris stood across the room, his chest rising and falling with deep, uneven breaths, his eyes locked onto mine like a predator about to strike. The tension in his body was different now—coiled, electric, as if something inside him had finally snapped.

And then he moved.

Fast.

Before I could react, his hands were on me, rough fingers gripping my shoulders, and suddenly—I was airborne.

I hit the bed hard, the mattress absorbing the impact as my breath left me in a startled gasp. Chris was on me before I had a chance to process, his hands tearing at my dress, ripping it down my body with none of the careful, loving touches I was used to.

“Chris—” I started, but the words barely had time to form before he yanked my panties down, his grip brutal, leaving my skin stinging where the fabric had bitten into my hips before being stripped away.

I barely had a moment to catch my breath before he was naked too—his clothes torn away, discarded like they meant nothing, his cock already rock-hard and ready.

And then—he slammed into me.

I let out a strangled cry as his cock forced its way inside, my body still slick but raw from everything that had happened before. He didn’t ease in. He didn’t wait. He just took.

Hard.

Deep.

His weight crashed down over me, pinning me beneath him, his hands gripping my wrists, trapping me against the bed as he started to pound into me with a force that rattled the headboard against the wall.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped, my fingers curling into fists as my body struggled to adjust, to keep up.

Chris wasn’t making love to me.

He was fucking me.

Hard.

Brutal.

Desperate.

Each thrust sent a shockwave through my body, his cock slamming into me over and over with an intensity I had never felt from him before. This wasn’t slow. This wasn’t tender. This was possessive. Animalistic. A man reasserting his claim.

His breath was hot against my ear as he growled, his voice ragged.

“Don’t you ever forget—” He punctuated the words with another punishing thrust. “You’re my fucking wife.”

A sharp, involuntary moan tore from my throat as my legs locked around his waist, my body betraying me, responding despite itself.

He was relentless. His grip on my wrists tightened, pinning them above my head, his body pressing me so deep into the mattress I could barely move. His cock drove into me again and again, brutal and unforgiving, his hips snapping against mine in rough, punishing strokes.

“You think you can just let him do whatever the fuck he wants to you?” His voice was dark, dangerous, his breath hot against my jaw as his teeth bit down, sending a sharp pulse of pain through my skin. “And then come home with me and act like nothing happened?”

I gasped, my body tensing, unsure whether to fight or surrender.

Chris was different.

This wasn’t the submissive husband I had left in that apartment, watching as I took another man’s cock. This was something darker. Rougher.

“You are mine,” he growled, dragging his teeth over my throat before biting down hard, making me gasp. “And I’m going to fucking remind you of that.”

And he did.

Brutally.

His hips pounded into me, his cock driving deeper, stretching me in a way that actually made me feel him properly—something I hadn’t expected after what Edward had done to me. But I felt this. Him.

I felt the sheer force of his need, the anger, the humiliation, all of it boiling over in the way he was taking me now—forcing me to feel every inch of him, forcing me to acknowledge him.

And it was working.

I moaned beneath him, my nails raking down his back, a wave of unexpected pleasure rolling through me as my body surrendered to the brutality of it.

He slammed into me again and again, harder, faster, deeper—his thrusts frantic, desperate, like he was chasing something neither of us fully understood.

But then—

His rhythm stuttered.

I felt it, the way his cock twitched inside me, the way his breath hitched, how his hands tightened on my wrists.

“No,” I gasped, realization crashing into me all at once. “No, not yet—”

Chris let out a deep, guttural groan, his whole body going rigid as he came.

I clenched my jaw as I felt the hot pulse of his release spill inside me, felt his cock jerk in short, weak thrusts as his body emptied itself far too soon.

I knew it was over.

His hips slowed, his grip on my wrists loosening, his breath ragged as he slumped against me, spent.

I blinked up at the ceiling, still pinned beneath his weight, my body still thrumming, still aching for something that wasn’t going to come.

My orgasm had been so close.

But now—it was gone.

Chris had taken what he needed.

And just like that, my chance was gone.

The silence between us lingered for a heartbeat, heavy and charged. Chris had just cum for the second time tonight, and I fully expected him to collapse beside me, spent and content. But instead, something entirely different happened.

Without pulling away gently as he normally would, Chris yanked himself free roughly. A sharp gasp escaped my lips as my pussy made a loud, embarrassing queef, his cum immediately dripping from me onto the sheets. Before I could move, before I could even process, Chris grabbed me firmly by the hips, flipping me onto all fours with startling strength.

"Chris—" I began, voice shaky with surprise, but he ignored me entirely. His grip tightened painfully, fingers digging into my hips as he positioned himself behind me, and suddenly—he was inside me again, plunging his still-hard cock back into my dripping pussy with force.

I cried out sharply, stunned by his aggression, amazed at his stamina. Chris had already cum twice tonight, and yet here he was, harder, more dominant, and more assertive than ever. He slammed into me mercilessly, the wet, slick sounds of our bodies colliding filling the room. His hand grabbed a fistful of my hair, pulling my head back, exposing my throat as he fucked me relentlessly from behind.

"Don't ever forget who the fuck you belong to," Chris growled into my ear, his voice thick with raw, possessive hunger. "You’re mine—only mine."

A thrill surged through me, wild and electrifying. This was a side of Chris I’d never seen, and I loved it. My body trembled beneath his demanding thrusts, each stroke pushing me closer to the edge again.

"Fuck, Chris," I moaned breathlessly, gripping the sheets desperately, arching my back, meeting his powerful rhythm. His hands tightened possessively on my hips, holding me in place as he relentlessly pounded me from behind, dominating me completely. The bed shook beneath us, the headboard knocking rhythmically against the wall as he claimed me, rough and unapologetic.

