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A Normal Night 


Luke was already naked in the bedroom, just finishing brushing his teeth at the bathroom sink, when he heard the shower start. He rinsed his mouth, wiped his face with a hand towel, and turned around.

Through the glass door he could see Lucy under the spray — her small frame, water streaming down her back and over the curve of her ass. Even after six years, the sight of her still did something to him. He felt himself harden as he watched her turn slightly, reaching up to rinse her hair.

Without thinking much about it, he walked over, opened the shower door, and stepped in behind her. The hot water hit his chest as he slid his arms around her waist and pulled her back against him. She startled for half a second, then relaxed when she felt his naked body press against hers.

“Hey,” she said softly, a smile in her voice.

Luke didn’t answer with words. He turned her gently and kissed her — slow and deep, tasting the warm water on her lips. His hands moved over her slick skin, down the curve of her back to her ass, pulling her closer. He was fully hard now, his cock thick and hot against her stomach. She kissed him back, her hands sliding up his chest, but after a moment she laughed quietly and pressed her palm flat against him.

“Babe… not in here.” Her voice was gentle but firm. She gave him another quick kiss, then pulled back just enough to look up at him. Water ran between her breasts and down her stomach. “You know I don’t like that. Too slippery. Go wait in the bedroom for me, okay? I’ll be out in a minute.”

Luke felt the familiar little sting of disappointment, but he didn’t argue. He kissed her once more, slower this time, letting his hand linger on her hip, then stepped out of the shower. His cock was still hard, bobbing slightly as he grabbed a towel and dried off just enough not to drip on the floor.

He walked back into the bedroom, dropped the towel, and climbed under the covers. The sheets felt cool against his skin. He lay there listening to the sound of the shower still running, still half-hard, replaying the feel of her wet body against his.

A few minutes later the water stopped. Lucy came out with a towel wrapped around her, hair damp and smelling like vanilla. She dropped the towel without any fuss and slipped into bed beside him, immediately curling into his side the way she always did. Her skin was warm and soft from the shower. For a little while they just lay there like that — her head on his chest, his fingers tracing slow lines along her shoulder.

It was comfortable. Easy. The kind of closeness he’d always wanted.

And still, something felt off.

He let the quiet stretch for another minute, then slowly rolled toward her. His hand slid under the old t-shirt she slept in, warm palm gliding up her stomach until he cupped one of her breasts. He kissed the side of her neck, soft and unhurried, then another just below her ear. His thumb brushed over her nipple, teasing it gently as he pressed closer, letting her feel how hard he still was against her hip.

Lucy stirred, but not in the way he’d hoped. She made a small, tired sound and reached down to lightly catch his wrist.

“Babe…” Her voice was soft, already thick with sleep. “I’m really tired. Can we just go to sleep?”

Luke’s hand stilled. He felt the familiar little sting of disappointment, but he didn’t push. He kissed her shoulder once more, then let his hand slide back down to rest on her waist.

“Yeah,” he said quietly. “Of course. Get some sleep.”

She relaxed against him almost immediately, tucking her head under his chin the way she always did. Within a few minutes her breathing had deepened and evened out, her body going heavy and warm against his.

Luke lay there in the dark, listening to the low hum of the ceiling fan and the sound of her sleeping. His cock was still hard, pressed against the soft curve of her thigh. He didn’t move. He just stared up at the ceiling, the quiet ache in his chest mixing with the ache between his legs.

She was affectionate. She loved him. She never made him feel unwanted exactly — just… not needed in that way. Not hungry for him. And lying there hard while she slept soundly against him, he couldn’t shake the feeling that something had been missing for a long time. Something he didn’t know how to ask for without making her feel like she wasn’t enough.

He let out a slow breath and closed his eyes, willing his body to settle. It took a long time.

Everything else in their life was good. The house, the land, the way they fit together most of the time. She was sweet, and she loved him. He knew that. But lying there with his dick still hard and her already asleep beside him, he couldn’t shake the quiet, stubborn feeling that something was missing. Something he didn’t know how to ask for without making her feel like she wasn’t enough.

Eventually he rolled onto his back and let out a slow breath. He didn’t touch himself. He just lay there until the ache finally eased enough for him to sleep.

Luke had only been married to Lucy for six years, but he was starting to feel like something was missing in their sex life. It wasn’t a lack of attraction — not even close. At twenty-eight she was still petite and quietly striking in that way that always got to him. Barely five feet tall and maybe a hundred and ten pounds, with perky C-cups and a body that looked even better when she wasn’t hiding it under one of her oversized hoodies or faded band tees.

She’d never been the bubbly, outgoing type. In high school and college she was the slightly geeky girl who always had a book in her bag — usually sci-fi or fantasy — and could talk for hours about some obscure movie or video game lore if you got her going. She was pretty, genuinely pretty, but she never seemed to know what to do with it. No cheerleading, no homecoming court, no big social circle. Just Lucy, with her messy buns, occasional glasses when her contacts annoyed her, and that dry, slightly nerdy sense of humor that had caught Luke’s attention the first time they met.

Luke was forty now, and this was his first marriage. He had a good engineering job, a comfortable house with some land outside Nashville, and what most people would probably call a solid marriage. Lucy was sweet, loyal, and easy to be around. He felt guilty even wanting more than what they already had.

She came from a relatively wealthy family in Mountain Brook, just outside Birmingham, but she’d never really fit the polished, social image her parents had hoped for. While other girls her age were out partying or dating around, Lucy was more comfortable curled up with a book or arguing about some niche TV show with her small group of fellow nerds. She’d only dated a couple of guys before Luke, both around her own age, and she’d admitted once — a little embarrassed — that she’d always been drawn to older men. Men who were steady. Men who didn’t need to perform or show off.

Luke had liked that about her. He still did.

But lying in bed at night, sometimes he wondered if that same quiet, careful nature was part of why their sex life had never really taken off. She was affectionate. She enjoyed being close to him. But she rarely seemed to want more than that — and he’d never quite figured out how to change it without making her feel like she wasn’t enough.

Luke lay there in the dark, listening to Lucy’s slow, steady breathing. She’d fallen asleep quickly, like she often did after a long day. Her thigh was still resting against his hip, and his cock was still half-hard from the shower and from having her naked body curled against him. He didn’t move. He just stared up at the ceiling fan turning slowly above them.

She’d always been like this — affectionate, sweet, willing to have sex when he wanted it, but never really hungry for it. Not the way he sometimes wished she was. He knew part of it was experience. She’d only been with two other guys before him, and from what little she’d said, neither of them had been particularly good. Luke wasn’t exactly well-endowed himself, so he’d always assumed that was part of why she never seemed to get much out of intercourse.

But it wasn’t just that.

Blowjobs were something she almost never did. Maybe a few times a year at most, and even then it always felt like she was doing it more out of obligation than desire. She’d told him once, a little embarrassed, that she just didn’t enjoy it — the taste, the feeling in her mouth, the pressure. He’d never pushed. He didn’t want her doing anything that made her uncomfortable.

Still, he couldn’t help noticing the imbalance. He loved going down on her. He did it often — usually until she came — and he genuinely enjoyed it. The way she got wet, the little sounds she made, how her thighs would tremble when she got close. But sometimes, when she was drifting off like this with his cock still hard against her leg, he felt a quiet, guilty flicker of resentment he never said out loud.

She’d even brought it up once, a few months ago, after he’d spent a long time between her legs.

“I feel like a hypocrite,” she’d said softly, running her fingers through his hair. “You do that for me all the time and I… I barely ever do it for you.”

Luke had kissed the inside of her thigh and looked up at her.

“I like doing it,” he’d told her honestly. “I don’t want you to do anything you don’t enjoy just because you feel like you owe me. That’s not how this works.”

She’d smiled at him then — that small, grateful smile — and pulled him up to kiss her. And that had been the end of it. He meant what he said. He just sometimes wished their sex life had a little more… give and take. A little more heat.

He shifted slightly, trying to get comfortable without waking her. His erection still hadn’t gone down completely. Lucy made a soft sound in her sleep and pressed closer to him, completely unaware.

Luke let out a slow breath and closed his eyes.

He loved her. He really did. But lying there hard and awake while she slept soundly beside him, he couldn’t shake the feeling that something was missing — and that maybe it had been missing for a long time.

The only real regret they’d had about leaving Birmingham for Nashville was being three hours away from their best friends. Jaydene and Veronica — or Jay and Vee, as Lucy had started calling them — had been part of their lives for years. Luke and Jaydene had known each other since college. They’d taken some of the same engineering classes at Alabama and even shared an apartment for a couple of years. Luke had grown up in a pretty conservative part of south Alabama, but he’d never thought twice about Jaydene being Black. It just wasn’t something that registered as important between them.

Jaydene had come from a tiny town in Mississippi called Macon. He was every bit as country as Luke — spent his high school summers cutting hay, working cattle, fixing fences. The difference was that his parents had both been educators. His dad was a high school principal and his mom taught math. They’d drilled into him early that character and discipline mattered more than anything else. It showed. Even though he looked like he could’ve played college football, Jaydene had always been the responsible one in their friend group.

He was the same age as Luke, forty now. Veronica was two years younger. They’d met running track together in college but didn’t start dating until years later, after they reconnected on social media. Veronica was tall — almost five-ten — with deep brown skin and a striking, athletic build. She and Lucy had clicked immediately, despite the age gap and how different they looked on the surface. Lucy, small and pale with her blonde hair usually up in a messy bun, and Veronica, confident and outgoing. They talked almost every day.

Luke had always liked how well the four of them fit together. It was rare for two couples to genuinely enjoy each other’s company without it feeling forced. When he and Lucy had decided to buy land outside Nashville, the only thing that had given him pause was knowing Jaydene and Veronica would still be back in Birmingham. He hadn’t expected how much he’d miss having them close.

Despite how different they were, and despite the noticeable age gap— Veronica was almost ten years older —it never seemed to matter. They talked or saw each other almost every week, whether it was for brunch, shopping, or just sitting on one of their porches with a drink, talking about everything and nothing. Neither of them had kids, so they had the time and freedom to be close in a way a lot of married women their age didn’t.

Jaydene had been “Team Lucy” from the very first time he met her. He thought she was easily the most attractive woman Luke had ever brought around — not in the loud, obvious way some guys went for, but in that quiet, girl-next-door way that snuck up on you. He loved her dry sense of humor and the way she laughed, like she was surprised by her own jokes. The only problem was that he’d never been able to keep his thoughts about her completely innocent. There was something about her — the combination of that small, soft body and the sharp little comments she’d make when she got comfortable — that had always gotten under his skin. He’d never acted on it, of course. Luke was his friend, and Jaydene had too much respect for that to cross the line. But he’d be lying if he said he hadn’t thought about it more than once.

Lucy had known for years how much Luke wanted land of his own. He’d talked about it since they first started dating — not some big fancy place, just a few acres where he could breathe and not feel boxed in by neighbors. So when the opportunity came up to buy forty rolling acres west of Nashville, she hadn’t hesitated. They sold their house in the suburbs and built a modest but comfortable farmhouse on the property. It wasn’t huge, but it was theirs.

Luke had barely finished unpacking before he started building her the small barn she’d asked for. He put up a sturdy little structure with room for the goats and the miniature cow she’d been talking about, and he added a proper chicken coop on the side. He never complained about the work. He just wanted her to have the things that made her happy.

She’d been the one who wanted the animals. Somewhere in the last couple of years, she’d started feeling the pull toward something simpler. Less takeout, less scrolling, more time outside. She wanted to know where her food came from and feel like she was actually doing something with her hands instead of just buying everything. Luke understood it better than most husbands would have. He’d grown up on a working farm in south Alabama and had never really liked the suburban life they’d been living in Birmingham. Moving out here felt like coming home for him in a way it never quite could for her.

Lucy didn’t have much real experience with livestock when they first moved in. She’d grown up in a nice neighborhood in Mountain Brook with a manicured yard and a cleaning lady who came twice a week. But she approached the animals the same way she approached most things she didn’t know — she read everything she could get her hands on. Books, forums, old farming manuals she found at used bookstores. Within a few months she could talk about feed ratios and parasite prevention like she’d been doing it her whole life.

Because Luke’s job as a project manager for a nationwide construction company sometimes required him to travel, Lucy was often left to handle the animals on her own for a few days at a time. She didn’t mind it as much as she once thought she would. She’d gotten surprisingly confident with the goats and chickens, and even the miniature cow had stopped being quite so intimidating. When she ran into something she didn’t know how to handle, she could usually call her dad or Luke’s parents for advice before bothering Luke on a job site.

Jaydene had still been working at the same construction firm as Luke back in Birmingham when Luke got the Nashville offer. Less than a year later, Luke had put in a good word and helped get Jaydene an interview. They’d been impressed enough to offer him the job the next day. Jaydene and Veronica had both been excited about the move — Nashville had more going on than Birmingham, and they liked the idea of being closer to their best friends. But neither of them had any interest in living inside the city. When they came up to visit Luke and Lucy’s place for the first time, they immediately understood why their friends had chosen land over a subdivision.

They’d visited twice since then, and every time Veronica had spent half the weekend walking around Lucy’s garden, admiring the flowers and the young fruit trees. She kept saying she wanted to start something similar once they found their own place nearby. Jaydene, for his part, seemed perfectly content just sitting on the porch with Luke, drinking beer and talking about work, land, and whatever else came up. It felt easy in a way that a lot of friendships didn’t after people got married.

A few weeks after Jaydene accepted the Nashville job, one of Luke’s neighbors mentioned he was thinking about selling the ten acres that bordered their property. Luke didn’t even let him finish the sentence before asking him to hold off on listing it. He told the man he might already have a buyer.

Within a couple of hours he’d called Jaydene. By that evening Jaydene had already talked to Veronica, and two days later they drove up to walk the land. They loved it immediately — the rolling pasture, the old tree line at the back, the way it sat right against Luke and Lucy’s property. The idea of homesteading next door to their best friends felt too good to pass up. They made an offer before they left.

It was unusual, the four of them knew that. Most couples didn’t stay this close after everyone got married and settled down. But something about the way they all fit together had always been easy. Lucy wasn’t working, and Veronica worked remotely, so the two women started spending even more time together — long lunches, afternoons in Lucy’s garden, evenings on one of their porches. They talked about everything. Sometimes too much, according to their husbands.

Luke and Jaydene had learned to just shake their heads and change the subject when the women started getting too detailed about certain topics. It was harmless, mostly. But every now and then one of them would catch the other’s eye across the table and silently agree that their wives had absolutely no filter when they were together.


A Week Before the Storm 


They lay there for a while in the quiet dark, her head on his chest and his fingers slowly tracing along her arm. The house was still. Outside, the only sound was the low hum of the ceiling fan.

Luke had been thinking about bringing this up for months. Every time he got close, he talked himself out of it. Lucy had a way of overthinking even small things, and he didn’t want her to start worrying that something was wrong with her — or worse, that he wasn’t happy with her. But the thought had been sitting in the back of his mind too long, and tonight it felt heavier than usual.

He pressed a slow kiss to the top of her head.

“Babe,” he said quietly, his voice low in the dark. “Are you happy with our sex life?”

Lucy went still against him. She lifted her head and looked at him, her eyes adjusting in the low light.

“Yes… why would you ask that?” There was a careful note in her voice, like she was already bracing for whatever came next.

Luke hesitated, then decided to be honest.

“I don’t know. I just… sometimes it feels like we don’t really let go with each other. Like it’s nice, but not… I don’t know. Not as much as it could be.” He kept his hand moving slowly along her back. “Our frequency has dropped a lot. And I can tell you’re not really getting what you need out of it. At least not the way I want you to.”

Lucy was quiet for a long moment. She rested her chin on his chest and looked at him.

“I like being close to you,” she said softly. “I do. It just… doesn’t always feel like that much for me. I’ve never really been someone who gets a lot out of it during sex. You know that.”

Luke nodded. He did know. He’d known for a while. He was pretty sure she’d never actually cum from him being inside her — not once in six years. He always made sure she got off other ways, usually with his mouth or her vibrator, but it still bothered him more than he liked to admit. He wasn’t naïve. He knew he wasn’t anything special in bed, and he’d never been the type to pretend otherwise.

“I just want you to actually enjoy it,” he said after a moment. “Not just go along with it because it’s what I want.”

Lucy was quiet for a few seconds. She reached up and gently touched his cheek, like she was trying to soften whatever was coming.

“Luke, I love having sex with you,” she said softly. “I really do. It’s important to me. It makes me feel close to you.” She hesitated. “I just… I don’t think I’m built like most women. I’ve never really orgasmed during sex. Not with you. Not with anyone before you either. That’s just how I am. It doesn’t mean anything’s wrong.”

Luke felt a small ache in his chest. He’d suspected as much for a long time, but hearing her say it out loud still stung.

“I guess it just makes me sad,” he admitted quietly. “That I can’t give you that. I know everyone’s different, but… I want you to feel good with me.”

Lucy gave him a small, reassuring smile and leaned in to kiss him. “You do make me feel good. In other ways.” She kissed him again, slower this time. “You’re perfect for me. You don’t have to worry about that.”

She could tell he wasn’t entirely convinced. So she did what she always did when she wanted to make him feel better — she reached down between them, hooked her thumbs into her panties, and slid them off. Then she climbed on top of him, straddling his hips as she leaned down to kiss him again.

Luke responded immediately, his hands sliding up her thighs and under the old t-shirt she slept in. They kissed for a while, slow and familiar, until he was hard against her. Lucy reached down and guided him inside her. It didn’t take long. After going without for nearly three weeks, Luke came after only a couple of minutes, his hands gripping her hips as he groaned against her neck.

He stayed inside her for a few seconds afterward, breathing hard, then let out a quiet, embarrassed laugh.

“Shit. Sorry, babe,” he murmured, kissing her shoulder. “That was… fast.”

“It’s okay,” Lucy said gently, even though she wasn’t really satisfied. She climbed off him and curled up against his side instead.

Luke kissed her one more time, mumbled another apology, and rolled over to go to sleep.

Lucy lay there in the dark, staring at the ceiling. She could still feel him between her legs, warm and a little messy. She wasn’t upset with him — not really. But the conversation was still sitting in her chest like a stone.

Was something wrong with her? She’d always assumed she was just one of those women who didn’t get much out of penetration. That was normal, wasn’t it? Some women needed more than that. But hearing Luke say it out loud made it feel different. Like maybe she was missing something everyone else had.

And the way he’d asked if it was because he was too small…

She reached over and rested her hand lightly on his back. He was already breathing deeply, already asleep.

Lucy closed her eyes, but sleep didn’t come quickly. She kept replaying the conversation in her head, wondering if she should have said something different. Wondering if there really was something wrong with her.

The conversation with Luke was still sitting heavy on Lucy’s mind the next morning when she met Veronica for brunch. She’d barely slept. Every time she closed her eyes she kept hearing him ask if it was because he was too small, and the way he’d come so fast afterward like he was embarrassed.

She and Veronica had their usual corner table by the window. They ordered coffee and food, and for the first ten minutes they talked about normal things — Veronica’s latest work project, the new plants Lucy had put in the garden, and whether the weather was finally going to stay warm. But Lucy kept circling back to the same thought in her head.

She didn’t know how to bring it up without making it weird. She knew men could be sensitive about certain things, especially size, and the last thing she wanted was to make Luke sound inadequate to someone else. But she also couldn’t stop wondering if there really was something wrong with her.

Eventually she couldn’t hold it in anymore.

“Vee,” she said, lowering her voice a little, “do you think most women… you know… finish during sex? Like, actually orgasm from penetration?”

Veronica looked up from her coffee, eyebrows raised.

“Whoa. Okay. That came out of nowhere.” She set her mug down and gave Lucy her full attention. “Where’s this coming from?”

Lucy felt her face get warm. She stirred her coffee even though it didn’t need stirring.

“It’s kind of embarrassing,” she admitted. “But I’ve never really been able to. Not with Luke. Not with anyone before him either. I just… I don’t know if that’s normal or if there’s something wrong with me.”

Veronica studied her for a second, then leaned in a little.

“I don’t think it’s as unusual as people make it seem,” she said honestly. “Especially if the guy isn’t very big. A lot of women need more than just that to get there.”

Lucy nodded slowly, but the answer didn’t really make her feel better. She hesitated, then asked the next question before she could talk herself out of it.

“Do you?” she asked quietly. “Like, do you usually… finish during sex?”

Veronica didn’t look surprised by the question. She just smiled a little and picked up her coffee again.

L“Well, yeah,” Veronica said, a small smile playing at the corner of her mouth. “I usually do. But Jaydene’s… how should I put this… blessed in the size department. Like really really blessed And he knows how to use it in ways that actually work for me.”

Lucy blinked. For a second she wasn’t sure she’d heard her right. Veronica had never mentioned anything like that before, even though they told each other almost everything.

“So… how big are we talking?” she asked, her voice dropping even lower.

Veronica glanced around the restaurant quickly, then held her hands up about a foot apart, keeping them low so only Lucy could see.

Lucy stared at the space between her friend’s hands, her mouth falling open slightly.

“You’re kidding,” she said, half-laughing even though Veronica’s face was completely serious. “There’s no way.”

“I’m not,” Veronica said, dropping her hands back to the table. She looked almost amused by Lucy’s reaction. “I know it sounds ridiculous. But I’m not exaggerating.”

Lucy shook her head, still trying to process it.

“You’re so full of shit, Vee,” she said, but there was no real heat behind it. Just stunned disbelief. “No way. Nobody has a foot long cock? That’s not even… that can’t be real.”

Veronica just raised an eyebrow and took another sip of her coffee, letting the silence sit between them.

Lucy stared at her for another moment, then let out a short, incredulous laugh and covered her face with one hand.

“Oh my God,” she muttered. “You’re actually serious.”

“Sometimes I wish I was kidding,” Veronica said with a small laugh. “But I’m not. I swear. I told you before that we’ve played around with a few other couples, right? That’s how it started. Those women were… very into Jaydene. Word got around. Turns out, shocking I know, but lots of women really like huge cocks.”

Lucy just stared at her, mouth slightly open. For a second she genuinely didn’t know what to say.

“Why have you never told me this?” she finally managed. “That’s… that’s crazy. I thought we told each other everything.”

Veronica gave her a small, slightly guilty smile.

“It’s not that I was trying to hide it from you,” she said. “It’s just that whenever I’ve told other girlfriends, it always became the topic. Every conversation. It got awkward fast. I didn’t want that to happen with us.”

Lucy nodded slowly, still trying to wrap her head around it.

“Okay. I get it,” she said. Then she let out a short, disbelieving laugh. “Well… I don’t get it like that, but I get why you didn’t want to talk about it.”

Veronica watched her for a moment, then grinned.

“And now you’re going to be trying to sneak a look at that bulge every time you’re around him, aren’t you?”

Lucy’s eyes went wide.

“Oh my God, no,” she said quickly, shaking her head. But she could feel the heat rising in her cheeks, and she knew Veronica saw it too.

Veronica just laughed softly and took another sip of her coffee, clearly enjoying Lucy’s reaction.

Veronica tilted her head slightly, watching Lucy with a small, knowing smile.

“So I’m guessing Luke isn’t quite as well-equipped?” she asked, her tone gentle but direct.

Lucy felt her face flush again. She looked down at her coffee and shook her head.

“I don’t think Luke would want me talking about his size, Vee,” she said quietly. “It’s fine for me. Really.”

Veronica didn’t push. She just gave a soft, understanding chuckle and leaned back in her chair.

“Whatever you say, girlfriend.”

Lucy was grateful when Veronica let the subject drop and started talking about something else — a new show she’d been watching, and whether they should plan a double date sometime soon. Lucy nodded along and tried to stay engaged, but her mind kept drifting.

She couldn’t stop thinking about what Veronica had said. About Jaydene. About the way Veronica had held her hands apart like it was the most normal thing in the world. About how casually she’d talked about other women being “crazy” about him.

That night, as they lay in bed talking, Lucy finally brought up her brunch with Veronica.

Luke tensed almost immediately. His hand, which had been resting on her hip, went still.

“Did you… say anything about me?” he asked carefully. “About my size?”

“No,” Lucy said quickly, turning her head to look at him. “I didn’t. I promised I wouldn’t. I just… I asked her if most women actually finish during sex. And then she started talking about Jaydene.”

Luke let out a slow breath. He stared at the ceiling for a few seconds before answering.

“Yeah,” he said quietly. “I already knew.”

Lucy propped herself up on one elbow.

“You did?”

Luke nodded. “We were roommates for two years. There were times I think he flashed me on purpose. Like some kind of dominant, bragging thing. He’s hung like a horse. Or at least a really big pony,” he added with a short, nervous laugh.

He was quiet for a moment. Lucy could tell he was deciding whether to keep going.

“I’ve never really told you this before,” he said eventually, his voice lower. “But it kind of ties into what you and Veronica were talking about. When Jaydene used to have girls over at the apartment, it was impossible not to hear them. The walls were paper-thin. One weekend my girlfriend Allison was staying the night with me, and Jaydene had a girl over too…”

He paused, then kept going, staring up at the dark ceiling as he spoke.

“We could hear everything. She was loud. Really loud. And it went on for a long time. Afterward, Allison got up to use the bathroom and walked in on him. He ‘forgot’ to lock the door. When she came back to my room… she couldn’t stop talking about him. About how big he was. About how she couldn’t stop thinking about it.”

Luke swallowed.

“A few months later we broke up, it was all on good terms, but then about six months later she started hanging out with Jaydene instead.”

Lucy was completely still beside him.

“Oh my God,” she whispered. “Were you mad at him?”

Luke gave a small, humorless laugh.

“Not really. I was mostly just… jealous. Because he could clearly give her something I couldn’t. I told him I didn’t mind if he dated her, so what could I say?”

He turned his head slightly toward her.

“But every girl he brought back to that apartment was the same. Loud. Cumming over and over. I could hear it all. And after a while I started realizing that listening to him fuck those girls — especially listening to him fuck my ex — was somehow hotter than actually having sex with her myself.”

He went quiet again, then asked the question that had been sitting in the back of his mind for a long time.

“Aren’t you even a little curious… what it would feel like? With someone hung like that?”

“Aren’t you even a little curious what it would feel like to be with someone hung like Jaydene?” Luke asked, his voice low.

Lucy hesitated. “I don’t know, babe. If he’s really as big as you say, it sounds like it would hurt more than it would feel good.”

She thought for a second, then added, “Besides, wouldn’t the end result be the same either way? If I liked it too much, you’d get jealous, I’d feel guilty, and I’d have to stop. Right?”

Luke was quiet for a long moment. Slowly, deliberately, he slid his hand down her stomach and under the waistband of her panties. His fingers brushed over her smooth mound and then lower, finding her already soaked. For a brief second they both froze, the wetness between her legs speaking volumes without either of them saying a word.

“What if you didn’t have to feel guilty?” he asked carefully, his fingers still resting against her slick heat. “What if I gave you my blessing to experiment a little? I want you to be able to enjoy sex to the fullest.”

Lucy’s eyes widened and she sat up a bit. “Babe! Of course you’d be jealous if I cheated on you — whether I liked it or not. How could we risk our relationship like that? And why would you even want me to do something like that?”

Luke kept his hand where it was, gently pressing against her.

“First of all, it wouldn’t be cheating if I gave you my blessing,” he clarified, his voice steady but gentle.

Luke was quiet for a long moment. He could feel Lucy watching him in the dark.

“You’re right that it could be risky,” he said finally. “But what if it was someone we already know and trust… like Jaydene?”

Lucy’s hand, which had been resting lightly on his stomach, went still.

“You already know they swapped with other couples before,” he continued. “Veronica told you that. And you guys are already friends. He’s not some random guy.”

Lucy pushed herself up a little higher so she could see his face better.

“Yes, she told me,” she said. “But you still haven’t told me why. Why would you actually want me to be with another man?”

Luke let out a slow breath. He reached up and brushed a strand of hair away from her face, then let his hand rest against the side of her neck.

“It’s complicated,” he said quietly. “I realized that being in that apartment and hearing Jaydene having sex with those girls was the hottest thing I’d ever experienced… and I couldn’t even see them. Just hearing it was enough. And for some reason, hearing him with my ex-girlfriend was even hotter. It turned me on more than actually having sex with her myself ever did.”

He swallowed, his thumb gently stroking the side of her neck.

“I don’t fully understand it. I just know that the thought of you… with him… does something to me that nothing else ever has.”

Luke was quiet for a few seconds, still gently stroking the side of her neck with his thumb.

“And there’s a second reason,” he said eventually, his voice lower. “I think there’s a wilder side of you that I just… can’t seem to bring out. Not fully. And the idea of letting you experience that — even if it’s not with me — feels like one of the best things I could give you. Like a gift.” He let out a short, self-conscious breath. “I know that sounds weird. And no… I don’t think you’d leave me for Jaydene the way Allison did. That’s not what this is about.”

Lucy stared at him in the dark. Her heart was beating hard. She didn’t know what she was supposed to feel. Part of her wanted to get angry — why wasn’t he more protective? Why would any husband actually want this? But another part of her, a smaller, quieter part she didn’t fully understand, felt something else. Something that made her stomach flutter and her face go warm.

She couldn’t tell which feeling was stronger.

So she decided to push.

“Okay, Luke,” she said, keeping her voice carefully doubtful. “Next week Veronica is going to Florida to help her mom after her surgery. She’s staying until Saturday. And you’ll be in Arizona from Tuesday until Saturday too. That means Jaydene and I would be here alone for four full days.” She paused, watching his face. “Sounds like plenty of time for us to try out this theory of yours… if Veronica is okay with it.”

She waited for him to backpedal. To laugh it off. To say he was just talking.

He didn’t.

Luke just looked at her for a long moment, then slowly nodded.

“You’d really be willing to try it?” he asked, his voice quiet but unmistakably interested.

Lucy’s pulse jumped.

“You’re serious right now?” Lucy asked, staring at him.

Luke didn’t look away. He just gave a small, quiet nod.

Lucy opened her mouth, then closed it again. She couldn’t find words for a long moment. Her mind was racing — all the reasons this was a terrible idea, all the ways it could go wrong, how completely insane it sounded. And underneath all of that, something else was stirring. Something she didn’t want to look at too closely yet.

She shocked herself when she realized she was actually… considering it.

So she decided to push harder. One last test.

“Okay,” she said slowly, her voice carefully even. “If I — and Veronica — actually agree to this… there would be no rules. No limitations. He may as well just stay over here the whole time. Four full days of whatever he wants to do with me.” She held his eyes. “He can treat me like I’m your ex-girlfriend, if that’s what you want.”

She waited for him to flinch. To laugh. To tell her she was being ridiculous.

Instead, Luke just kept looking at her, breathing a little faster.

Lucy reached down between them, sliding her hand under the covers and into his lap. Her fingers closed around him through his boxers.

He was already fully hard.

She sucked in a quiet breath.

“Are you for real?” she whispered, her voice barely above a breath. “You’re actually turned on by the thought of loaning me out to Jaydene like… like I’m some kind of toy?”

Luke let out a frustrated breath and shook his head.

“Ugh. Never mind,” he muttered. “You’re just fucking with me. You have no intention of actually doing anything.”

Lucy pulled her hand back from his lap, a little stung.

“Besides,” she said, her voice smaller now, “what makes you think Jaydene would even want me like that?”

Luke turned his head and looked at her in the dark.

“Are you serious?” he asked. “Lucy… the only reason Jaydene has never tried anything with you is because of our friendship. I’m actually a little surprised that’s been enough to stop him.”

She scoffed quietly.

“Whatever.”

For a long moment neither of them spoke. Then Luke reached over and turned off the bedside lamp. The room went completely dark. They both rolled away from each other, lying on their sides with their backs almost touching.

Luke stared at the wall, already regretting how hard he’d pushed. He’d said too much. Way too much.

Beside him, Lucy lay awake with her eyes open, heart still beating too fast. She normally knew what Luke was thinking before he even said it, but this… this had completely blindsided her. She couldn’t understand it. Why would any husband actually want his wife to sleep with another man? Was he that bored with their sex life? Or worse — was this just him trying to open the door so he could sleep with other women too?

She barely slept.

And yet, as the hours crawled by and the house stayed silent around her, another set of thoughts kept slipping in no matter how hard she tried to push them away.

What would it actually be like… with Jaydene?

He was over a foot taller than her. Lean and athletic. Apparently very well hung. It would be completely different from sex with Luke — that much was obvious. But would it be better? Could he really make her react the way those college girls had? Could a big cock actually make her orgasm during sex when nothing else ever had?

She hated that the questions wouldn’t leave her alone.


Four Days Before the Storm

Monday morning came too quickly.

Luke stood at the kitchen counter with his phone, scrolling through the extended forecast one last time while Lucy made coffee. The numbers were worse than they’d been the night before — temperatures dropping hard, a strong chance of snow, and freezing rain expected by the weekend. He felt a knot form in his stomach.

He set the phone down and looked over at her.

“Babe… I’m thinking I should call Dave and see if I can get out of this trip. This weather is starting to look pretty bad. If we lose power for a few days…” He trailed off, glancing toward the window. “You’ve got the animals to take care of. I don’t like the idea of you being out here alone if things get nasty.”

Lucy poured two cups and handed him one. She didn’t answer right away. When she finally spoke, there was a slight edge in her voice.

“Luke. I love that you worry about me. I do. But I’m not a helpless little girl.” She leaned against the counter and looked at him. “Just show me where everything is and I’ll be fine. Generator, fuel, tools, whatever. I’ve got this.”

She paused, then added with a small, dry smile, “Besides… I’ll have your big-dicked bestie right next door if I need anything.”

Luke almost choked on his coffee. He laughed, shaking his head, the tension from the previous night loosening just a little.

“Jesus, Lucy.”

“What? You started it,” she said, still smiling, though her eyes were watching him carefully.

He sighed, then nodded.

“Okay. Fine. But we’re going over everything before I leave.”

They spent the next twenty minutes in the garage and around the side of the house. Luke showed her how to start the generator, where the gas cans were stored, and which tools she’d need if something went wrong. He walked her through draining the pipes and the well pump so nothing would freeze, writing quick notes on a yellow pad and sticking them on the fridge. Lucy listened carefully, asking a couple of quiet questions, her earlier irritation fading into focus.

When they finished, he pulled her into a hug by the front door, his bag already packed and waiting.

“Call me if anything feels off,” he said against her hair. “Or just call Jaydene. He’s right there.”

Lucy nodded against his chest.

“I will.”

He kissed her once, longer than usual, then headed out to the truck. She stood on the porch and watched him reverse down the driveway until the taillights disappeared.

Only then did she let out a slow breath and go back inside.

Lucy walked back inside and closed the door against the cold. The house felt bigger and quieter with Luke gone. She stood in the kitchen for a moment, staring at the yellow sticky notes he’d left on the fridge about the generator and the pipes.

It won’t get that bad, she told herself. Meteorologists always made things sound worse than they were. Just something to keep people glued to the news. She poured herself another cup of coffee and tried not to think about the four days stretching ahead of her — or about the conversation still sitting between her and Luke like a third person in the room.

On the drive to the airport, Luke waited until he was on the highway before he called Jaydene.

“Hey,” he said when his friend picked up. “Just checking in. Weather’s looking pretty rough for the weekend. If things go sideways and Lucy needs help with the animals or the generator… you good to keep an eye on her?”

“Of course,” Jaydene answered without hesitation. “Anything she needs. She knows where to find me.” There was a short pause, then he added, “And if the power goes out, I’ll probably just head over and stay at your place. No point burning wood at both houses when it’s just one person, right?”

Luke’s hands tightened slightly on the wheel.

“Yeah,” he said. “That makes sense.”

He could hear the smile in Jaydene’s voice when he spoke again.

“She’s in good hands, my friend. Might even be fun. Like our old college days.”

Luke didn’t answer right away. He just stared at the road ahead, the words landing heavier than Jaydene could possibly know.

Luke hung up and kept driving, the highway stretching out in front of him. He couldn’t stop turning Jaydene’s last words over in his head.

She’s in good hands… like our old college days.

He told himself he was probably reading too much into it. Jaydene didn’t know about the conversation he and Lucy had last night. He was just being his usual self — friendly, a little cocky, nothing more. Still, the words sat heavier than they should have. Luke tried to push them away and focused on the road.



That afternoon the house felt too quiet.

Lucy had already fed the animals, checked the generator one more time, and wandered around the kitchen without really settling. She hated when Luke was out of town. It always felt emptier than it should, and today it was worse because Veronica was in Florida. Normally she would have just driven over or invited her friend to come hang out for a few hours. Now she was stuck with her own thoughts and the leftover tension from last night.

She made it until mid-afternoon before she couldn’t take it anymore. She sat on the couch, pulled her knees up, and called Veronica.

Veronica answered on the second ring.

“Hey, girl. Everything okay?”

Lucy hesitated, picking at a loose thread on her sweatpants.

“Yeah. I just… need to talk to you about something. Something kind of personal. It’s been keeping me up.”

There was a short pause, then Veronica’s voice came back more alert.

“Okay. Shoot.”

Lucy took a breath.

“After brunch yesterday… I talked to Luke about the sex stuff again. That night.” She paused, then forced the rest out. “And what he told me was kind of crazy. He said he’d be okay if I tried sex with someone… bigger. Can you believe that?”

Veronica was quiet for a second. Then she let out a low, surprised laugh.

“Holy shit, Lucy. I would not have put Luke in that category.”

Lucy frowned a little, still staring at her knees.

“There’s a category?”

“Girl, there are way more husbands out there who are into this than you’d think,” Veronica said. “They just don’t talk about it. Some wives share their husbands too, but not as many. Most of the time it’s the other way around.”

Lucy was quiet for a moment, turning that over.

Lucy was quiet for a few seconds, turning Veronica’s words over.

“I had no idea,” she admitted. “Does it usually mean… they’re not attracted to their wives anymore? Or that they’re hoping their wife will let them sleep with other people too?”

“Not usually,” Veronica said. Her voice was calm, almost casual. “Most of them just really get off on it. The jealousy, the sharing, the whole thing. It’s a turn-on for them. You didn’t ask him why he wanted it?”

“I did,” Lucy said, her voice smaller. “But I don’t know if I believe him. It still feels… weird.”

Veronica let out a soft laugh.

“Girl. Sounds to me like you just got a free pass to get yourself some good dick.”

“Veronica!” Lucy’s face went hot even though her friend couldn’t see her. “You’re so crazy. I don’t think I could actually do that.”

“You can,” Veronica said firmly. “And you should. At least try it. Damn, Lucy… when’s the last time you really let go?” There was a short pause, then her tone softened a little. “Hell, I’ll even let you get with Jaydene if that would make you more comfortable. You already know him. You trust him.”

Lucy’s stomach flipped.

“You’d seriously be okay with that?” she asked, almost whispering. “That’s… actually who Luke suggested.”

Veronica didn’t even sound surprised.

“There’s nobody I’d trust with him more than you,” she said simply. “You’re my girl. Just think on it for a while, okay? I won’t say anything to him yet. If I do, he’ll be over there scratching at your back door like a stray dog the second Luke leaves town.”

Lucy laughed under her breath at the image of Jaydene scratching at her door like a stray dog. It was funny… but she still didn’t believe it.

“Oh, bullshit, Vee,” she said. “Jaydene has zero interest in me like that.”

Veronica didn’t even pause.

“I’m not gonna argue with you, Lucy. But you want me to tell him you’re down and see what happens?”

Lucy’s stomach did a small flip.

“No,” she said quickly. Then, quieter, “But… hypothetically. If something did happen while you and Luke are both gone… you’d really be okay with it?”

There was a short silence on the other end of the line. When Veronica spoke again, her voice was calm and completely serious.

“I’d actually be thrilled. I only wish I could be there for it, but that’s not necessary.” A small smile entered her voice. “You’d just have to tell me everything afterward.”

Lucy pressed her free hand over her eyes, cheeks warm.

“I don’t know if I can actually go through with anything,” she admitted. “But… thank you. For trusting me like that.”

They stayed on the phone for another half hour, talking about safer things — Veronica’s mom’s recovery, some new show both of them had been meaning to watch, whether Lucy should plant more blueberries next spring. Lucy answered in the right places and laughed when she was supposed to, but her mind kept drifting. Every few minutes the same thought would surface again, surreal and slightly dizzying:

Sleeping with Jaydene.

Her best friend’s husband. Luke’s oldest friend. The man who had apparently been quietly wanting her for years.

It still didn’t feel real.

When they finally said goodbye, Lucy set the phone down on the coffee table and just sat there in the quiet living room for a long time. The house felt even emptier than before. She got up, fed the animals a little early, made herself a simple dinner she barely tasted, and eventually ended up back on the couch with a book she couldn’t focus on.

By the time the sky outside had gone completely dark, she’d made a quiet decision.

If Jaydene came over while Luke was gone… if he wanted to hang out, or check on her, or just talk… she would at least bring it up. Carefully. Test the water.

One of the things that scared her most was the possibility of being rejected. Of putting herself out there only for him to look at her like she’d lost her mind. The thought of that awkwardness hanging between them for the rest of their friendship made her stomach twist.

Still… she knew she couldn’t just leave the idea sitting there untouched. Not after everything Luke had said. Not after Veronica had given her blessing so freely.

She closed her book, turned off the lamp, and went to bed earlier than usual.

Sleep took a long time to come.


Wednesday

Jaydene worked late on Tuesday. He stopped by just long enough to make sure Lucy was set for the night — ten minutes of checking the generator, asking if she needed anything, then heading back to his own place to get ready for the cold. He was polite, a little tired, and didn’t linger.

Wednesday was different.