Within minutes, my orgasm burst through me, fierce and consuming. My legs shook uncontrollably, and my cries filled the room, but Chris didn’t relent. He drove harder, deeper, pushing me quickly toward another climax.

"That's it," he growled, voice husky, fingers digging deeper into my hips. "Cum for me again, show me you're mine."

And I did, exploding beneath him a second time, waves of pleasure crashing through me. My vision blurred as my body surrendered entirely to his dominance, my mind spinning from this unexpected, breathtaking intensity.

After nearly fifteen minutes of relentless fucking, Chris abruptly withdrew, leaving me panting and trembling on all fours. Before I could gather myself, he flipped me onto my back, swiftly climbing upward over my body.

I opened my mouth, expecting a kiss or his usual gentle touch—but instead, his cock forced its way between my lips, slick and still tasting of me, holding my head firmly in place. My eyes widened in shock as he held my head steady, hips thrusting shallowly, fucking my mouth without hesitation.

Seconds later, Chris let out a deep, primal groan, his cock throbbing on my tongue as he came again, flooding my mouth. The taste was strong, almost overpowering, and I nearly gagged—but Chris held my head firmly, forcing me to swallow every thick, salty drop.

When he finally pulled away, collapsing onto the bed beside me, we lay stunned, chests heaving, neither of us quite believing what had just happened.

After several long, silent moments, I curled against him, fingers softly tracing his chest, amazed by what had unfolded.

"Wow," I murmured softly, my voice playful but sincere. "All it took to bring out this side of you was watching me fuck a big black cock."

Chris laughed softly, pulling me closer. "Come on, stop it. Don't be rude."

I smirked mischievously, running my fingertips over his softening cock. "Why, baby? Does the thought of a bigger, harder black cock filling your wife's pussy make you feel bad?"

He raised an eyebrow playfully, eyes glinting. "Careful. Keep talking like that, and I'll fuck the living shit out of you again."

I giggled, squeezing him gently. "Oh, I think you're pretty much done for tonight, babe. But…I wonder if Edward would be done yet."

Chris groaned, shaking his head with amused exasperation. "Careful—you might regret that in an hour."

I smiled, teasing further. "Oh, baby, trust me. You couldn't make me regret anything."

He chuckled, leaning in to kiss my neck softly, then whispered, low and playful, "Trust me, babe—your little asshole might regret it if you keep on."

I smiled slyly, glancing up at him through lowered lashes, my voice dripping with playful defiance. "Careful, Chris. Threatening my ass just makes me wonder if Edward might stretch it out even better than he stretched my pussy."

Chris laughed softly, shaking his head as he tightened his arms around me, pulling me even closer. "You really love pushing your luck, don't you?"

I giggled softly, nestling closer into his chest as sleep finally began to take us both.

The End.
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Bigger: A White Wife Discovers Size Really Does Matter

As Sophie looked down at her husband's face looking up at her from between her legs, she noticed it. Something different, a look she hadn't seen before. She couldn't quite place her finger on it. Fear? Terror? Disgust?

And then it hit her. He hated the taste of cum just as much as she did!

And for a moment, just a split second, she thought about stopping. This was her husband, the man she loved between her legs. And then, as Sophie reached back and wrapped her hand around his little cock she knew she wasn't going to stop. Sophie wanted to cum again. Even though Lucas's big black cock had made her cum multiple times that night, she wanted to cum again.

She wanted her husband to make her cum with his mouth the way his cock never could.

Sophie had experienced Bigger. And now she knew. Size really does matter.

You Wanted This: A Husband Starts to Question His Cuckold Fantasy

I can still remember the exact moment when this stopped being just a fantasy—when it became real. The moment I asked myself, for the very first time, do I really want this to happen?

And the answer was more complicated than I could have ever imagined.

As I watched my wife slide into his car, leaning forward, a voice inside my head screamed, Stop her! But just as loud, another voice whispered, This is what you’ve always wanted.

I don’t know if that second voice actually won, or if the battle between them just paralyzed me, but I sat there and watched as my wife sucked some random black guy’s cock in a parking lot. And I did nothing.

Absolutely nothing.

No—that’s not true. I did do something. I got a massive boner.

And that became a theme on this journey.

My mind might scream, Stop. This is too far. But my cock? It never agreed.

I wanted this. This was my cuckold fantasy.

But this was spiraling out of control. Rapidly.

Power: Taken

Power. It's just a five-letter word. A simple concept on the surface. But the deeper you dig, the harder it gets to define. And the more you struggle to hold onto it, the more it starts to slide through your fingers.

Well, that’s how I felt as I sat next to Becky, my pretty, much younger new girlfriend. Now I know what you're thinking: a thirty-something-year-old man, sitting on the sofa with his 20-year-old girlfriend playing with his cock, can't exactly complain. And normally, I'd say you're right.

But I wasn't just sitting there with her playing with my cock. No, I was sitting there as she dragged every detail of my wife's affair out of me. Every brutal, embarrassing detail. How I knew what she was doing. How I used to go down on her after she did it. How I just couldn't say stop.

It's like every time Becky made me cum, she took another small part of that power. As she pushed my face down between her legs, telling me to clean up the mess I'd just made while I told her how I used to do this to my wife while she was cheating on me, I don't know what happened.

But I didn’t fight. I didn’t struggle. I just let the embarrassment wash over me, letting that power slide through my fingers as I surrendered all of it to Becky.
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