He came home from work, changed into old jeans and a flannel, and walked over just as the light was starting to fade. Lucy was already out at the barn trying to wrestle a tarp into place by herself. He didn’t ask if she needed help. He just took the other end of the tarp and started working.

They spent the next hour side by side in the cold, securing the tarps against the wind, hauling extra hay into the stalls, and making sure the animals had enough bedding. Jaydene moved easily — tall, broad-shouldered, still carrying the build of someone who’d run track even if he claimed he’d put on twenty pounds since college. Lucy found herself watching him more than she meant to. The way his flannel stretched across his back when he lifted a bale. The quiet competence in how he worked. The easy strength in his hands.

She kept catching herself and looking away.

He’s just helping, she told herself. That’s all.

But the conversations from the last few days sat right under her skin the whole time. Luke’s confession. Veronica’s blessing. The way both of them had spoken about Jaydene like it was already a settled thing.

When they finished, he walked her back to the house, made sure she locked up, and told her to call if the weather turned early. Then he left.

That night Lucy dreamed about him.

It was one of those ridiculous dreams that felt like a bad romance novel — the two of them in the hayloft above the barn, the kind of soft golden light that only existed in movies, his big hands on her waist, her climbing him like she’d never been shy a day in her life. She woke up before anything more happened, heart beating too fast, and had to laugh at herself in the dark.

Then she realized she was a little wet.

She rolled onto her stomach, pressed her face into the pillow, and stayed there a long time, half-embarrassed and half… something else she didn’t want to name yet.

By Thursday the forecasts had gotten worse.

Luke called Lucy that afternoon from the job site, standing outside so no one would overhear. The cold wind cut through his jacket as he watched the sky.

“Hey,” he said when she picked up. “I’m looking at the weather again. It’s not good. Freezing rain Friday into Saturday, maybe longer. I’m thinking about trying to get an earlier flight home.”

Lucy’s voice was soft on the other end, but he could hear the smile in it.

“I’d love that. I miss you.” She paused. “But I’m fine, Luke. Really. Everything’s under control. Jaydene’s been taking care of my every need so far.”

There was a beat of silence.

Luke closed his eyes for a second, the words sitting heavier than she probably meant them to.

“Yeah,” he said quietly. “I bet he has.”

She laughed under her breath, the sound a little nervous.

“I was kidding. Mostly. He’s just been helping with the barn and checking in. That’s all.”

“I know.” He didn’t sound fully convinced. “Still. I’m going to see what I can do.”

As soon as he got back to his hotel that evening he opened his laptop and started looking for Friday flights into Nashville. His heart sank within a minute. Everything was booked solid. He tried nearby airports — Louisville, Knoxville, even Memphis — but the only options had overnight connections that would put him home no earlier than his original Saturday arrival. Maybe later.

He sat there for a long time staring at the screen, jaw tight.

Meanwhile, in Florida, Veronica was running into the same problem. Her Saturday flight was already looking shaky. She texted Lucy about it later that night, but she didn’t sound nearly as stressed. Working remotely from her mom’s house would still be possible even if the power went out back home. For her, the urgency just wasn’t the same.

In the end, both of them decided to stick with their original plans and hope the forecasts were wrong.

Luke closed the laptop, lay back on the hotel bed, and stared at the ceiling for a long time, thinking about the four days Lucy and Jaydene were about to have alone.

Friday – The Storm Arrives

By early afternoon the sky had gone the color of wet concrete. The cold front was only a couple of hours out, and the air already felt heavy with it. Lucy had done everything she could — animals fed and locked down, generator checked twice, wood stacked by the stove. There was nothing left to do but wait and worry.

Jaydene showed up around three, wearing an old Carhartt jacket and carrying a small duffel bag. He’d finished preparing his own place hours earlier and clearly didn’t feel like sitting alone listening to the wind pick up.

“Figured you could use the company,” he said when she opened the door. “And if this thing hits as hard as they’re saying, no point both of us burning wood by ourselves.”

Lucy stepped aside to let him in. The house already felt smaller with him in it — taller, broader, the familiar scent of his cologne mixing with the cold air he’d brought with him.

They settled in the living room with the woodstove going. Outside, the first thin rain had started, the kind that would freeze the second it hit anything. Jaydene suggested a drink to take the edge off. Lucy remembered the jar of moonshine she’d bought the last time they all went to Gatlinburg and dug it out of the pantry.

The shine was smoother than it had any right to be. They only meant to have one or two, just enough to settle her nerves. By the second glass she was feeling warm and a little floaty, the sharp edges of her worry softening.

They were still sitting on the couch, talking about nothing important, when both of their phones lit up almost at the same time.

Luke’s flight: cancelled. Veronica’s flight: cancelled. Nashville airport closing to inbound traffic within the hour.

Lucy stared at the notifications for a long second, then set her phone face-down on the coffee table.

“Well,” she said quietly. “Guess it’s just us for a while.”

Jaydene watched her carefully. “You okay?”

She nodded, then shrugged. “I wanted to see him. But… it’s fine. Airport will reopen Sunday, right? Hopefully.”

The silence that followed felt heavier than it should have. The moonshine was still warm in her chest. Outside, the rain had thickened into something that sounded like tiny pieces of glass hitting the windows. She could feel the conversation from earlier in the week sitting right behind her teeth, waiting.

She took another small sip, then set the glass down.

“Can I ask you something kind of personal?” she said.

Jaydene raised an eyebrow, but his expression stayed easy. “Sure.”

Lucy stared at the fire for a few seconds, gathering courage.

“Luke and I… we had this weird conversation last weekend. About our sex life. And then I talked to Veronica about it too.” She glanced at him, then away again. “He told me he’d be okay if I… tried being with someone else. Someone bigger. Just to see.”

Jaydene went very still.

Lucy kept talking, the words coming out a little too fast now that she’d started.

“I know it sounds insane. I almost didn’t believe him at first. But he was serious. And Veronica… she was actually supportive. She even said she’d be fine with it if it was someone we both trusted.” She let out a short, nervous laugh. “I haven’t decided anything. I just… I don’t know. The alcohol is making me braver than I usually am.”

She finally looked at him fully.

“I left out the part about who they both thought it should be,” she added quietly. “But I figured you deserved to know the rest of it. Since we’re stuck here together for the next few days.”

Jaydene was quiet for a long moment, studying her face in the firelight. When he finally spoke, his voice was low and careful.

Jaydene was quiet for a long moment. He stared at the fire, turning his glass slowly in his hands.

“That’s really surprising,” he said finally. “I’ve known Luke for twenty years. I never once got the sense he was into anything like that.” He looked over at her, his voice still careful. “Veronica already told you we’ve played with other couples before, right?”

Lucy nodded, cheeks warm from the moonshine and the conversation.

“She did. But I’m still… scared, I guess. Of hurting him. Of wrecking the trust we have. It just feels reckless.”

Jaydene leaned forward a little, resting his forearms on his knees.

“What parts worry you the most?”

Lucy stared at her own glass, then at the flames.

“How he would actually feel if it happened,” she said quietly. “I keep thinking he’d get jealous. Or hurt. Or both. I don’t understand how he couldn’t be. Does it mean he’s falling out of love with me? That he’s bored?”

“I seriously doubt that,” Jaydene said, and there was real certainty in his voice. “From everything I’ve ever seen, that man adores you. Completely.” He paused, choosing his next words carefully. “Let me tell you something I’ve learned firsthand about guys like that. They call them cuckolds now.”

Lucy frowned slightly.

“Cuckold?”

“Yeah. It used to just mean a husband whose wife cheated on him. Now it also means husbands or boyfriends who want to share their women. Who get turned on by it.” He glanced at her to make sure she was still with him. “I know it sounds crazy if you’ve never heard of it. Most men never admit it out loud. A lot of them never even tell their wives. They just sit on it for years.”

Lucy was quiet for a few seconds, processing.

“I’ve never really heard of it,” she admitted. “So… is it like a voyeur thing? Just wanting to watch?”

Jaydene was quiet for a few seconds, staring into the fire. The only sound was the crackle of the wood and the growing rattle of freezing rain against the windows.

“It can be a voyeur thing,” he said eventually. “But it’s usually more complicated than that.” He glanced over at her, then back at the flames. “Imagine catching Luke with another woman. You walk in, and instead of stopping them, you just… stay. Watch. Feel everything that comes with it — the shock, the jealousy, the heat — but without the betrayal. Because he had your permission. All the intensity, none of the anger.”

Lucy blinked. She pulled her knees up a little closer on the couch, the glass of moonshine warm between her hands.

“Oh… wow,” she said softly. “I can’t even picture that.”

“Most people can’t, until they feel it.” Jaydene’s voice stayed low and even. “A lot of couples try it once or twice and realize it’s not for them. That’s completely fine. You can stop the second it stops feeling right. No pressure, no expectations.” He paused, then added, “The hardest part isn’t the jealousy or the rules. It’s finding the right person. Someone you already trust. Someone who won’t make it weird afterward. It’s a lot like dating that way. Sometimes you get lucky and the right person is already right there. Sometimes it takes years.”

Lucy was quiet for a long moment. Outside, the ice was starting to click harder against the glass. She watched the fire and tried to imagine what he was describing — the idea of Luke watching her with someone else, or her watching him. The thought made her stomach twist in a way she didn’t fully understand.

She took a small sip of the moonshine and kept her eyes on the flames.

Lucy stared into the fire for a long time before she spoke again. The moonshine had loosened something in her chest, but her voice still came out quieter than she meant it to.

“If I… if I actually try it,” she said, “I think I already know who the right person would be.” She glanced at him, then quickly looked away. “I’ve known him for years. He’s really hot. And from what I hear… he’s pretty well endowed.”

Jaydene went still. A slow smile tugged at the corner of his mouth, but he kept his voice careful.

“Nice,” he said softly. “So you’re actually considering this, huh?”

Lucy nodded once, almost to herself.

“I am. I just…” She let out a small, self-conscious breath. “I don’t know if he even finds me attractive. Like that.”

Jaydene turned fully toward her on the couch. The firelight caught the side of his face, and for a second he looked almost disbelieving.

“Are you kidding me, Lucy?” he said, low and serious. “You’re as hot as they come. Any man with a pulse would jump at that chance.”

Something in the way he said it — the quiet certainty — made her cheeks flush. She felt braver than she had all night. The storm was rattling the windows harder now, and the house felt like it had shrunk down to just the two of them and the fire.

She took a small breath, then looked him straight in the eye.

“So…” she started, voice still timid but steadier than before. “Do you think that’s something you’d be interested in… introducing me to, Jaydene? Luke and Veronica both thought you’d be the obvious choice. And… I agree.”

Jaydene almost choked on the last sip of his moonshine. He set the glass down carefully, staring at her like he wasn’t sure he’d heard right.

“Me?” he said, voice low. “Are you serious?” He let out a short, disbelieving breath, then a slow smile spread across his face. “Lucy… I’ve wanted to get in your panties since the first time I met you. You’re exactly my type. But once I saw Luke falling for you, that was it. I wasn’t going to do that to him. Not ever.” He held her eyes. “But if he’s actually cool with it now… then fuck yes. Absolutely.”

Lucy felt something warm and reckless uncurl in her chest. She set her own glass down, stood up, and walked the two steps around the coffee table. Without giving herself time to overthink it, she climbed onto his lap, straddling his thighs the way she sometimes did with Luke when she was feeling playful.

The second she settled her weight, she felt him.

He was already hard. Thick. And definitely bigger than anything she’d ever felt before. The heat of him pressed right against the center of her through their clothes, and for a second her breath caught.

“Then maybe we should just give everyone what they want,” she said quietly, almost shy again. “We can always stop if it gets weird. Right?”

Jaydene’s hands came up slowly, settling on her hips like he was still half-afraid she’d change her mind. He pulled her closer until her chest brushed his.

“Yes, ma’am,” he murmured.

Then he kissed her.

It started gentle — just the soft press of his mouth against hers, testing. Lucy’s hands found his shoulders. The fire crackled beside them. Outside, the freezing rain hammered harder against the windows. For a few seconds it was just that: the heat of his mouth, the solid strength of his body under hers, the quiet sound of their breathing.

Then their tongues met.

A sharp, cold wave of guilt slammed into Lucy’s stomach so hard she jerked back, breaking the kiss. Her hands stayed on his shoulders, but her eyes were wide.

Logically she knew Luke had given her permission. Veronica had given hers. But emotionally it still felt like the most forbidden thing she’d ever done.

She stared at him, breathing hard, the taste of moonshine and him still on her lips.

“I…” she started, then stopped, shaking her head a little. “Shit. I’m sorry. I just—”

Jaydene didn’t push. He just kept his hands lightly on her hips, thumbs stroking slow circles through her jeans, and waited.

“It’ll be okay,” Jaydene said quietly. His hands stayed light on her hips, thumbs still drawing slow circles. “Luke would want you to enjoy this. Right?”

Lucy searched his face for a second, then nodded. The guilt was still there, but the heat of his body under hers and the way he was looking at her made it easier to push down.

She leaned back in.

This time the kiss was deeper. Jaydene was a good kisser — patient, but not tentative. Lucy made a soft sound against his mouth and settled more fully onto his lap, straddling him properly so she could feel the hard length of him pressed right against her. She rocked once, testing, then again, slower, grinding against the thick ridge in his jeans. The friction pulled a quiet gasp out of her.

Jaydene’s hands slid up under her shirt, warm and sure, cupping her breasts over her bra. When she arched into the touch he made a low sound of approval and helped her pull the shirt off over her head. It landed somewhere on the floor. The firelight painted her skin gold as he unhooked her bra and tossed it aside too.

He kissed down her throat, across her collarbone, then lower. Lucy’s fingers threaded into his short hair as he closed his mouth over one nipple, tongue circling, teeth grazing just enough to make her moan. She held her other breast up for him without thinking, offering it, and he took it eagerly. Every slow suck and gentle bite sent heat straight down between her legs until she was rolling her hips harder against him, chasing the pressure.

She was already soaked. She could feel it.

After a few more minutes of that she grew impatient. The stories about him — from Luke, from Veronica — kept flashing through her head. She wanted to see. Needed to. She shifted farther back on his thighs so she could reach between them, fingers finding the button of his jeans.

The second she started working it open, the entire house plunged into darkness.

The fire still glowed, but every light, every hum of the refrigerator, every faint electronic sound vanished at once. The only noise left was the relentless rattle of ice against the windows and their own breathing.

“Oh, shit,” Lucy whispered.

They’d been so wrapped up in each other that neither of them had looked outside in over an hour. What they’d assumed was ordinary sleet was something much worse.

Lucy scrambled off Jaydene’s lap, grabbing her shirt from the floor and yanking it on without bothering with the bra. He was already on his feet, pulling his own shirt over his head. They found their jackets in the dark by the front door, and Jaydene grabbed the big Maglite from the kitchen drawer.

The second they stepped onto the porch, the cold hit like a slap.

The world had turned into glass.

Every tree branch was coated in a thick, clear shell of ice. The evergreens sagged under the weight, their limbs drooping almost to the ground. A few of the big oaks already had broken branches hanging like snapped bones. The power lines near the house still looked intact, but farther up the road the ice was so heavy the wires sagged in long, dangerous curves. The rain was still falling — not sleet, not snow, just freezing rain that hit everything and instantly turned solid. The sound was constant, like thousands of tiny nails tapping against every surface.

“Oh my God,” Lucy whispered.

Jaydene swept the flashlight beam across the yard. Ice glittered everywhere the light touched.

“This is bad,” he said quietly. “Worse than I thought.”

Lucy’s voice came out tight. “We need the generator. Right now. The house is going to get freezing and the well pump—”

He put a hand on her arm, firm but gentle.

“I hear you. But we have to be smart about it.” He turned her slightly so she was looking at him instead of the glittering disaster. “We don’t need power yet. The woodstove will keep the main room warm. We’ve got flashlights and candles. If we fire up the generator now just to run lights, we’ll burn through the fuel we might actually need later. Let’s save it.”

Lucy stared at the ice-covered trees for another long second, then let out a shaky breath and nodded.

“Okay. You’re right. I’m just… freaked out.”

“I know.” He squeezed her arm once, then let go. “Come on. Let’s get back inside before we both turn into popsicles. We’ll get the fire going good and figure out the rest from there.”

They stepped back into the dark house. The only light left was the low orange glow from the woodstove. The sudden quiet after the constant tapping of ice felt almost as loud as the storm itself.

Lucy closed the door and leaned against it for a moment, heart still racing — from the cold, from the power going out, and from everything that had almost happened on the couch just minutes earlier.

For the next hour they worked mostly in silence, moving through the dark house by flashlight and the low orange glow of the woodstove.

Jaydene restarted the fire properly while Lucy found the candles Luke kept in the kitchen drawer. They drained the pipes in both houses the way Luke had shown her that morning — opening the lowest faucets, cutting power to the well pump, pouring a little antifreeze into the traps. Luke had already filled several buckets for flushing toilets; Lucy had two five-gallon jugs of drinking water lined up by the pantry. They checked everything twice, inventorying what they had and what they might need if the power stayed out for days.

When they finished, Lucy tried calling Luke. No signal. Jaydene checked his phone too. Nothing. The cell towers were probably dark as well.

They stood in the living room for a moment, listening to the ice keep tapping against the windows.

“We should plan for the worst,” Jaydene said quietly. “Power out all night, maybe longer. I’d like to stay here with you, if that’s okay. No point burning wood at both houses when it’s just the two of us.”

Lucy nodded. It made sense. She had the animals. He didn’t.

“Yeah,” she said. “Stay.”

Jaydene glanced at the small sofa, then at the dark hallway leading to the bedrooms.

“Other rooms are going to get cold fast. We should sleep in here by the fire.” He looked at her. “You have an air mattress or anything? That couch isn’t going to work for both of us.”

Lucy hesitated for half a second, still feeling the ghost of his mouth on hers and the thick press of him against her earlier. Then she shook her head.

“No air mattress. But… there’s a twin mattress in the guest room. We could drag it in here.”

Jaydene glanced at the small sofa again.

“Okay. Do you have a couple of extra blankets and a pillow I can use on the couch?”

Lucy looked at him for a second, then shook her head.

“You don’t want to sleep with me?” she asked. Her voice was quieter than she meant it to be. “It would be a lot easier to keep each other warm.”

Jaydene’s eyes stayed on hers. Something warm and careful moved through his expression.

“Of course I do,” he said. “More than you can imagine. I just didn’t want to assume.”

Lucy felt her face heat a little. She nodded once, then stood.

“I’ll be right back.”

She went down the dark hallway to the bedroom, flashlight beam bouncing off the walls. In the bathroom she set the light on the counter and stared at her wedding rings for a long moment. Taking them off was part of her usual bedtime routine — she always put them in the little tray before brushing her teeth. Tonight it felt different. Like she was deliberately stepping out of something.

She turned them once between her fingers, then placed them carefully in the tray.

Luke gave you permission, she told herself. Veronica did too.

She changed into an old soft T-shirt and clean panties, brushed her teeth, and walked back out to the living room with the twin mattress already dragged in and made up with sheets and blankets. The fire had settled into a low, steady glow. Jaydene had stripped down to his boxer-briefs. He looked bigger in the firelight — tall, solid, the kind of body that made the small mattress look even smaller.

Lucy crawled under the covers without saying anything. There was no real way for two adults to sleep apart on a twin. The second he slid in beside her, their bodies had nowhere to go but against each other. The mattress dipped under his weight and rolled her slightly toward him. She could feel the heat of his bare skin through her thin shirt.

Neither of them spoke for a few seconds. Outside, the ice kept tapping against the windows like it was trying to get in.

The last candle had burned down to a stub. Jaydene blew it out, and the room shrank to nothing but the low orange glow through the glass door of the woodstove. Outside, the freezing rain had settled into a steady, soft rattle against the windows. Inside, the only sounds were the quiet crack of the fire and their own breathing.

It should have felt peaceful. Instead, Lucy’s heart was still beating too hard.

She lay on her side facing him, the twin mattress so narrow that their knees and hips were already touching under the blankets. The heat of his body was impossible to ignore. She could feel every place they made contact through the thin fabric of her T-shirt and his boxer-briefs.

“Honestly,” she whispered into the dark, “I’m really nervous about all this. Why can’t I just relax and have fun?”

Jaydene’s voice came back low and steady, close enough that she felt the warmth of his breath.

“Because you worry too much about what everyone else thinks,” he said. “There’s no reason to stress. It’s supposed to be fun. And if it stops being fun at any point… then we’re just two friends sharing a bed on a camping trip. Nothing more. Right?”

She swallowed and nodded, even though he probably couldn’t see it.

He didn’t reach for her right away. He just stayed where he was, giving her the space to decide what happened next. She could tell he was being careful — that he knew this wasn’t something she’d agreed to lightly, and that he wasn’t going to push.

Lucy was more self-conscious about being undressed in front of him than she wanted to admit. She had never really thought of her own body as particularly sexy — too small, too ordinary, the kind of body that disappeared under baggy hoodies. She figured she’d get more comfortable once they were used to each other, but right now the idea of being fully naked under the firelight still made her stomach flutter with nerves. Staying under the blankets felt safer. Softer. Like a buffer.

After a long quiet moment she shifted, then reached back and gently tugged his arm until he understood.

He rolled onto his side and spooned her from behind, his bigger body curling around her smaller one. The second his chest pressed against her back and his arm settled across her waist, something in her unclenched. She loved this feeling more than almost anything — being held by someone taller, stronger, completely surrounding her. It made her feel tiny and protected at the same time.

Jaydene didn’t try to do anything more at first. He just held her, one arm tucked under her head, the other resting lightly over her stomach. They talked in low voices about nothing important — the storm, the animals, how long the power might stay out — while the fire slowly burned down.

It wasn’t really his fault that he got hard.

She felt it happen gradually: the thick length of him pressing more firmly against the curve of her ass through the thin fabric of her panties and his boxer-briefs. He was careful not to grind or push, but there was no hiding it. The heat of him was impossible to ignore.

After a few minutes he spoke near her ear, voice low and rough around the edges.

“Thank you for trusting me with this, Lucy,” he said. “We can keep it fun. No weirdness. If anything feels off, we stop. Right?”

Lucy was quiet for a few seconds, feeling the solid weight of his arm around her and the unmistakable heat of his cock pressed against her ass.

“I hope so, Jay,” she whispered. “But I have to admit… I’ve wondered what this would be like for a while. Way before Luke and I ever talked about it. I’ve always thought you were really hot.”

Jaydene’s breath left him in a slow, controlled exhale against the back of her neck.

“Same here,” he murmured, voice rough. “Longer than I should admit.”

His hand finally moved. It slid up under her T-shirt, warm palm gliding over her stomach, then higher until he cupped one of her breasts. He didn’t squeeze right away — just held her, thumb brushing slowly back and forth across her nipple until it hardened under the thin fabric. Lucy’s breath caught.

He pressed a soft kiss to the side of her neck, then another, higher, until his lips found the shell of her ear. When he spoke again, the words were barely more than a growl.

“I want to take this slow for you. Gentle. But fuck… I’m fighting the urge to rip these panties off and do some really filthy things to you right now.”

Lucy’s cheeks burned, but the heat between her legs flared hotter. She reached back between their bodies, found the thick ridge of him through his boxer-briefs, and gave him a slow, deliberate stroke.

“You don’t have to be that gentle,” she said, voice shaky but clear. “I’m all yours tonight. I’ll try anything once… and a few times if I like it.”

Jaydene’s hand slid fully under her T-shirt, palm warm and sure as he cupped her bare breast. He rolled her gently toward him so they were facing each other on the narrow mattress. The second their mouths met again the kiss turned deeper, hungrier. Lucy made a soft, helpless sound against his lips and opened for him, her fingers curling into the short hair at the back of his neck.

She started to push up, meaning to climb on top of him the way she sometimes did with Luke, but the old flicker of guilt stopped her. She didn’t want to be the one who took that last step. Instead she pulled him over her, guiding his heavier body between her thighs until he settled over her completely.

The thick, hard length of him pressed heavily against her through the thin layers of cotton still between them. It felt bigger than she had imagined — heavy and hot, the shape of him unmistakable even through fabric. Lucy’s breath stuttered.

She reached down, grabbed the hem of her T-shirt, and pulled it off over her head, tossing it somewhere into the dark. The cool air of the room kissed her bare skin for only a second before Jaydene’s mouth was on her again — first her collarbone, then lower. He closed his lips around one nipple and sucked slowly, tongue circling, while his hand cupped the other breast. Lucy arched into him with a quiet moan, her fingers sliding over his shoulders and down his back.

He lifted just enough to shove his boxer-briefs down and kick them off. When he settled back between her legs there was nothing left but the thin, damp fabric of her panties. She could feel every thick inch of him now, skin against cotton, the head of his cock dragging slowly over her clit as he rolled his hips once, testing.

Lucy’s heart was hammering. The last barrier felt terrifyingly thin. One small movement and there would be no undoing it. The thought made her stomach flutter with nerves… and something hotter that she couldn’t deny.

She was already soaked. She could feel how wet she was against him.

Jaydene began kissing lower — across her collarbone, between her breasts, down the soft line of her stomach. Lucy’s fingers tightened in his hair for a second as she realized where he was heading. She almost let him keep going. Luke had always been good with his mouth, and part of her wanted that familiar kind of pleasure right now.

But another part of her, the part that had been growing louder since she first felt him hard against her, didn’t want familiar.

She didn’t want to cum on his tongue and then have to explain later that the real thing still scared her.

She wanted the thing that scared her.

Lucy reached down between them, found the thick, heavy length of him, and wrapped her fingers around it. Or tried to.

Jaydene went still above her.

It was nothing like Luke. Not even close. More like three times his size. Her hand couldn’t close all the way around him, leaving inches between her index finger and thumb, even half-hard. She needed both hands just to stroke the length of him properly, and even there was room for two more hands on the shaft. The weight of it in her palms felt almost unreal — hot, heavy, and so thick she had to squeeze her things to keep her overheated cunt from dribbling down her leg.

A small, nervous sound escaped her.

She had known, intellectually, that he was big. Veronica’s hand gesture. Luke’s stories. But knowing and feeling were two completely different things. Length she could manage — she could take as much or as little as she wanted. Girth was different. There was no half-measure with something this thick. It was all or nothing. Jesus it was thicker than her wrist, more like her upper arm. It would be like being fisted...

Her heart was hammering so hard she could feel it in her throat.

“I don’t know if I can do this, Jay,” she whispered, voice small and shaky in the dark. “You’re… you’re really big.”

Jaydene went still above her, his breath warm against her cheek.

“Why?” he asked softly. “Starting to feel guilty already?”

Lucy let out a short, nervous laugh that was half embarrassment.

“No. Not until you mentioned it.” She swallowed. “You’re just… so freaking big.”

He huffed a quiet laugh against her mouth.

“Gotcha.” His voice was low and rough, but careful. “We can work with that. I’ll go slow. Or you can get on top if you want more control.”

Lucy shook her head, even though he couldn’t really see it in the dark.

“No. I want to try it like this first.”

She kept her hand wrapped around him. Pre-cum was already leaking from the head; she smeared it over the thick crown with her thumb, then down the shaft as far as she could reach. The size of him still made her stomach flip. She shifted her hips, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, and pulled them aside. The cool air of the room hit her for half a second before she guided the blunt head of his cock between her legs.

She was soaked. The first slow drag of him up and down her slit made her breath hitch. She lined him up, then looked up at him in the firelight.

“Okay,” she whispered.

Jaydene leaned down and kissed her as he pressed forward.

The stretch was immediate and intense. Lucy moaned into his mouth, the sound muffled and shaky. Her hands flew to his shoulders, fingers digging in. He was so much thicker than anything she’d ever taken. The head of him alone felt like it might split her open. She forced herself to breathe, to unclench, to let her body open around him instead of fighting it.

He didn’t shove. He just kept a steady, gentle pressure, rocking his hips in tiny increments, letting her wetness ease the way. Every time she tensed he paused, kissed her deeper, waited until she softened again before pushing another fraction deeper.

It was slow. Almost painfully slow. But he never rushed her.

Lucy’s eyes stayed squeezed shut. She could feel every thick inch of him working into her, the burn and the fullness mixing until she couldn’t tell them apart. Outside, the ice kept tapping against the windows. Inside, the only sounds were the soft crack of the fire and the quiet, strained sounds she couldn’t stop making against his mouth.

“Oh… Jay,” she whimpered against his mouth. “That feels… really good. Please don’t stop.”

He didn’t.

Instead of trying to push deeper, he kept the same careful depth — maybe halfway — and started moving with short, steady strokes. The thick head of him rubbed something inside her on every pass, something that made her toes curl. It wasn’t the sharp, focused spark she got from her vibrator. This was deeper, heavier, spreading out through her whole pelvis like warm liquid.

Jaydene groaned low in his throat.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he muttered against her lips, voice rough. “So fucking tight. You’re gonna make me lose it if you keep squeezing me like that.”

Lucy could barely answer. The feeling was building too fast. Every time he rolled his hips the pressure hit that same deep place, and the tingling got stronger, sharper, until it almost scared her. She had never felt anything like this during sex. Not once. Her hands fisted in the sheets. Her thighs started to shake.

“Jay—” she gasped. “I think… I think I’m—”

She didn’t finish the sentence.

The orgasm hit her hard and sudden, rolling up from somewhere deep inside and crashing through her whole body. She cried out into his mouth, hips jerking, walls clamping down around him in hard, rhythmic pulses she couldn’t control. It went on longer than any orgasm she’d ever had with her toy — wave after wave while he kept moving through it, slow and deep enough to keep the pleasure cresting instead of letting it fade.

When it finally started to ease she was shaking, breathless, eyes wet at the corners.

Jaydene had gone completely still above her, breathing hard, clearly fighting not to follow her over.

“Holy shit,” he whispered. “Did you just…?”

Lucy could only nod, still trying to catch her breath, completely stunned.

She came down from it panting, chest heaving like she’d just sprinted. Her whole body felt loose and oversensitive at the same time. She stared up at the dark ceiling, completely stunned.

She had no idea what had just happened.

Luke had been inside her hundreds of times. Hundreds. And nothing even close to that had ever occurred. Not once. The pleasure had come from somewhere deep she didn’t even know existed, and it had wrecked her in the best possible way. She was still trembling.

Jaydene was still hard inside her, thick and unmoving, waiting. She could feel every pulse of him.

“Oh my God,” she breathed. “Whatever you just did to me… can we do that again?”

He didn’t answer with words. He just smiled against her mouth and started moving again — slow, deliberate strokes that stayed deep enough to keep rubbing that same hidden place. He didn’t try to force more of himself into her yet. He just worked what was already inside, rolling his hips in a steady rhythm that made her breath catch on every pass.

When he finally pushed a little deeper, Lucy’s eyes flew open.

That was new. That was past anything she’d ever felt before. The head of him was pressing against something that made her whole lower body light up. It was almost too much, almost scary in how good it felt.

“Oh—shit—” she gasped. Her legs tightened around him. “Jay… I’m… I’m gonna—”

The second orgasm slammed into her harder than the first. Her back arched off the mattress. A string of broken, filthy words spilled out of her mouth without her permission — things she never said, never even thought. Her nails dug into his shoulders as her body clenched around him in hard, helpless waves. She couldn’t stop the sounds. She couldn’t stop anything.

Jaydene held her through it, still moving, still deep, riding out every spasm until she finally collapsed back onto the mattress, shaking and wrecked and completely speechless.

Outside, the ice kept tapping against the windows like applause.

When the last waves finally faded, Lucy lay there trembling, lungs burning, mind a mess of everything at once.

Pleasure was the loudest — thick, stunned, almost disbelieving. She had never felt anything like that. Not even close. Then came the guilt, sharp and sudden: this wasn’t her husband. She had just come harder for another man than she ever had for Luke, and she hadn’t even meant to. It had just… happened. A flicker of anger followed right behind it — at Luke, for never once making her feel this way in six years. And then, almost immediately, the familiar people-pleaser guilt: she was making this all about herself while Jaydene was still hard and unfinished inside her.

She swallowed, still breathing hard.

“You didn’t finish, did you?”

“Not yet,” he said, voice rough. He brushed a damp strand of hair off her forehead. “I’m pretty sure a few more minutes inside my new girlfriend will take care of that.”

The word girlfriend made something warm and dangerous flutter in her chest. She smiled despite herself, reached between them, and guided the thick, slick head of him back to her entrance.

“Yes,” she whispered. “I think it might.”

It was easier this time — her body already knew the shape of him — but there was still no getting around the size. He was easily twice as thick as Luke. The stretch burned in the best way as he sank back into her, slow and steady, until she was full again. She loved the feeling more than she wanted to admit. A traitorous little thought slipped through before she could stop it:

This is what a real man feels like.

She immediately scolded herself for it, but the thought stayed, hot and guilty, while he worked deeper.

Within a couple of minutes he was pressing against her cervix — a strange, intense pressure she’d never felt before. It made her gasp every time the head kissed that spot.

“Fuck me however you want, Jay,” she breathed, wrapping her legs higher around him. “I want you to feel good too.”

He gave a low, almost pained laugh and started moving faster, longer strokes that bottomed out every time.

“Don’t worry, baby girl. It already feels fucking amazing.” His voice was tight. “You’re tighter than anyone I’ve ever been with. Don’t tell Veronica that.”

Lucy could only moan in answer. She was enjoying being taken like this just as much as he was enjoying taking her. The wet, heavy sound of him moving inside her filled the quiet room. Outside the ice kept tapping. Inside, Jaydene’s breathing grew rougher, his thrusts deeper, more urgent.

She felt him start to swell even thicker.

He was close.

Jaydene’s breath was hot against her ear, his thrusts growing sharper, less controlled.

“Is it safe?” he managed, voice strained. “Can I cum inside you?”

Lucy didn’t even hesitate. The idea of him pulling out right now felt wrong.

“I think so,” she whispered. “I’m on the pill. Please… fuck me hard and fill me up.”

That was all he needed.

He drove into her deeper, faster, the wet slap of skin against skin filling the quiet room. Lucy clung to him, moaning with every heavy thrust, the thick head of him battering that deep place that still made her see stars. She could feel him swelling even bigger, the rhythm faltering.

Then he groaned — low and broken — and buried himself to the hilt.

The first hot pulse of him inside her triggered something immediate and fierce. Lucy’s third orgasm rolled through her hard, not as shattering as the last one but somehow sweeter, deeper, because she could feel him emptying into her at the same time. Wave after wave of thick heat flooded her while her body clenched around him, milking every spurt. She gasped his name against his shoulder, legs locked around his waist, holding him as deep as he could go.

Jaydene didn’t pull out.

He stayed buried inside her, arms tight around her smaller body, hips giving tiny, involuntary twitches as the last of his cum pulsed into her. They stayed like that for a long time, breathing hard, the only movement the slow flex of him still half-hard and soaking in the mess he’d made.

Lucy closed her eyes and just felt it.

This was nothing like the quick, polite finishes she was used to with Luke — the soft apology, the careful withdrawal, the quiet rolling away. Jaydene was still fully inside her, heavy and warm, making no move to leave. It made her feel claimed. Wanted. Like he wasn’t done with her yet.

She liked it more than she knew how to say.

They stayed locked together for several quiet minutes, just breathing. The fire had settled into a low, steady glow. Outside, the ice kept up its soft, relentless tapping.

Lucy shifted her hips experimentally and felt him still thick and hard inside her.

“Is that… not going to get soft?” she asked, half-laughing, half-amazed.

Jaydene chuckled against her neck, the sound low and pleased.

“Not as long as you keep massaging it with that tight little married pussy,” he said, giving her a slow, deliberate flex that made her gasp.

She laughed, the sound breathy and a little embarrassed.

“Sorry. Not sorry.”

He kissed the side of her throat, still buried deep.

Lucy closed her eyes, letting the full, heavy feeling settle into her bones. She couldn’t believe how well the first time had gone. She’d expected pain, awkwardness, maybe disappointment. Instead she’d come three times and still wanted more. She already knew she’d be sore in the morning, but the thought barely registered as a problem.

“Honestly, Jay…” she whispered. “That was pretty fucking incredible. A girl could get hooked on that.”

She wasn’t saying it to flatter him. She meant every word. Even before he pulled out of her she was already wondering when they could do it again, and what else he might show her.

Jaydene lifted his head just enough to look at her in the firelight. His expression was serious under the lingering heat.

“I hope you want to keep doing this long after your husband gets back,” he said quietly. “I can even teach you how to make him the one asking me to take care of you… instead of you having to ask permission every time.”

Lucy’s stomach fluttered at the idea.

“I’d love it if you could,” she admitted. “I wouldn’t want to feel like a slut for asking him too much.”

He smiled against her mouth and kissed her slow and deep, still making no move to leave her body.

This had been a perfect first time, she realized. Dark enough that she didn’t have to feel self-conscious about being fully naked in front of him yet. Quiet enough that there were no distractions. Just the two of them, the fire, and the storm sealing them in.

It had simply… worked.

Lucy took a slow breath, still feeling him thick and warm inside her. The words just… came out.

“Thank you, Jaydene,” she whispered. “That was really incredible. I’ve never even orgasmed from intercourse before tonight. And you made me cum over and over.”

Jaydene went completely still.

“Wait… what?” He lifted his head so he could see her face in the firelight. “Never?”

She shook her head, a little embarrassed now that she’d said it out loud.

“Never. Not once. Luke says that’s why he wanted me to try someone bigger. We both kind of wondered if the problem was him… or me.”

Jaydene stared at her for a long second, clearly processing.

“Well,” he said quietly, a small, almost stunned smile tugging at his mouth, “I guess you just got your answer.”

Lucy’s cheeks heated. She reached up and touched his face, suddenly worried.

“Please don’t tell him I told you that,” she begged softly. “It’s not his fault. I don’t know how embarrassed he’d be if he knew I said it out loud. I don’t want to hurt him.”

Jaydene’s expression softened. He leaned down and kissed her once, slow and gentle.

“I won’t say a word,” he promised. “But just so you know… some cuckold husbands actually get off on hearing that kind of thing. The size stuff. The performance stuff. You’ll have to figure out if Luke’s one of them.”

Jaydene stayed buried inside her, one hand slowly stroking up and down her side. He was quiet for a while, clearly thinking.

“Am I a bad person,” he asked eventually, voice low against her ear, “for hoping we stay stuck here alone for a few more days?”

Lucy let out a soft, breathy laugh. She shifted her hips just enough to feel him still thick and deep.

“I hope not,” she whispered. “Because I’m having the exact same thoughts.” She hesitated, then added the part that had been sitting in her chest since the second orgasm. “I just… I don’t know how Luke can really stay as cool as he said he would. Not once he finds out how much better you fuck me.”

Jaydene’s hand stilled on her waist for a second. Then he gave a low, almost lazy chuckle and pressed a kiss to the side of her neck.

“After listening to me fuck his ex-girlfriend through those thin walls for a couple of weeks,” he murmured, “I’m pretty sure he already knows exactly how much better I can fuck you.”

Lucy’s stomach flipped at the reminder. She didn’t answer right away. She just tightened her legs around him a little and kept him right where he was, not ready to let the full, claimed feeling go yet.

They stayed locked together a little longer, trading slow, lazy kisses while their breathing finally evened out. Eventually Jaydene started to ease back. He pulled out of her with deliberate care, inch by thick inch.

The second the head of him slipped free, a heavy gush of warm cum followed. Lucy felt it immediately — a thick rush that spilled out of her and ran down the cleft of her ass in a steady stream. She’d assumed he hadn’t cum that much because nothing had leaked while he was still inside her. Apparently he’d just been plugged so tightly that none of it could escape until now.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, half-laughing, half-stunned.

Jaydene looked down between them, watching the mess he was making of her. A slow, satisfied smile curved his mouth.

“Yeah,” he said quietly. “That’s… a lot.”

Lucy reached down with careful fingers. Cum was already pooling on the sheet beneath her, warm and sticky. When she brought her hand back up, her fingers were coated.

“Damn, Jaydene,” she said, voice soft with genuine surprise. “You cum a lot.”

He gave a low, almost sheepish chuckle and leaned down to kiss the corner of her mouth.

“Usually not that much,” he admitted. “I can’t remember the last time I came that hard.”

The simple honesty of it made something warm flutter in her chest. It was the best compliment she’d received in a long time.

Curious and still a little dazed, she slipped two fingers inside herself. She was wet and slick and noticeably looser than she’d been an hour ago — soft and open in a way that felt both foreign and addictive. She scooped out a little of his cum, brought her fingers to her lips, and tasted him without thinking too hard about it. Salty, slightly sweet, thick.

She looked up at him, cheeks flushed.

“Did you… stretch me permanently?” she asked, half-teasing, half-actually worried.

Jaydene laughed, the sound warm and rough. He settled back down beside her, one heavy thigh sliding between hers.

“You’ll go back to normal,” he said. “Eventually.” Then he leaned in closer, voice dropping. “But if you want… we can do this often enough that you never get the chance to tighten all the way back up.”

Lucy lay there for a moment, staring up at the dark ceiling while his cum slowly leaked out of her and soaked into the sheet beneath her ass. The thought of one of their spouses putting a stop to this already made her chest feel tight.

“That would be amazing,” she said quietly. “But I’m sure one of them is going to find a reason to shut this down eventually.” She paused, then added the part that had been quietly bothering her since the second she came down from her last orgasm. “If I had sex with Luke right now… I’m not even sure I’d be able to feel him.”

Jaydene was quiet for a second. Then he let out a low, satisfied sound and pressed a slow kiss to her shoulder.

“Well,” he said, “that’s one of the reasons I plan on being inside you every chance I get until one of them gets home and tries to put a stop to this.”

Lucy turned her head and looked at him in the firelight. She didn’t smile, but she didn’t look away either.

“I like that plan,” she admitted.

Jaydene studied her face for a moment, then sighed and gently pulled out of her. He sat up on the edge of the mattress.

“Speaking of them,” he said, reaching for his clothes, “I should probably fire up the generator and see if we can get a signal on the satellite internet. They’re probably watching the news and freaking out.”

Lucy didn’t move right away. The thought of talking to Luke tonight — while she was still naked, still leaking Jaydene’s cum, still sore and stretched and thoroughly fucked — made her stomach twist. She hadn’t even considered calling him until now. She’d been planning to wait until morning, when she at least had a chance to feel like herself again.

Logically she knew she should check in. But the idea of hearing her husband’s voice while she was still full of another man’s cum felt… wrong. Too far. Too slutty.

Jaydene stood and started getting dressed. He threw another log on the fire, grabbed the flashlight, and headed toward the garage to start the generator. While he worked on getting power to the satellite equipment and clearing ice off the antenna, Lucy slowly sat up.

She winced a little at the tenderness between her legs, then reached for the box of tissues on the nightstand. She cleaned herself up as best she could in the low light, wiping away the mess that kept leaking out of her no matter how many times she tried. When she was reasonably presentable, she pulled on a pair of soft lounge pants and an oversized sweatshirt. No bra. No makeup. Just enough to feel like a person again instead of a freshly fucked mess.

Even then, the thought of getting on a video call with Luke made her feel exposed in a way that had nothing to do with the storm.

Lucy sat on the edge of the twin mattress in the dark living room, staring at her phone while Jaydene worked on getting the generator running outside. Her body still felt warm and loose in a way that made her feel obvious. She could still feel traces of him leaking out of her, slow and steady, every time she shifted.

When the generator finally kicked on and the satellite equipment came to life, she hesitated before dialing Luke. She knew he’d be worried. She also knew she wasn’t ready to talk to him.

He picked up on the second ring.

“Lucy? Hey. You okay?” His voice was tight with concern. “I’ve been trying to reach you for hours. I even called Veronica to see if she’d heard anything.”

Lucy closed her eyes for a second.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” she said, trying to sound normal. “Power went out a while ago. We’re okay though. Just been dealing with the storm.”

Luke let out a breath of relief, but it didn’t last long.

“Can we switch to video?” he asked. “I want to see you.”

Lucy’s stomach dropped. She glanced down at herself — oversized sweatshirt, no bra, hair a mess, face still flushed and slightly damp from everything that had just happened on the mattress. She looked like she’d been thoroughly fucked, because she had.

She didn’t have a good reason to say no.

“Okay,” she said quietly.

She accepted the video call and angled the phone so only her face and the top of her shoulders were visible. The firelight behind her cast everything in a warm, flickering glow.

Luke’s face appeared on the screen. He studied her for a second, brow furrowing.

“Babe… what were you doing? You look like you just got done with a workout or something. Your face is all red.”

Lucy forced a small laugh and brushed her hair back with her free hand.

“Sorry. We were outside checking on the animals and getting the generator going. It’s icy as hell out there. Not exactly easy work.”

Luke didn’t answer right away. He kept looking at her, like he was trying to read something in her face.

Lucy felt the lie sit heavy in her chest. She hated how natural it had come out. She also knew that if Luke ever found out what had actually happened tonight, this moment would probably make everything worse.

Jaydene came back inside quietly, carrying another armful of wood. He glanced at her on the call but didn’t say anything, just moved toward the woodstove like nothing was unusual.

Luke’s eyes flicked toward the movement on Lucy’s end of the screen.

“Is Jaydene still there?”

“Yeah,” Lucy said, keeping her voice light. “He’s been helping with everything. We figured it made more sense for him to stay here instead of trying to heat two houses.”

Luke nodded slowly, but the look on his face didn’t fully relax.

Lucy kept the call short after that. She told him they were being careful with the generator fuel and that she’d check in again in the morning. When she finally ended the call, she sat there for a long moment with the phone in her lap, staring into the fire.

She felt like shit.

Not because of what she’d done with Jaydene. Because of how easy it had been to lie to her husband while she could still feel another man’s cum slowly leaking out of her.

Lucy sat there for a long moment after ending the call, the phone still warm in her hand. She felt guilty, but she also knew this wasn’t the time for a long-distance fight. What was done was done. They’d already had sex. Multiple times. Adding a few more rounds tonight wasn’t going to change the fact that she’d crossed the line. Right now, all she wanted was one full, uninterrupted night with Jaydene before the real world came crashing back in.

Jaydene’s call with Veronica had been even shorter. She was worried about the roads and power situation, but she wasn’t pushing to come home early. When he hung up, he looked over at Lucy and gave her a small, knowing smile.

“Veronica says hi,” he said.

Lucy managed a quiet laugh, but it didn’t reach her eyes.

Neither of them wanted to stay on the phones any longer than necessary. They used the excuse of saving generator fuel, and it wasn’t entirely a lie. But the real reason was simpler: they both wanted to get back to what they’d been doing before the calls interrupted them.

Jaydene shut the generator down and wheeled it back into the garage. The sudden silence that followed felt absolute. No hum of appliances. No distant traffic. No phones buzzing. Just the soft crackle of the woodstove and the steady, icy tapping against the windows. It was strange how quickly the outside world had disappeared. For the first time all night, Lucy felt like they were truly alone — cut off from everything and everyone.

She didn’t hate the feeling.

While Jaydene brought in one last armful of wood, Lucy lit the gas stove and set a pot of water on to heat. She found two clean towels and a bar of soap, then opened a couple of cans of soup and set them to warm on the back burner. The domestic routine felt oddly grounding after everything that had happened on the mattress.

Jaydene came back inside, stamping snow off his boots, and watched her for a moment from the doorway. The firelight caught the side of his face. He looked bigger in the small space. More present.

Lucy didn’t say anything. She just kept stirring the soup, aware of his eyes on her, aware that her body was still sore and marked from him, and aware that she had no intention of stopping anytime soon.

They sat on the floor in front of the woodstove with their bowls of soup, the fire casting long shadows across the living room. The soup wasn’t great — just canned chicken noodle warmed on the gas stove — but it was hot and filling, and that was enough for now.

Lucy watched Jaydene for a moment, then smiled around her spoon.

“I’d do some really dirty stuff for a long, hot shower right about now.”

Jaydene glanced over at her, one eyebrow raised. A slow grin spread across his face.

“I’m pretty sure you’re gonna do some dirty stuff without one.”

Lucy laughed under her breath and shook her head, but she didn’t argue.

They finished the soup in comfortable silence, the only sounds the crackle of the fire and the steady tapping of ice against the windows. When they were done, Jaydene stood and opened the woodstove door to load it for the night. He crouched in front of it, carefully stacking the split logs inside.

Lucy watched him from where she sat on the mattress. The firelight caught the line of his shoulders and the way his forearms flexed as he worked. She couldn’t help herself.

“I really like how you shove your wood in there,” she said, deadpan. “I never knew it could take that much.”

Jaydene paused mid-motion. He turned his head slowly and looked at her over his shoulder, clearly fighting a smile.

“Yeah,” he said. “Luke probably never fills it more than half full, I guess.”

Lucy’s eyes went wide. She let out a loud, surprised snort-laugh that she immediately tried to smother with her hand.

“Oh my God—stop.”

Jaydene closed the stove door, stood up, and turned to face her fully. The look on his face had shifted — still amused, but darker now. More intent.

“That’s the last time you get to say ‘stop’ tonight, young lady.”

Lucy’s stomach flipped. The playful energy in the room had changed in an instant. She could feel it in the way he was looking at her, in the quiet that had settled between them.

She didn’t say anything back. She just held his gaze and waited to see what he would do next.

They tidied up what little there was to tidy — empty soup bowls stacked by the sink, the last of the candles blown out. The only light left in the room came from the low, steady glow of the woodstove. Jaydene had already stripped down to nothing when he climbed back under the blankets. Lucy had slipped her T-shirt and panties back on while he was dealing with the fire.

He noticed immediately.

“You’re not going to need those, ma’am,” he said, voice low.

Lucy gave him a small, teasing smile from where she sat on the edge of the mattress.

“If you want them off,” she replied, “you’ll have to take them off yourself.”

Jaydene’s mouth curved into a slow grin.

“Challenge accepted.”

He moved faster than she expected. One moment she was sitting up, the next he had her flipped onto her stomach with almost no effort. His size made it easy — he simply used his weight and leverage to pin her down, one big hand pressing between her shoulder blades while his thighs bracketed hers. She squirmed half-heartedly, more out of instinct than any real desire to escape, but she wasn’t going anywhere.

Jaydene shifted so he was straddling the backs of her thighs, facing toward her feet. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and dragged them down slowly, stopping just below the curve of her ass. Then he paused.

For a long moment, he didn’t do anything else.

The firelight painted her skin in warm gold and soft shadow. Her ass was small but firm, the kind of shape that came from moving around the farm all day rather than any deliberate exercise. It suited her perfectly — feminine, but strong. He ran his palm over one cheek, then slid his fingers between them, dragging down until he reached her smooth, bare pussy.

She was soaked.

His fingers came away wet, and he made a low, appreciative sound in the back of his throat.

“Fuck,” he muttered, almost to himself.

Lucy stayed quiet, her face turned to the side on the pillow, breathing a little faster now. She could feel how exposed she was like this — panties halfway down, ass presented to him, his fingers exploring without any rush.

Jaydene didn’t move to take her panties the rest of the way off yet. He just kept looking, one hand resting possessively on her lower back while the other traced slow, lazy lines between her legs, spreading her wetness.

Jaydene paused for a moment, his hand resting on the curve of her ass. He’d noticed earlier that she was completely smooth — not a trace of stubble. It made him wonder. She hadn’t known for sure this was going to happen tonight, had she? Or had she shaved just in case?

He didn’t ask. Instead, he slid two fingers between her legs and rubbed her slowly, spreading her wetness up over her clit. Lucy made a quiet, helpless sound into the pillow and pushed back against his hand without meaning to.

That was all the answer he needed.

He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and dragged them the rest of the way down her legs, tossing them aside. Then he shifted his position, turning so he was facing the same direction she was. He lowered his body over hers, his chest against her back, and let his cock rest in the cleft of her ass. He rocked his hips once, sliding the thick length of it up and down between her cheeks, not trying to enter her yet — just letting her feel how hard he was.

Lucy stayed still beneath him, breathing faster now.

Jaydene reached under her, slid both hands beneath her T-shirt, and cupped her breasts. He squeezed them firmly, thumbs brushing over her nipples until they tightened under his touch. She moaned again, softer this time.

He shifted his hips and let the head of his cock drag down until it was resting right against her entrance. He pressed forward just enough for the thick head to part her lips and nudge inside — barely an inch. Lucy’s breath caught.

Before she could react, he let go of her breasts, grabbed the hem of her T-shirt with both hands, and yanked it up and over her head in one quick motion.

“I win,” he said, voice low and amused against her ear.

Lucy didn’t give him time to react.

She planted her hands on the mattress, twisted her hips sharply, and used the same half-remembered wrestling move she’d learned in junior high to buck him off balance. Jaydene let out a surprised grunt as she rolled him onto his back. Before he could recover, she swung a leg over and straddled him.

She reached down between them, wrapped her hand around his cock, and rubbed the thick head along her slit. She was still wet from earlier — slick enough that it didn’t take long before she was coating him in her arousal. Most of her earlier nervousness had burned off. She wanted this.

Lucy positioned him at her entrance and slowly sank down.

Even though this was the third time tonight, the stretch still made her breath catch. She had to work him in gradually — rocking her hips, pausing when it felt like too much, then easing down another inch. Jaydene stayed still beneath her, hands resting on her thighs, letting her set the pace. By the time she finally took all of him, her thighs were trembling and she felt impossibly full.

She stayed there for a moment, breathing through it, adjusting to the deep pressure inside her.

Jaydene looked up at her in the firelight, clearly impressed.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “You’re taking me so well.”

Lucy didn’t answer. She was too focused on how to move.

She experimented, rolling her hips in small circles until she found the angle that made that deep, electric spot light up again. Once she had it, she started to lift and sink in a slow, deliberate rhythm, grinding down each time she bottomed out. It felt different from when he was on top — more control, more pressure exactly where she needed it.

Jaydene’s hands tightened on her hips as he watched her figure it out. He didn’t take over. He just let her ride him, eyes dark and appreciative in the low light.

Lucy braced her hands on his chest and kept moving, chasing that feeling, learning exactly how to use his size for her own pleasure.

She kept riding him, finding a rhythm that made her breath come shorter with every roll of her hips. Jaydene’s hands stayed on her breasts, squeezing them firmly, thumbs dragging over her nipples until they ached. The combination of the deep pressure inside her and the rough attention to her chest pushed her higher faster than she expected.

Her thighs started to tremble first. Then her whole body followed. She tried to keep moving, but the pleasure hit too hard. Her rhythm broke into short, desperate little jerks as the orgasm rolled through her. She shook above him, mouth open, a low, broken sound escaping her throat while her walls clenched tight around him in hard pulses.

Jaydene held her through it, one hand sliding down to grip her hip and steady her until the shaking finally eased.

When she was mostly coherent again, he sat up and lifted her off him in one smooth motion. Before she could catch her breath, he flipped her onto her stomach and moved behind her. He pushed her thighs apart with his knees, gripped her hips, and dragged her back toward him.

This time there was less patience.

He lined up and pushed back inside her in one long, steady thrust. Lucy gasped into the pillow. The angle felt completely different — deeper, heavier. Jaydene didn’t give her time to adjust. Once he was buried to the hilt, he started moving with harder, sharper strokes, the wet sound of skin meeting skin filling the quiet room.

Every thrust made her ass ripple and forced a small sound out of her. The steady, rhythmic slap of his hips against her was loud in the dark house. If anyone had been close enough to hear it, there would have been no mistaking what was happening.

Lucy gripped the sheets and tried to stay quiet, but it was useless. She could feel every thick inch of him dragging against that same deep spot on every stroke, and her body was already climbing again.

Jaydene kept up a steady, deep rhythm, his hips slapping against her ass with every thrust. One of his hands slid up her back and pressed between her shoulder blades, pinning her upper body to the mattress while he fucked her.

“You know,” he said, voice low and rough, “this is my favorite breeding position.”

Lucy made a small, helpless sound into the pillow.

He kept moving, long strokes that bottomed out every time.

“This might be a good one to show Luke when we put on a show for him,” he continued. “Then you can make him eat you out right after.”

It was hard to think, let alone speak, with him filling her like this. Lucy tried to lift her head enough to answer.

“You… you think he’d actually watch us?” she managed, the words shaky.

Jaydene didn’t slow down. If anything, he fucked her a little deeper.

“Absolutely,” he said. “Some couples are too embarrassed to let the husband watch in the same room. But if it’s the only choice you give him… he’ll take it.”

Lucy’s fingers curled into the sheets. The thought of Luke watching — really watching — sent a confusing rush of heat through her, tangled up with something heavier.

“I don’t want to break his heart,” she said, quieter now. “Or be mean to him. I do love him.”

Jaydene’s hand smoothed down her back, almost gentle for a moment.

“I know you do,” he said. “That’s not what this has to be about.”

He leaned over her, chest brushing her back, and slowed his thrusts just enough for her to catch her breath.

Jaydene kept fucking her in steady, deep strokes, his hips meeting her ass with a wet, rhythmic sound.

“A lot of cuckold husbands get off on that shit,” he said, voice low and rough. “Watching. Being denied. Being made to clean up.” He paused for a second, then added, “Besides… he’s the reason you’ve never had a real orgasm. That’s not your fault.”

Lucy moaned into the pillow, her fingers tightening in the sheets.

“I do need this,” she admitted, voice small and shaky. “A lot.”

“Then lay down the rules when he gets home,” Jaydene said, not slowing down. “Tell him how often you need my cock before he’s even allowed to touch you.”

Lucy let out a breathless, half-laughing sound.

“I was worried about Luke getting jealous,” she said, “but it sounds like you’re the one who doesn’t want to share me.”

Jaydene’s hand slid up her back and pressed firmly between her shoulder blades, pinning her down as he drove into her harder.

“The alpha of the pack doesn’t share,” he said, and there was no humor in his voice this time.

Lucy didn’t answer right away. She just closed her eyes and let him fuck her.

It did sound a little douchey. But with the way he was stretching her open and the deep, heavy way he was hitting that spot inside her, she couldn’t really argue with him either.

Jaydene’s rhythm started to break. His hands gripped her ass hard, fingers digging into the soft flesh as he drove into her with short, urgent thrusts. He pushed as deep as he could go and held there, grinding the head of his cock firmly against the end of her tunnel like he was trying to force his way even further inside.

“Fuck—gonna fill you up,” he growled, voice rough and low.

Lucy knew exactly what he was doing. The breeding position. The way he was pressing so deep. The thought of him trying to put his cum straight into her womb sent a sharp, unexpected spike of heat through her. Her body clenched around him hard, and before she could even process it, she was cumming again — a softer, rolling orgasm that made her moan into the pillow and push back against him.

Jaydene groaned loudly as he started to cum. She felt every thick pulse of it, hot and heavy, flooding deep inside her. He stayed buried to the hilt, hips jerking in small, involuntary movements as he emptied himself. Lucy reached back between her legs and gently cupped his balls, feeling them draw up as he finished. She held him there, wanting every drop he had to give her.

When he was finally done, he didn’t pull out. Instead he wrapped an arm around her waist and rolled them both onto their sides, keeping himself buried inside her. He stayed pressed tight against her back, one hand sliding up to roughly squeeze her breasts while his cock flexed and twitched, still slowly pumping the last of his cum into her.

Lucy closed her eyes and just felt it — the fullness, the warmth, the way he refused to leave her body. She gently stroked his balls again, almost soothingly, and felt him give one last weak pulse in response.

She thought he might finally soften and slip out, but after a minute he started kissing the back of her neck. His hips began to move again — slow, lazy strokes that kept him deep inside her.

Lucy smiled into the pillow.

“Still not done with me?” she asked, voice soft and a little dazed.

Jaydene’s mouth curved against her shoulder.

“Just getting started.”

He kept fucking her slowly, almost gently now, like he was enjoying the mess he’d made inside her. Lucy let out a quiet, satisfied sigh and pushed back to meet his shallow thrusts.

“You know you’re ruining me for my husband, right?” she said after a moment.

Jaydene was quiet for a few seconds, still moving inside her.

“A little competition might make him step up his game,” he said eventually. “Or… you could just tell him this pussy belongs to me now.”

Lucy didn’t answer right away. She reached back and rested her hand on his hip, keeping him close.

“It’s definitely all yours for now,” she admitted quietly.

They stayed on their sides, moving slowly and lazily for another twenty minutes or so. Jaydene’s thrusts were unhurried now, almost gentle, like he was simply enjoying the feeling of being inside her. Lucy kept her hand resting on his hip, holding him close, occasionally pushing back to meet him.

Eventually his rhythm changed. His arm tightened around her waist and he pulled her hard against his body, burying himself as deep as he could go. Lucy felt the head of his cock press firmly against the end of her, stretching her in a way that made her gasp. Jaydene groaned low against the back of her neck and started to cum again, pulsing thick and hot inside her in long, heavy spurts.

“Fuck… that was deep,” Lucy breathed once he finally stilled.

Jaydene let out a rough, satisfied sound and pressed a kiss to her shoulder.

“Did you get your whole cock inside me?” she asked, half-curious, half-dazed.

He gave a quiet, tired laugh.

“Not quite. I’ll probably need to fuck you a couple more weeks to stretch you out enough.”

Lucy smiled into the pillow.

“Deal.”

They didn’t move after that. Jaydene stayed buried inside her, one heavy arm draped over her waist, his breathing slowly evening out. Lucy lay there feeling the warmth of him, the slow softening that never quite happened, and the steady drip of his cum leaking out around where they were joined.

At some point, without either of them deciding to, they both drifted off.

Lucy woke sometime later to the sound of a branch snapping outside.

The fire had burned low, casting the room in deep shadow. For a moment she wasn’t sure what had woken her. Then she felt it — the heavy, unmistakable weight of Jaydene still inside her. He’d softened some, but he hadn’t slipped out. She could feel the slow, sticky leak of his cum between her thighs and the way her body had molded around him while they slept.

Luke could never do that. He always slipped out within minutes, no matter how they positioned themselves.

She lay very still, listening. Every so often she heard another sharp crack in the distance as another limb gave way under the weight of the ice. The storm wasn’t letting up. If anything, it sounded worse than it had earlier.

Lucy stared into the dark, one hand resting lightly on Jaydene’s forearm where it was wrapped around her. She knew this was going to get bad before it got better. The roads would be impassable for days. The power could be out for a week or more. People were going to lose trees, roofs, maybe worse.

But right now, in this moment, she couldn’t bring herself to feel afraid.

She had Jaydene here. Warm, solid, and still inside her like he had no intention of going anywhere. For the first time since the power went out, she felt safe.

A small, dark thought drifted through her mind as she listened to another branch break somewhere out in the trees:

A lot of babies are probably going to be born in about nine months because of this storm.

Even with the sound of branches snapping outside and the knowledge that the storm was still raging, Lucy felt safer than she had in a long time. Jaydene’s body was warm and solid against her back, one heavy arm draped over her waist, and he was still inside her — thick and heavy, keeping her stretched open even in his sleep. She could feel the slow, steady leak of his cum between her thighs, and instead of making her feel dirty, it made her feel claimed. Wanted.

She closed her eyes, let out a slow breath, and drifted back to sleep with surprising ease, her boyfriend’s cock still nestled deep inside her cum-filled pussy.


Saturday Morning 


Lucy woke first.

The fire had burned low during the night, and the room was cold enough that she could see her breath in faint white puffs. The first thing she noticed was that Jaydene was no longer inside her. The second was the mess — she could feel dried cum on her thighs and the sheets beneath her were stiff and sticky.

Her first instinct was to wake him and tell him to get the fire going again. But that felt like something a wife would do, not a girlfriend. So instead, she stayed quiet and slowly crawled farther under the blankets until she found him.

He was still mostly soft. She hesitated for only a second before leaning in and dragging her tongue along the length of his shaft. The taste of both of them hit her immediately — her own dried arousal mixed with the faint salt of his cum.

She licked him clean with slow, deliberate strokes, then took the soft head into her mouth and began to suck. Within seconds she felt him start to thicken against her tongue. The feeling of him growing hard in her mouth sent another unexpected rush of heat through her. She was getting wet. Actually wet. Just from having his cock in her mouth.

That had never happened before.

Blowjobs had always been something she endured — a quick, slightly unpleasant obligation she performed a few times a year to keep Luke happy. She had never once gotten turned on by it. Never once felt herself getting slick between the legs while doing it. But here she was, sucking Jaydene’s cock in the freezing dark, and her body was clearly responding.

She took him deeper, using her hand at the base the way she knew men liked, and felt herself clench inside when he groaned above her. The sound went straight between her legs. She was getting messier by the second, her thighs pressing together under the blankets as she worked her mouth over him.

When she felt him start to swell and twitch against her tongue, she knew he was close. A small, rational part of her brain told her to pull off now. She hated the taste. She always had. She could finish him with her hand and avoid the whole thing.

But Jaydene’s hand had found the back of her head under the blankets. His fingers tightened in her hair — not forcing, but holding her there with quiet certainty.

Lucy hesitated for half a second.

Then she stayed.

When he came, it was thick and heavy, pulsing against the back of her tongue in long, hot spurts. The taste flooded her mouth immediately — bitter, strong, overwhelming. She had to fight the urge to gag as her mouth filled faster than she could swallow. Her eyes watered. For one panicked second she thought she might actually choke on it.

But she didn’t pull away.

She stayed right where she was, lips sealed around him, and forced herself to swallow. Once. Twice. Three times. Each gulp made her stomach turn a little, but she kept going until he stopped pulsing. Even then, she stayed on him for a few extra seconds, breathing hard through her nose, until she was sure she had taken everything.

When she finally pulled off, her mouth felt coated. She could still taste him on the back of her tongue. And between her legs, she was soaked.

Lucy lay there for a moment in the dark, stunned by what she had just done. She had wanted to swallow. Not because she liked the taste — she didn’t. But because some part of her had needed to finish what she started. Because letting him hold her there and choosing not to pull away had felt… right. In a way that confused her.

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and stayed under the blankets a little longer, trying to understand why her body was still humming with arousal after doing something she had always hated.

Lucy stayed under the blankets for a few extra seconds after she was done, catching her breath and trying to process what she had just done. When she finally crawled back up, her face was flushed and her hair was messy. She wiped the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand and looked at Jaydene.

He was watching her with a slow, appreciative smile.

“Damn, girl,” he said, voice still rough with sleep. “That was fucking hot. You swallowed every drop.”

Lucy felt her cheeks burn even hotter. She gave a small, slightly self-conscious laugh and pulled the blanket up over her bare chest.

“Thank you, Sir,” she said, trying to keep her tone light. Then, after a short pause, she added more quietly, “I don’t usually do that.”

Jaydene raised an eyebrow, clearly curious.

Lucy looked down at the blanket for a second before meeting his eyes again.

“I never do that for Luke,” she admitted. “I’ve only ever swallowed for him a couple of times, and even then I hated it. I usually just… finish him with my hand or let him finish on me.”

She gave a small shrug, looking almost embarrassed by the confession.

“I don’t know why I did it just now. I almost pulled off, but…” She trailed off, not sure how to finish the sentence.

Jaydene studied her for a moment, then reached out and gently brushed a strand of hair away from her face.

“Well,” he said, voice low, “I’m not complaining.”

Lucy let out a soft breath and gave him a small smile.

“Good. Because I’m still freezing my tits off.” She nodded toward the woodstove. “If you want more of that later, you should probably get the fire going before I turn into an ice cube.”

Jaydene laughed quietly and sat up, stretching his arms over his head.

“Message received.”

As soon as Jaydene got the fire going and added a couple more logs, Lucy reached out from under the blankets and grabbed his wrist.

“Come back here,” she said, tugging him toward her. “I’m cold.”

Jaydene smiled and let her pull him back down onto the mattress. The second he was close enough, she pushed him onto his back and climbed on top of him, straddling his hips. She wasn’t actually that cold anymore — not after what she’d just done under the blankets — but she was feeling strangely empty. It had only been a few hours since he’d last been inside her, but her body was already craving the feeling of being stretched and filled again.

Her thighs ached as she moved, sore in a way that had nothing to do with his size and everything to do with how hard her legs had been shaking and spasming through multiple orgasms the night before. It felt like she’d done an intense leg workout and then immediately tried to walk normally.

Jaydene looked up at her, one hand resting on her hip.

“You never seem to want me to go down on you,” he said. “Is that not something you like?”

Lucy let out a small laugh and shook her head.

“No, I love it,” she admitted. “But I can get that from my husband anytime. He can’t fuck me like you do, though.”

Jaydene’s eyes darkened at that. He gripped her hips with both hands and pulled her down onto him in one firm motion. The thick head of his cock pushed inside her with very little resistance — she was still wet from earlier — and he sank deep in one long thrust that knocked the air out of her lungs.

“Unnngg—” Lucy gasped, her hands bracing against his chest. “You’re in a hurry.”

“I haven’t been inside you for hours,” he said, voice low and almost pitiful as he rolled his hips up into her. “That’s too long.”

Lucy let out a shaky breath and leaned down closer to him, her hair falling around both of their faces.

“Then cum fast,” she told him, practical as ever. “Fill me up as quick as you can. Then you can take your time and make me cum a few times after that.”

Jaydene let out a rough sound that was half laugh, half groan. He wasn’t used to finishing quickly — he prided himself on control — but something about Lucy made it difficult. She was so small and warm on top of him, her tight little body still adjusting to his size, and the knowledge that he was balls-deep inside his best friend’s wife was doing dangerous things to his restraint. It reminded him of fucking Luke’s college girlfriend all those years ago… except this was so much better. Lucy actually wanted him. She was choosing this. Choosing him.

And right now, with her looking down at him like that and telling him to cum fast so he could fuck her properly afterward, he wasn’t sure how long he was going to last.

After a few minutes in missionary, Jaydene shifted his weight and rolled her gently onto her side. He pushed her top leg up toward her chest, then straddled her bottom leg so he could stay deep inside her. The new angle let him sink even further than before.

Lucy let out a small, surprised sound. This position felt completely different. He was hitting places inside her that made her breath catch, but the strangest part was the constant, heavy drag of his balls against the back of her thigh every time he thrust. She had never felt anything like it.

Jaydene kept his strokes controlled at first, careful not to slam too hard against her cervix. He could feel how deep he was, and he didn’t want to hurt her. But the longer he stayed inside her, the harder it became to hold back.

When he felt his orgasm building, he gripped her waist and pulled her hard against him, burying himself as deep as he could go. Lucy gasped as he held her there and started to cum, thick pulses flooding into her while he stayed locked tight against her body.

He stayed buried inside her for a long moment afterward, breathing hard against the back of her neck. Then, without pulling out, he rolled her onto her back and pushed her legs up toward her chest again. This time he didn’t waste any time — he started fucking her with steady, deliberate strokes that rubbed directly against that deep, sensitive spot inside her.

Lucy’s reaction was immediate.

“Oh— fuck— Jay, right there,” she moaned, her voice rising. “Right there. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

Jaydene kept the same angle and pace, watching her face as the pleasure built. When he could tell she was getting close, he brought his hand between them and started rubbing her clit with two fingers — fast, tight circles that matched the rhythm of his thrusts.

Lucy’s eyes flew open.

The combination was too much. Her legs started shaking violently, her back arching hard off the mattress as she tried to twist away from the overwhelming sensation. Jaydene didn’t let up. He kept rubbing her clit and fucking her through it until something inside her broke.

A sudden, forceful rush of liquid burst out of her, soaking his cock and the sheets beneath them. Her pussy clamped down so hard it pushed him out with a wet sound. Lucy’s whole body jerked like she’d been shocked.

For a second she looked terrified.

“Oh my God— I— I think I just—” She couldn’t even finish the sentence. Her face was flushed and her eyes were wide with panic. “Did I just pee? I think I peed—”

Jaydene didn’t look disgusted. He looked almost proud.

“That’s it, baby girl,” he said, voice low and rough as he pushed back inside her. “You’re squirting for me. Fuck, that’s so hot.”

Lucy was still breathing hard, half-dazed and clearly overwhelmed. She had never experienced anything like that before, and the loss of control had genuinely scared her for a moment.

Jaydene leaned down and kissed her, still moving inside her slowly now, giving her time to come back to herself.

“First time, huh?” Jaydene asked, a small, satisfied smile tugging at his mouth.

Lucy couldn’t speak yet. She just nodded, still breathing hard, her eyes glassy and unfocused.

He didn’t give her much time to recover. He shifted between her legs again and pushed back inside her in one smooth thrust. Lucy let out a broken sound as he started fucking her with steady, deep strokes. Her body was still twitching from the last orgasm, and the sudden stretch made her back arch off the mattress.

It didn’t take long.

Within a minute she was right back on the edge. Her hands flew to his arms, fingers digging in as the pleasure built again, fast and sharp. When it hit her, she couldn’t hold it back. She screamed — loud and raw — the sound echoing through the quiet house as her body locked up around him. Her legs shook violently, and her pussy clamped down so hard it almost hurt.

Jaydene kept moving through it until she finally went limp beneath him.

After a few seconds, he started to thrust again, slower this time, but Lucy immediately put her hand on his stomach and pushed weakly.

“Stop— please,” she gasped, still struggling to catch her breath. “I can’t… I can’t take anymore right now.”

Jaydene immediately pulled out. The second he did, two more sharp aftershocks rolled through her, making her hips jerk and a small whimper slip out. She lay there trembling, staring up at the ceiling with wide eyes.

“Oh my God…” she whispered. “Oh my God…”

Jaydene moved beside her and gently pulled her against his chest. Lucy went willingly, resting her head over his heart and letting one leg slide over his. For a while, neither of them spoke. He just stroked her back slowly while her breathing gradually evened out.

When she finally felt steady enough to talk, she lifted her head and looked at him.

“How am I just now feeling all of this for the first time?” she asked, her voice quiet and a little stunned. “That’s… that’s crazy. I didn’t even know my body could do that.”

Jaydene was quiet for a moment, still running his hand along her spine.

“So what happens,” he asked carefully, “if Luke doesn’t want you playing with me anymore once he gets back?”

Lucy didn’t answer right away. She just stared at his chest, tracing small circles with her finger. When she finally spoke, her voice was soft but certain.

“If he can’t make me cum like that…” She swallowed. “I don’t think I can stop. Please don’t let this be the only time.” She looked up at him, eyes wide and pleading. “Promise me you’ll keep fucking me. Every chance you get. Please?”

Jaydene was quiet for a moment, still stroking her back. When he finally spoke, his voice was low and certain.

“Absolutely. I enjoy this as much as you do.” He paused, then added, “I think you should tell Luke what you want instead of asking for permission. Maybe once a week minimum… and one trip away per year, just the two of us, for a few days?”

Lucy lifted her head off his chest and looked at him. There was still a slight flush on her cheeks, but her expression had sharpened.

“I’m thinking twice a week minimum,” she said. “And two trips a year.”

Jaydene raised his eyebrows, clearly surprised by how quickly she’d doubled his suggestion.

Lucy held his gaze. “At this point, I’d even consider letting him play with someone else now and then… if that’s what it took for him to agree to this.”

Jaydene let out a low, impressed laugh and shook his head.

“Damn. I like how you think.” He gave her a crooked smile, though there was a flicker of skepticism in his eyes. “We’ll see how that goes over.”

Lucy didn’t smile back right away. She just rested her chin on his chest again, tracing lazy patterns on his skin with one finger.

“I hate to get dressed,” she admitted after a moment, her voice quieter, “but if we don’t get up now, we’re going to end up having sex here all day and nothing else is going to get done.”

Jaydene groaned dramatically and slid his hand down to squeeze her ass, kneading the soft flesh with clear intent.

Lucy let out a startled laugh and reached back to swat his hand away.

“Stoooop,” she said, though there was no real force behind it. “We have all evening for that.”

Jaydene gave her ass one last, lingering squeeze before finally letting go.

“Fine,” he said, sounding thoroughly put out. “But I’m holding you to that ‘all evening’ promise.”

Lucy smiled against his chest, then slowly pushed herself up onto her elbow. She looked down at him for a second, taking in the sight of him still sprawled naked on the mattress, then leaned down and gave him a slow, soft kiss.

“Come on,” she murmured against his mouth. “Let’s go check on the animals before we lose all motivation.”

After they finally got dressed, they stepped outside together to check on the animals and assess the damage.

The scene that greeted them was worse than either of them had expected.

Every tree in sight was coated in a thick, heavy layer of ice. Many of the evergreens sagged so low their branches touched the ground. Several large oaks had already lost major limbs, and the sound of cracking wood echoed through the stillness every few minutes. The ice on the ground was nearly an inch thick in places, making it treacherous to walk. Even the short distance to the barn felt dangerous.

Jaydene was quiet as they moved carefully across the yard. When they reached the barn and stepped inside, he finally spoke.

“This is going to take a long time to fix,” he said, his voice more serious than Lucy had heard it since the storm began. “If the temperature doesn’t get above freezing soon, a lot of people are going to be in real trouble.”

Lucy looked out at the glittering, broken landscape and nodded slowly.

“I think we’ve been pretty smart so far, though,” she said. “We’ve barely used any gas, and we haven’t touched most of the food yet.”

“You’re right,” Jaydene agreed. “I’m not saying we’re in trouble yet. But until this ice melts, I can’t even safely cut up any of the downed trees for firewood. We’ve still got a couple days’ worth at my place, so we’re okay for now.”

Lucy was quiet for a moment, watching the way the sunlight caught on the ice-covered branches.

“Let’s not tell Luke and Veronica how bad it actually looks out here,” she said. “Not yet. I don’t want them to panic and try to do something stupid to get back to us.”

Jaydene nodded. “Agreed.”

After they finished checking on the animals, Jaydene made the slow, careful walk to his own house with a wheelbarrow and brought back another load of firewood. Once everything was stacked and the animals were settled, he got the generator running again so they could make their morning calls.

Lucy stood by the woodstove, warming her hands while she waited. When Jaydene came back inside, she looked at him with a worried expression.

“Jay,” she said quietly, “when you talk to Veronica… can you please make sure she’s still okay with everything? And ask her not to say anything to Luke yet? I’m not ready for him to know.”

Jaydene studied her face for a moment. He could tell this was weighing on her.

“Hey,” he said gently. “If you want to slow down, or stop, or even just tell Luke everything right now… I’ll understand. It’ll be hard as hell to keep my hands off you, but I’ll do it if that’s what you need.”

Lucy let out a frustrated breath and rubbed her forehead.

“I don’t know what to do,” she admitted. “You’ve done this before. I haven’t. What if he asks me directly? I don’t want to lie to him… but I also don’t want to tell him yet either.”

She looked up at Jaydene, clearly torn.

Jaydene could see the conflict written all over her face.

“Look,” he said gently, “Luke’s the one who brought this up. He’s the one who gave you the green light. But I also get why you’re worried. If you keep it from him now, it starts to feel like cheating… even if that’s not how it started.”

Lucy nodded, but she didn’t look any less torn.

Jaydene’s call with Veronica was short. She was worried about the roads and how long the power might be out, but she seemed reassured when he told her they were being careful with the generator and that they’d start checking in with neighbors later that day. Before they hung up, she texted him some information she’d found online about local relief efforts and emergency contacts in the area.

Lucy’s call with Luke started out normally enough. He asked how they were holding up, whether they had enough firewood, and if the animals were okay. But it didn’t take long for his questions to shift.

“So… what are your sleeping arrangements like?” he asked, trying to sound casual. “How are you keeping the bedrooms warm?”

Lucy knew exactly what he was really asking.

“We’re not,” she said. “We didn’t want to waste generator power running space heaters or fans, so we’re just sleeping in the living room by the woodstove.”

There was a short pause on Luke’s end.

“That little sofa can’t be comfortable for Jaydene,” he said. “He’s way too tall for it.”

Lucy hesitated for half a second, then decided to give him what he was clearly fishing for.

“Oh… no. We’re not using the sofa,” she said. “We dragged the twin mattress from the guest room into the living room. It works fine.”

Luke was quiet again. When he spoke, his voice was slightly tighter.

“We?”

Lucy closed her eyes for a moment. She could hear the shift in his breathing.

“Yes, Babe,” she said softly. “We.”

He was almost certain Lucy was just messing with him. She had to be. There was no way she and Jaydene had actually done anything. She’d been nervous enough just talking about the idea before he left. Still… why say those things? The “we” when she talked about the mattress. The way she’d confirmed Jaydene was sleeping in the living room with her. Was she just trying to get a rise out of him?

Or had she actually told Jaydene about their conversation?

Luke knew his friend. If Jaydene thought he had any kind of green light, he wouldn’t hesitate. Luke had seen it happen too many times over the years. Jaydene had always been the one women gravitated toward — taller, more confident, better equipped. Luke had spent enough years living in that shadow to know how easily things could escalate once the door was even slightly open.

He was still sitting there in silence when Lucy’s voice came back through the phone.

“We’re using a lot of generator time, Babe,” she said lightly. “I should probably get off now.”

Luke blinked, realizing he’d gone quiet for too long.

“So… he hasn’t tried anything?” he asked, trying to sound casual and failing.

There was a pause on Lucy’s end. When she spoke again, her voice had that familiar teasing lilt.

“Babe… don’t you trust me?”

Luke let out a short, slightly strained laugh.

“Well, yeah. Of course I do. It’s just…” He rubbed the back of his neck. “You know. That conversation we had before I left. I keep thinking about it.”

Lucy laughed softly on the other end of the line.

“Luke. You’re being ridiculous.” There was a short pause, then she added, “I bet you’re hard right now, aren’t you?”

Luke’s face flushed. He glanced down at his lap even though he already knew the answer.

She knew him too well.

He didn’t answer right away, and that was answer enough.

Lucy’s voice came through again, softer this time, but still playful.

Lucy let the silence stretch for a moment before she spoke again. When she did, her voice was quieter, but there was a deliberate edge to it.

“What would you say,” she asked slowly, “if I told you we’ve been fucking like rabbits since Jaydene came over on Friday? Or that he’s fucked me so many times that his cum never finishes dripping out of me before he fills me up again?”

Luke went completely silent on the other end of the line.

Lucy waited, her heart beating a little faster. She could picture him sitting in that hotel room, trying to process what she’d just said.

After several long seconds, Luke finally spoke. His voice was low and slightly rough.

“I’d say that’s the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever heard.”

Lucy felt a small, wicked thrill run through her. She smiled, even though he couldn’t see it.

“Wow, Baby,” she said with exaggerated surprise. “You really are quite the pervert.”

Luke let out a short, strained laugh but didn’t deny it.

Lucy leaned back against the counter, watching Jaydene move around the living room as she continued.

“So that’s something you actually want?” Luke asked, still trying to pin her down. “You’d really be okay with that?”

Lucy let out a soft, disbelieving laugh.

“Babe… I already told you I’ve been dripping his cum for days. You never listen.”

Luke made a frustrated sound on the other end. He was clearly struggling.

“Look,” he said finally, “I don’t know exactly what you’re telling me right now. But I want you to know I’m okay with whatever you two decide to do. Seriously.”

Lucy pulled the phone away from her ear and raised her voice so it would carry across the room.

“Luke says you can fuck his wife as much as you want!” she called out to Jaydene. “Isn’t that generous of him?”

Jaydene looked up from where he was stacking firewood and grinned.

“Thanks, buddy!” he shouted back loud enough for Luke to hear. “I’ll get right on that.”

Lucy brought the phone back to her ear. She could hear Luke breathing on the other end — heavier than before.

Lucy looked across the room at Jaydene and motioned for him to come over. He raised an eyebrow but walked toward her without hesitation. When he reached her, she pulled the neckline of her sweatshirt down and guided his head to her breast.

Jaydene didn’t need further instruction. He leaned in and took her nipple into his mouth, sucking slowly, his tongue circling the sensitive peak. Lucy’s breath hitched. She kept the phone to her ear with one hand while her other hand rested on the back of Jaydene’s head, holding him there.

“Oh… Jay,” she murmured, loud enough for Luke to hear. “That feels so good.”

There was a brief silence on the other end of the line.

Luke’s voice came back, slightly strained. “Okay, Lucy. I love you.”

“I love you too,” Lucy said softly. “I’ll talk to you later.”

She didn’t hang up.

Instead, she stayed on the line for several more seconds, letting Luke hear the quiet, breathy sounds she was making as Jaydene continued to suck and tease her nipple. A small, involuntary moan slipped out of her, followed by a soft giggle when Jaydene grazed his teeth lightly over her skin.

Only then did she finally end the call.

On the other end of the line, Luke sat in silence, staring at the hotel wall.

The second the call disconnected, he felt it — that familiar, heavy tension settling low in his stomach. It was the same feeling he used to get years ago, lying in his college apartment while Jaydene fucked his girlfriend through the thin walls. The same mix of jealousy, helplessness, and unwanted arousal.

He knew that sound in Lucy’s voice. He knew what it meant.

And the worst part was that some part of him didn’t want it to stop.

Luke exhaled slowly and leaned back against the headboard, phone still in his hand. His cock was already half-hard, and he hated how quickly his body responded to the thought of his wife being touched by someone else. Someone bigger. Someone who could actually make her react the way Jaydene always had.

He closed his eyes and let the feeling wash over him — that specific, aching brand of cuckold angst he’d spent years trying to bury.

It was back.

And this time, it was his own wife on the other end of it.

It was harder being halfway across the country.

Luke couldn’t do anything to stop what was happening, even if he wanted to. And the truth was, he didn’t want to. That was the part that unsettled him the most.

He sat on the edge of the hotel bed for a long time after the call ended, staring at the floor. He had always been the one in control — of his work, his schedule, his marriage. But right now, he had none of that. Lucy was hundreds of miles away, and whatever was happening between her and Jaydene was completely out of his hands.

He would later come to understand that this feeling — this sharp, twisting tension in his gut — came from the loss of control. And for someone who had spent most of his life keeping everything tightly managed, that loss was strangely, powerfully arousing. It was the same rush he got from skydiving or riding a roller coaster, only this was deeper. More personal. More dangerous.

Eventually, he gave in.

Luke lay back on the bed, unzipped his pants, and wrapped his hand around his cock. It didn’t take long. He closed his eyes and let his mind fill with images of Lucy — the sounds she might be making, the way her body might look underneath Jaydene, the way she might be begging for more. He came hard and fast, his breath ragged in the quiet hotel room.

When it was over, he lay there for a while, breathing heavily, one arm thrown over his eyes.

He felt both relieved and ashamed.

Back in Tennessee, Jaydene stepped outside and wheeled the generator back into the garage. They had burned through more fuel than he would have liked during the calls, but it had been worth it. Teasing Luke — and confirming that he was still okay with everything — had been worth the extra gas.

When he came back inside, Lucy was sitting on the edge of the mattress, staring into the fire. She looked up when he closed the door behind him.

“Hey,” she said, a little hesitantly. “Now that we know Luke’s actually okay with this… do you think we could take a few pictures? Just for him?”

Jaydene raised an eyebrow.

Lucy shrugged, looking slightly embarrassed.

“I don’t know. I just thought… if he’s going to be stuck in that hotel room by himself, maybe it would be nice to give him something to look at. Something that lets him feel like he’s still part of it.”

She glanced up at Jaydene, testing his reaction.

“Only if you’re comfortable with it,” she added quickly.

“Absolutely,” Jaydene said without hesitation. “If it’ll help Luke get off on this too, I’m in.”

Lucy gave him a small, slightly nervous smile and stood up. She disappeared into the bathroom for a few minutes. When she came back out, her hair was brushed and she’d put on a little mascara and lip balm — the only makeup she had with her. It felt strange to be getting ready like this in the middle of a blackout, but she wanted the pictures to look good for Luke.

She even took the time to warm some water on the gas stove and gave herself a quick, careful shave. It seemed ridiculous considering everything that had already happened, but she wanted to look as presentable as possible.

They started with the “first time” shots.

Lucy helped Jaydene undress, acting surprised and a little overwhelmed as she pulled his pants down and got her first real look at his cock. She made sure her left hand — the one with her wedding rings — was clearly visible in the frame as she wrapped her fingers around him. The size difference was dramatic. She held his cock alongside her forearm for one of the photos, and even she was a little stunned by how much longer and thicker he was.

They took several more pictures of her on her knees, licking and sucking him. In most of them, her rings were deliberately visible. Lucy found herself getting into it more than she expected — the way the camera made her slow down and be intentional with her movements. She looked up at him while she had him in her mouth, trying to look as mesmerized as she actually felt.

After a while, Jaydene suggested they try a tit-fuck scene.

Neither of them was particularly into it, but they both knew Luke would love the visual. Lucy pulled off her sweatshirt and knelt in front of him again while Jaydene slid his cock between her breasts. She pressed them together and looked up at the phone as he slowly thrust between them. It felt a little awkward and performative, but they took several photos anyway — some with her tongue out, some with her rings resting on top of her breasts as he slid between them.

Jaydene was clearly getting impatient. He wanted to put the phone down and just fuck her properly, but he knew these photos were part of the game — something that would make this whole thing more real for Luke. So he kept going.

He took several more shots as he slowly pushed inside her, capturing different angles as her body stretched around him. One of the best ones clearly showed her left hand guiding his cock into her wet slit, her wedding rings resting against his shaft as he disappeared inside her.

Lucy finally took pity on him.

“Okay,” she said, a little breathless. “You can put the phone away now. We’ll take the money shots at the end.”

Jaydene grinned and tossed her phone onto the pile of clothes beside the mattress. The second it was out of his hand, he grabbed her hips and drove into her hard and deep. Lucy gasped, her back arching as he set a much rougher pace than before.

He was already dangerously close from the thrill of taking dirty photos with his best friend’s wife, but he forced himself to hold back. He wanted to give Luke something worth looking at. So he clenched his jaw and kept fucking her through two of her own orgasms, refusing to let himself finish even as her pussy squeezed and pulsed around him.

After nearly fifteen more minutes of hard, relentless fucking in different positions, Jaydene finally felt like he couldn’t hold off any longer. He slowed down, breathing hard, and looked down at her.

“Where do you want it for the pictures?” he asked, voice rough.

Lucy was flushed and glassy-eyed, still catching her breath. For a second, she didn’t answer. Then, without really thinking, the words came out of her mouth.

“Well… I usually want it deep inside me,” she said, “but that doesn’t make for very good photos.” She hesitated for half a second, then added, “Could you cum on my face and breasts? Just this time?”

The moment the words left her lips, Lucy felt a small jolt of surprise at herself.

She had only ever let someone do that to her once before — back in college — and she had hated it. The feeling of it hitting her face, the mess, the way it had made her feel cheap and used afterward. She had sworn she’d never do it again.

And yet here she was, asking for it.

Jaydene raised his eyebrows, clearly surprised — and very turned on — by the request.

“You sure?” he asked.

Lucy nodded, even as her stomach did a strange little flip.

“Yeah,” she said, quieter now. “Just this once.”

Jaydene grinned, slow and hungry.

“You got it.”

Jaydene was already close from the intensity of the photo shoot and the feeling of fucking his best friend’s wife, but he held himself back as long as he could. He wanted to give her a big load for the pictures. The closer he got, the rougher his thrusts became. He wasn’t even aiming for her G-spot anymore — he was just fucking her hard and deep, and Lucy was still cumming from it.

They were in missionary when he finally couldn’t hold off any longer. He pulled out abruptly, moved up her body, and straddled her chest. Lucy looked up at him with wide eyes as he started stroking his cock fast and hard right above her face.

The first thick rope of cum hit her cheek and lips before she was fully ready for it.

Lucy flinched instinctively. More followed — heavy, hot spurts landing across her face, her mouth, and her breasts. One deliberate stream landed directly across the fingers of her left hand, coating her wedding rings. Jaydene kept stroking until he was finished, breathing hard as he looked down at the mess he’d made of her.

For a few seconds, Lucy didn’t move.

The warmth on her skin, the strong smell, the weight of it — it all came rushing back. She remembered the one time she’d let a guy do this in college and how degrading it had felt afterward. How cheap and used she’d felt lying there with cum drying on her face. She had hated it.

And yet here she was, asking for it.

She blinked slowly, feeling the cum sliding down her cheek and dripping onto her chest. Her heart was racing, and she wasn’t entirely sure if it was from arousal or from the strange, conflicted feeling twisting in her stomach.

Jaydene reached for her phone without saying anything and started taking pictures — close-ups of her face, wider shots that showed the full mess across her breasts and the rings on her hand. Lucy stayed still for him, still trying to process what she had just willingly let happen.

When he was done taking photos, he moved up and held his cock near her mouth. Lucy didn’t need to be told what to do. She opened her mouth and slowly began cleaning him, licking and sucking the remaining cum from his shaft and balls while he continued to take a few more shots.

Only when he was completely clean did he finally lower the phone and hand it to her.

Lucy took it with slightly shaky fingers and looked at the screen.

The photos were explicit. Her face and chest were covered. Her rings were clearly visible and coated. She looked… used. And the strangest part was that seeing it documented like this didn’t make her feel as humiliated as she expected.

It made her feel something else entirely.

She stared at the photos for a long moment, cum still cooling on her skin, and didn’t say a word.

Lucy rolled onto her stomach and propped herself up on her elbows, scrolling through the photos on her phone. Her face and chest were still sticky with Jaydene’s cum, but she didn’t bother wiping it off yet. She was trying to decide which ones to send to Luke.

Jaydene watched her for a moment, then moved down the mattress and settled between her legs. Before Lucy could react, he spread her cheeks and dragged his tongue slowly along her pussy and up over her ass. She let out a surprised squeal and instinctively tried to close her legs, but he held her open and kept licking.

“Jay—” she started, but the word dissolved into a moan as his tongue pushed inside her.

She tried to keep looking at the photos, but it was getting difficult to focus. Jaydene kept going, licking and sucking at her until she was squirming beneath him. Then he moved up her body, lined himself up, and pushed back inside her in one long, smooth thrust.

Lucy moaned loudly into the pillow as he filled her again. She was still sore and sensitive from everything they’d already done, but her body welcomed him anyway.

Jaydene started fucking her with slow, deep strokes while she stayed on her stomach. Lucy kept her phone in her hand, still half-heartedly scrolling through the pictures.

“I wonder how many times he’s going to jerk off to this one,” she said, tilting the screen so Jaydene could see one of the photos where his cum was dripping down her face and across her rings.

Jaydene barely glanced at it. He was too focused on the feeling of her tight, wet pussy gripping him as he moved inside her.

“Damn, Lucy,” he muttered, his voice rough. “This pussy is too fucking good. I don’t know how I’m supposed to give you back to your husband.”

Lucy let out a breathy laugh, still looking at the photos.

“‘Give me back’ is a strong way to put it,” she said. “Let’s go with ‘share me’ instead.”

Jaydene made a low sound that might have been amusement or agreement. He kept fucking her steadily, one hand gripping her hip.

“I don’t know what you’re planning to do with those pictures,” he said after a moment, “but I have an idea if you want to hear it.”

Lucy finally set her phone down and turned her head to look back at him over her shoulder.

“If it’ll drive Luke crazy,” she said, “I’m listening.”

Jaydene kept fucking her in slow, steady strokes while Lucy stayed on her stomach. After a minute, he spoke again.

“I don’t know what your plan is for those pictures,” he said, “but I have an idea if you want to hear it.”

Lucy turned her head to look back at him.

“If it’ll drive Luke crazy,” she said, “I’m listening.”

Jaydene gave her a small, knowing smile.

“Use the pictures like dog treats,” he said. “Don’t just send them all at once. Make him earn each one.”

Lucy raised an eyebrow, intrigued.

Jaydene continued. “Tell him what he has to do before you’ll send him the next photo. Could be anything. He has to call me and thank me for fucking you. Or he has to go buy you lingerie that you’ll wear for me. Or he has to help you shave your pussy for me before I come over. There are a lot of possibilities.”

Lucy’s eyes lit up.

“Oh my God,” she said, grinning. “I love that.”

Jaydene chuckled. “They always do.”

Lucy thought about it for a moment, then said, “Okay. For tonight, let’s use the first one. He has to get on the phone and thank you for fucking me so well before I send him any pictures.”

She paused, then added, “We should probably leave out the part where you’ve already fucked me like a dozen times, right?”

Jaydene laughed. “Yeah. Probably best to ease him into it.”

Lucy was quiet for a second, then asked, “How far into it do you think we should wait before we call him while we’re actually having sex?”

Jaydene gave her a slow, wicked smile.

“That’s a dangerous question,” he said. “And a very hot one. But we should probably save something like that for his next trip out of town. Let’s not blow our whole load in one weekend.”

Lucy laughed and nodded. “Fair.”

Jaydene leaned down and kissed the back of her shoulder, then started fucking her again — deeper this time, but still unhurried. They stayed like that for another twenty minutes, moving slowly and lazily together. Lucy came twice more, once with her face pressed into the pillow and once while Jaydene had her on her side, one hand between her legs.

When he finally came again, it was with a low groan as he pushed deep and stayed there, pulsing inside her. Lucy reached back and held onto his hip, keeping him buried in her until he was finished.

She still couldn’t believe how many times he could cum in one night. It made her feel wanted in a way she wasn’t used to — like he couldn’t get enough of her, even after everything they’d already done.

Jaydene stayed inside her for a long moment afterward, breathing against the back of her neck.

Lucy closed her eyes and smiled into the pillow.

She was in trouble.

And she was starting to realize she didn’t mind.


Later That Day

Later that Saturday

That afternoon, Jaydene took a break from Lucy and headed outside with an axe and a handsaw. The storm had done real damage. Almost every tree he passed was either sagging under the weight of the ice or had already lost limbs. He knew better than to cut up any of the freshly downed trees — the wood would be too green and full of moisture to burn well in the woodstove. Instead, he spent over an hour searching until he finally found one large dead tree that had fallen before the storm hit.

Even then, it wasn’t going to be easy. The tree was nearly three hundred yards from the house, across hilly, icy ground. Dragging that much wood back by himself was going to be slow, miserable work.

As he was sizing up the tree and figuring out where to start cutting, he heard the low rumble of an engine. A neighbor he vaguely recognized — a guy named Kenny who lived a little farther down the road — was driving past in an old 4x4 utility vehicle with a small trailer hitched behind it.

Jaydene flagged him down.

Kenny stopped and rolled down his window. After a short conversation, he agreed to come back later and help haul the cut wood up to the house once Jaydene had it sawn and stacked. He also mentioned that he was making runs to the nearest open gas station for several neighbors who couldn’t make it out themselves.

“If you leave your empty cans by your gate, I’ll fill ’em up and bring ’em back,” Kenny told him. “Just leave the cash in the can. I’ll collect it when I drop them off.”

Jaydene thanked him, genuinely relieved. Having a reliable source for gasoline changed things. They wouldn’t have to be nearly as careful with the generator anymore.

It took him several cold, exhausting hours, but Jaydene eventually got the dead tree cut into manageable lengths and stacked. By the time he finished hauling the last load up to the garage with Kenny’s help, they had another three or four days’ worth of firewood drying out. Combined with what he already had at his own place, they were probably good for at least a week if they were careful.

When he finally came back inside, stomping snow off his boots, Lucy was in the kitchen warming up some soup on the gas stove. She turned when she heard him and gave him a tired but grateful smile.

“You’ve been out there forever,” she said. “Thank you. Seriously.”

Jaydene shrugged out of his coat and hung it by the door.

“Kenny’s going to help with gas runs too,” he told her. “We should be okay on fuel for a while.”

Lucy nodded, then looked at him for a moment. Her expression softened.

“I don’t know how I’m ever going to repay you for all this,” she said quietly.

There was a small, knowing smile on her face as she said it.

Jaydene met her eyes and gave her a slow, tired grin in return.

“I’m sure we’ll figure something out.”

After they ate and cleaned up, Jaydene started the generator again so he could call Veronica. Lucy stayed in the living room by the fire while he stepped into the kitchen for some privacy.

Veronica picked up quickly. She sounded tired but relieved to hear his voice.

“God, I miss you,” she said. “I’ve been watching the news. They’re saying some areas around Nashville could be without power for weeks. If that’s true, it might be smarter for you and Lucy to just evacuate instead of waiting for me and Luke to get back.”

Jaydene was quiet for a moment.

“Baby… what about Lucy’s animals?” he asked. “She can’t just leave them here.”

Veronica was silent on the other end. Then she let out a frustrated sigh.

“Shit. I completely forgot about the animals.” She paused. “And I know you’re not going to leave her alone to deal with all of that by herself. Okay… we’ll just have to wait and see what happens. Either the power comes back on, or she finds a way to get the animals moved somewhere safe. I’m sorry, babe. I wasn’t thinking.”

“It’s alright,” Jaydene said. “We’re managing for now. Kenny from down the road is helping with firewood and gas runs, so we’re not in bad shape yet.”

They talked for a few more minutes about the roads and the weather before Veronica’s tone shifted slightly.

“So…” she said, a little more carefully. “How’s it going with Lucy?”

Jaydene gave a short, quiet laugh.

“It’s going,” he said. “She’s… adjusting. Fast.”

Veronica was quiet for a beat, then let out a small, knowing sigh.

“I figured,” she said. There was no jealousy in her voice, just a calm sort of acceptance. “You always did have a thing for sweet little white girls who don’t know what hit them.”

Jaydene didn’t deny it.

Veronica continued, her voice softer. “I’m not mad, Jay. You know that. I’d rather you get it out of your system with someone we both like than have you sneaking around behind my back. And I like Lucy. I trust her. I don’t think she’s going to try to steal you from me.”

She hesitated, then added, “Just… be careful with her. She’s not like the others. She actually cares about Luke.”

“I know,” Jaydene said quietly. “I’m being careful.”

Veronica was quiet again for a moment.

“When this is all over,” she said eventually, “we’ll figure out what this looks like going forward. If you want to keep seeing her… I’m not going to stand in the way. As long as it doesn’t change what we have.”

Jaydene let out a slow breath.

“I love you,” he said.

“I love you too,” Veronica replied. “Just don’t forget who you’re coming home to.”

They talked for another minute before saying goodnight. When Jaydene ended the call, he stood in the dark kitchen for a moment, staring out the window at the ice-covered trees.

Then he turned off the generator and went back inside to Lucy.

Jaydene wasn’t in any particular hurry for the power to come back on.

He was still getting paid to stay home, and for the first time in years, he had exactly what he wanted with almost no complications: a beautiful, eager woman who couldn’t get enough of him, with no sneaking around and no guilt on his end. Veronica had given her blessing. Luke had opened the door himself. And Lucy… Lucy was turning out to be even better than he’d imagined.

It felt like a vacation he hadn’t realized he needed.

He knew it wouldn’t last forever. Once the roads were clear, he’d have to start going back into the office at least part-time. But until then, he planned to enjoy every night he got to spend buried inside his best friend’s wife.

Lucy wasn’t in a rush for things to return to normal either.

She missed Luke — she really did — but this strange, quiet stretch of time had given her something she hadn’t expected. There were no decisions to make beyond keeping the fire going and feeding the animals. No social obligations. No pressure to perform or pretend everything was fine when it wasn’t.

And then there was the sex.

She had never experienced anything like this before — being wanted so openly, so constantly, without having to ask or feel guilty about it. Jaydene touched her like he couldn’t keep his hands off her, and it made her feel beautiful in a way she hadn’t felt in years. Even if it was mostly physical, it still felt like something she had been missing without realizing it.

When Jaydene finished his call with Veronica, he found Lucy already waiting for him by the mattress. She didn’t say anything. She just reached for his hand and pulled him down with her.

They stripped quickly in the cold air, laughing under their breath as they crawled under the blankets together. Within minutes, Lucy was on her back with Jaydene between her legs, sinking into her with one long, smooth thrust. She let out a soft, satisfied moan and wrapped her arms around his shoulders, pulling him closer.

For a little while, she almost forgot they were supposed to call Luke.

Before she let herself get too distracted, Lucy picked up her phone and sent Luke one of the photos from earlier. It was one of the first ones they’d taken — the shot where she was looking up at Jaydene’s cock with wide, genuinely surprised eyes, her left hand wrapped around the base, her wedding rings clearly visible against his skin.

She didn’t add a caption. She just sent it.

Then she set the phone down on the floor beside the mattress and turned her attention back to Jaydene. He was already moving inside her again, slow and deep, and within moments she had almost forgotten about the text.



Luke was lying on the hotel bed when his phone buzzed. He smiled when he saw Lucy’s name, assuming she was just checking in.

Then he opened the message.

His smile faded.

He sat up slowly, staring at the photo. It took him a second to even process what he was looking at. Lucy was on her knees, looking up at Jaydene with an expression of pure shock, her small hand wrapped around the thick base of his cock. The size difference was impossible to ignore.

Luke’s stomach tightened. His cock twitched hard in his pants.

He started to call her immediately, but then hesitated. What if she had just taken that photo? What if she was still with Jaydene right now?

He tapped on the photo details and checked the timestamp. It had been taken hours earlier.

Luke let out a slow breath, trying to steady himself, then hit the call button.

Lucy was on her back with Jaydene between her legs when her phone started ringing on the floor beside the mattress. She turned her head and saw Luke’s name on the screen.

Jaydene paused mid-thrust, breathing hard, and looked at her.

Lucy reached down and answered the call, putting it on speaker.

“Hey, my love,” she said, her voice slightly breathless. “How are you? And why are you holding your little peenie like that?”

There was a long silence on the other end of the line.

Jaydene had to bite his lip to keep from laughing. He dropped his head against Lucy’s shoulder, his body shaking with quiet amusement as he tried to stay quiet.

Lucy smiled up at the ceiling, one hand resting on Jaydene’s back, feeling him still buried deep inside her.

She waited.

Luke pulled the phone away from his ear for a second and glanced at the screen, making sure his camera wasn’t accidentally on. It wasn’t. She was just messing with him.

He let out a short, slightly strained laugh.

“What are you up to?” he asked, trying to sound casual.

Lucy’s voice came through smooth and unbothered.

“Not much,” she said. “Just hanging out with my boyfriend.”

Jaydene, still buried inside her, let out a quiet breath against her neck and resumed his slow, steady strokes. Lucy kept her phone to her ear with one hand while her other rested on Jaydene’s back, feeling the muscles shift as he moved.

Luke was quiet for a moment. He asked a couple of questions about the animals and whether they had enough firewood, but Lucy’s answers were short. Her voice had that slightly distracted, breathy quality he was starting to recognize.

He felt his stomach tighten.

He was almost certain they were doing something right now, but he wasn’t ready to ask directly. Not yet.

“So…” he said, shifting the conversation. “I only saw the one photo you sent. Did you enjoy it?”

Lucy smiled faintly at the ceiling.

“Of course I did, Honey,” she answered, her tone light but giving nothing away.

Luke hesitated, then pushed a little harder.

“Do you want to tell me about it?”

There was a short pause on Lucy’s end. Jaydene had slowed down even more, grinding deep and staying there, clearly listening.

Lucy let out a soft breath.

“What do you want to know?” she asked.

Luke swallowed. His cock was already hard again.

“I want to know what it felt like,” he said quietly. “When you first saw it. When you first touched it.”

Lucy was quiet for a few seconds. Jaydene lifted his head slightly and looked at her, one eyebrow raised, clearly curious what she would say.

She met his eyes and answered honestly.

“It was… a lot,” she said softly. “Bigger than I expected. Heavier. I remember just staring at it for a second because I didn’t know how I was going to take it.”

Luke’s breathing had gone shallow on the other end of the line.

Lucy kept going, her voice low.

“And when I put my hand around it… I couldn’t even close my fingers all the way.”

Jaydene gave her a slow, deep thrust as if to reward her honesty. Lucy bit her lip to keep from making a sound.

Luke was quiet again. When he finally spoke, his voice was rough.

“Jesus, Lucy…”

Lucy smiled, even though he couldn’t see it.

“You asked,” she said gently.

“Besides,” Lucy continued, her voice calm but deliberate, “Jaydene and I think you should have to earn the privilege of seeing more photos… or hearing more about what’s been happening here.”

Luke was quiet for a second.

“So how do I do that?” he asked, his voice tight.

Lucy smiled faintly.

“Well,” she said, “I think you should start by thanking your friend for taking such good care of your wife.” She paused, then added, “In every way.”

There was a long silence on the other end of the line.

Luke finally spoke, his voice low and slightly strained.

“Uhh… okay. Is he there?”

Lucy glanced up at Jaydene, who was still buried deep inside her. She held his gaze as she answered.

“Yes,” she said. “He’s right here inside me. I mean… beside me.”

Jaydene’s mouth twitched, fighting a smile. He leaned down and kissed the side of her neck, clearly amused by the slip.

Lucy held the phone out between them.

“Hey, Luke,” Jaydene said, his voice steady. “How are you, man?”

Luke let out a slow breath before answering.

“I’m good, buddy. I can’t even imagine how worried I’d be right now if you weren’t there with Lucy.” He hesitated, then added, “I don’t know how we’ll ever be able to repay you.”

Jaydene glanced down at Lucy, a small, wicked smile playing at the corner of his mouth.

“No worries, man,” he said. “Your hot-ass wife has already been showing me her appreciation.”

There was another pause. When Luke spoke again, his voice was quieter, but steady.

“Yeah… about that.” He cleared his throat. “There’s nobody else I’d trust with her like that. So… thank you. For that too.”

Jaydene didn’t answer right away. He just looked at Lucy, still moving slowly inside her, and gave her a small nod, as if to say your move.

Lucy took the phone back, her eyes still locked on Jaydene’s.

Jaydene kept his slow, deep strokes going as he spoke into the phone.

“We’ll be back online tomorrow morning,” he said casually. “I need to get going now though. She’s getting a little impatient.”

Lucy had been trying to stay quiet, but when Jaydene said that, she stopped holding back. A soft, involuntary moan slipped out of her, followed by another as he gave her a particularly deep thrust. She didn’t try to hide it.

Luke was quiet for a second. When he spoke again, his voice was louder, almost like he was trying to speak over something.

“Love you, Lucy.”

Lucy’s breath hitched as Jaydene started fucking her harder. The wet sound of skin meeting skin was faint but unmistakable through the speaker.

“I love… you too… Luke,” she managed, her voice breaking slightly between thrusts.

Jaydene ended the call without another word.

For a moment, neither of them spoke. The only sounds in the room were Lucy’s soft moans and the steady rhythm of Jaydene fucking her. Then he reached over, picked up her phone, and opened the camera roll.

“How about these two?” he asked, pausing his thrusts so she could actually look.

He showed her the screen. One photo was from earlier — her on her knees with his cock in her mouth, looking up at him. The other was one of the cumshot photos, her face and breasts covered, her cum-coated wedding rings clearly visible on her chest.

Lucy stared at them for a second, then nodded.

“Yeah,” she said. “Send those.”

Jaydene tapped the screen a couple of times, then set the phone aside and looked down at her.

“That’s enough time on Luke,” Lucy said firmly. She pushed against his chest. “Roll over. I want to ride you.”

Jaydene grinned and let her push him onto his back. Lucy climbed on top of him without hesitation, reached down, and guided his cock back inside her. She sank down slowly until he was buried to the hilt, then let out a long, satisfied moan.

She placed her hands on his chest and started to move, rolling her hips as she found her rhythm.

“I want to cum on this cock again,” she said, her voice low and determined. “And I don’t want to think about anything else for a while.”

Jaydene reached up and gripped her hips, guiding her as she started to ride him in earnest.

“Then don’t,” he said. “Just ride.”

Lucy started riding him hard, bouncing on his cock with quick, desperate movements. Jaydene gripped her hips and met her halfway, thrusting up into her with force. She shifted her angle slightly, leaning forward so the head of his cock dragged against that sensitive spot inside her with every stroke. The pressure built fast.

Her rhythm started to break as the orgasm approached. Jaydene didn’t slow down. If anything, he fucked her harder, slamming up into her clenched pussy while she shook on top of him. Lucy’s moans turned into a loud, broken cry as she came, her whole body locking up. She was still cumming when he kept going, refusing to let her come down.

The pleasure didn’t fade — it kept cresting, growing sharper and more overwhelming until it was almost too much. Lucy’s thighs trembled violently. She tried to keep moving, but her body was no longer cooperating. With a desperate sound, she pushed herself up and off his cock just as a sudden rush of liquid burst out of her, soaking his stomach and the sheets beneath them.

She was still catching her breath, stunned by what had just happened, when the emptiness hit her. Without thinking, she reached down, grabbed his slick cock, and sank back down onto it in one motion.

Jaydene groaned and grabbed her hips again. They moved together like animals — rough, fast, and messy. It didn’t take long. Lucy felt him swell inside her, and then he was cumming hard, pulsing thick and deep as he held her down on him. The feeling of him flooding her again triggered another orgasm, smaller but still intense, and she collapsed forward onto his chest, shaking.

For a minute, neither of them moved. Jaydene stayed buried inside her, breathing hard against her shoulder. Then he gently rolled her onto her back, pulled out, and reached for one of the pillows. He lifted her hips and slid it underneath her ass, tilting her pelvis upward.

Lucy was still dazed when she realized what he was doing.

It took her a second to register it — the way he was positioning her so gravity would help keep his cum inside her. The breeding technique. The thought sent a strange, sharp jolt through her chest.

Then it hit her all at once.

“Shit. Shit. Shit— Jaydene,” she said, her voice rising in panic.

He looked up at her, startled by her tone.

“What? What’s wrong?”

Lucy sat up slightly, her eyes wide.

“I forgot to take my birth control pills,” she said quickly. “Yesterday and today. I got out of my routine with everything going on and I just… I completely forgot.” She stared at him, breathing faster. “You’ve cum inside me so many times. Fuck.”

Jaydene went still, his hand resting on her thigh. For a moment, he didn’t say anything.

Lucy pressed a hand over her mouth, her mind racing through the math. How many times had he finished inside her since Friday? At least eight. Maybe more. And she hadn’t taken a single pill in two days.

She looked down at her body — at the way he’d positioned her with the pillow under her ass — and felt her stomach twist.

Jaydene kept his expression neutral, but the thought hit him hard. The idea of Lucy getting pregnant with his child — and it not being an accident on his part — sent a sharp rush of heat through him. His cock twitched and started to harden again inside her. He could already picture her body changing, her belly growing round while he kept fucking her.

He pushed the thought down and focused on her face instead.

“Oh, shit,” he said, trying to sound appropriately concerned. “What can you do?”

Lucy was already reaching for her phone with shaky hands.

“I don’t know. I need to look this up.”

She sat up slightly, still with the pillow under her hips, and started searching. Jaydene stayed between her legs, watching her.

After a minute, she spoke again, her voice tight.

“It says missing two days definitely increases the risk, but not by a huge amount. If I was really worried, I could take the morning after pill…” She let out a frustrated breath. “But I obviously can’t get to a pharmacy right now. It also says we should use condoms or abstain for the next seven days.”

She looked up at him.

“Do you have any condoms?”

Jaydene shook his head.

“No. Sorry.”

Lucy stared at him for a second, then let her head fall back against the mattress with a groan.

“Well, I’m not giving this up for a week,” she said, sounding both frustrated and resigned. “So I guess we’re just rolling the dice. Fuck.”

She didn’t move to get up. She didn’t reach down to push his cum out of her. She stayed right where she was, hips tilted up on the pillow, letting gravity do exactly what it was meant to do.

Jaydene noticed.

He didn’t say anything, but the thought crossed his mind: She’s not trying to get it out. Part of him wondered if some part of her wanted this — even if she was panicking on the surface.

Lucy was quiet for a moment, staring up at the ceiling. When she finally spoke again, her voice was smaller.

“So… if I do get pregnant,” she said slowly, “and Luke doesn’t completely lose his mind… you’re not going to stop fucking me, are you?”

Jaydene looked at her, surprised by the question.

She met his eyes, almost like she was bracing for his answer.

He gave her a small, honest smile.

“Hell no,” he said. “You’d be sexy as hell pregnant.”

Lucy let out a short, breathless laugh and covered her face with one hand.

“You’re not helping,” she muttered, but there was no real anger in it.

Jaydene leaned down and kissed the inside of her thigh, right where a small trail of his cum had started to escape.

“I’m just being honest,” he said against her skin.

Lucy didn’t respond right away. She just lay there with the pillow still under her ass, breathing slowly, trying to calm the panic still fluttering in her chest.

Lucy took a slow breath and felt some of the panic start to ease. The situation was still scary, but panicking wasn’t going to change anything right now.

She shifted slightly and felt a warm trickle of Jaydene’s cum starting to slip out of her. Instead of jumping up to clean herself, she reached down between her legs, dragged two fingers through the mess, and brought them to her mouth. She sucked them clean without thinking too hard about it.

Jaydene watched her quietly.

“You taste good,” she said after a moment, almost to herself. Then she looked up at him. “I think we should have a rule from now on. You cum in my mouth every time.”

Jaydene raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised — and turned on — by the suggestion.

Lucy didn’t give him time to respond. She carefully slid the pillow out from under her hips and stood up, wincing a little at the soreness in her thighs.

“I need to go take my pill,” she said. “Don’t clean yourself up. I want to do it when I get back.”

She disappeared down the hallway. A couple of minutes later she returned, still naked, and found Jaydene sitting on the sofa with his semi-hard cock resting against his thigh. Without a word, Lucy walked over, knelt between his legs, and took him into her mouth.

She cleaned him slowly and thoroughly, licking and sucking every trace of their mixed arousal from his cock and balls. While she worked, more of Jaydene’s cum continued to leak out of her. It ran down the inside of her thighs and dripped onto the hardwood floor between her knees, forming a small, shiny puddle.

When she finally pulled off and stood up, she noticed the mess on the floor. She stared at it for a second, then let out a short, slightly breathless laugh.

“That would’ve been a good job for my husband,” she said, almost to herself. “I’ll have to keep that in mind.”

She grabbed a paper towel from the kitchen and wiped up the puddle. As she was tossing it in the trash, both of their phones started buzzing and chiming almost at the same time.

Cellular service was back.

Lucy picked up her phone and saw a string of messages from Luke. He had clearly been texting for a while. The photos she’d sent earlier had clearly had an effect — he was practically begging for more.

As Jaydene stepped outside to shut down the generator, Lucy sat on the edge of the mattress and picked up her phone. She stared at Luke’s messages for a moment, then started typing.

Lucy: I’m glad you enjoyed them. Not as much as I enjoyed the photo shoot, I’m sure.

She paused, then sent another message.

Lucy: If you want to see more, I’ll need something from you, Luke.

Luke replied almost immediately.

Luke: Sure. Anything.

Lucy took a breath, then started typing again. She kept her tone softer this time.

Lucy: I’m enjoying this a lot more than I ever would’ve imagined. He showed me I could actually orgasm from intercourse — the very first time we had sex. Can you believe that?

She waited a few seconds before sending the next part.

Lucy: I want to thank you for letting me experience this. I doubted your motives at first, but now I understand.

Luke didn’t respond right away. Lucy kept going.

Lucy: But here’s the thing, Luke. You wouldn’t give me this amazing experience and then take it away from me, right?

She paused again, then sent the real request.

Lucy: I’m not wanting this to end when you get home. I’d like you to give me your word that Jaydene and I can keep playing… at least twice a week when you’re home.

She set the phone down on the mattress and stared at it, heart beating a little faster. Part of her couldn’t believe she’d just sent that. Another part of her felt strangely calm about it.

Jaydene came back inside a moment later, brushing snow off his boots. He saw the look on her face and raised an eyebrow.

“You okay?” he asked.

Lucy nodded slowly, still looking at her phone.

“I just told Luke I want to keep seeing you after he gets home,” she said quietly. “Twice a week minimum.”

Jaydene studied her for a second, then gave her a small, approving smile.

“How’d he take it?”

Lucy glanced down at her phone as it lit up with a new message from Luke.

“I don’t know yet,” she said. “He hasn’t answered.”

Luke stared at his phone for a long moment, reading Lucy’s message again.

Twice a week.

He hadn’t expected her to come out of the gate with a number that high. He’d assumed she’d want to ease into this — maybe once every couple of weeks at most. The fact that she was already negotiating for twice a week made something twist in his stomach.

Still, he told himself this was probably just the excitement of something new. The novelty would wear off. It always did. So after a few minutes, he typed back.

Luke: That was more than I expected… but I’m okay with that.

Lucy smiled when she saw his reply. She was already typing again before he had time to second-guess himself.

Lucy: Thanks, Babe! And of course, when you’re at work and Jaydene is here, we can play as often as we want, right?

Luke felt a flicker of irritation. He hadn’t agreed to that. But he also didn’t want to sound like he was going back on his word so quickly.

Luke: Yeah… I guess that’s okay.

There was a short pause before Lucy replied.

Lucy: You don’t sound very excited about that idea, Luke. Is this really for me, or is it more about your voyeur kink?

Luke exhaled slowly. She was calling him out, and they both knew it.

Luke: No, Baby. That’s fine by me. I guess it makes sense. At least you wouldn’t be taking time away from us.

Lucy read that and smirked. She decided to push a little harder while he was still being agreeable.

Lucy: Good. There’s one more thing.

She paused, then sent the bigger request.

Lucy: This has been the perfect situation for us to get to know each other with complete privacy and no interruptions. I’d like you to agree that Jaydene and I can go away for a few days together — at least twice a year. Maybe three or four days at a time. Veronica might come too sometimes.

Luke read it twice. This was moving faster than he’d anticipated. A few days away, multiple times a year? That felt like a much bigger commitment than he’d been prepared for.

Still, he didn’t want to be the one shutting everything down right after agreeing to the rest.

Luke: I guess I’m okay with that. But could you try to only do the trips when I’m at work?

Lucy grinned at her phone. She could tell he was trying to keep some control over the situation.

Lucy: I think we have a deal.

She sent one more message.

Lucy: Pics incoming.

Then she opened the camera roll and started selecting the next round of photos to send him.

Lucy scrolled through the photos on her phone for a moment, then selected three and sent them to Luke without any caption.

The first one showed Jaydene’s thick cock resting against her entrance, her left hand wrapped around the base with her wedding rings clearly visible. The second was taken right after he’d pushed the head inside her. The third showed him a little over halfway, with a noticeable bulge pressing upward in her lower belly, just above her navel.

She turned the screen toward Jaydene so he could see the conversation.

He let out a low whistle when he read Luke’s replies.

“Damn,” he said. “He agreed to your visitation schedule pretty quick. That was almost too easy.”

Lucy gave a small, knowing smile as she set the phone down.

“Yeah… if I know Luke, he thinks I won’t actually follow through with it,” she said. “He still thinks I don’t really like sex that much. He probably figures I’ll get bored of this after a while and things will go back to normal.”

Jaydene raised an eyebrow.

“I think he’s going to change his mind the first time he actually watches us,” he said. “Once he sees how you react… he won’t be able to unsee it.”

Lucy’s smile faded a little. She looked down at her hands.

“Probably,” she admitted. “But I don’t know if I can do that. The idea of him watching us in the same room feels… awkward. I’m not sure I could relax and let go if he was just sitting there like some kind of creeper.”

Jaydene studied her for a moment, then leaned back against the pillows.

“What do you think about Veronica joining us sometime?” he asked. “We haven’t really talked about that.”

Lucy looked up at him, a little surprised by the question. She was quiet for a few seconds as she considered it.

“I don’t know,” she said honestly. “It’s crossed my mind, but… I’ve never been with a woman before. I don’t even know if I’d be any good at it.”

She paused, then added with a small shrug, “But if I was going to try it with anyone… Veronica would probably be the least intimidating option.”

Jaydene gave her a slow smile.

“You don’t have to decide anything right now,” he said. “Just something to think about.”

Lucy nodded, but her mind was already turning over the idea.

They spent the late afternoon outside taking care of the animals and hauling in more firewood. The work was slow and cold, but it felt good to be moving after spending so much time inside.

As they were walking back toward the house with the last load of wood, Lucy noticed something down the road.

“Look,” she said, nodding toward the main road.

Jaydene turned and saw a line of utility trucks moving slowly in the distance. Several of them had wood chippers attached, and the crews were clearly working on clearing fallen trees and damaged power lines. It was the first real sign they’d seen that the outside world was starting to dig itself out.

“About time,” Jaydene said. “Means the roads might be passable sooner than we thought.”

Lucy didn’t answer right away. She just watched the trucks for a moment, then turned and headed back inside.

After they ate and took turns washing up with the last of the warm water, they ended up on the sofa together. For a while, neither of them said much. The generator was running, the fire was going, and both of them had their phones in their hands for the first time in days.

It didn’t take long before they slipped into the old habit — sitting side by side, scrolling in silence.

Lucy was the one who noticed it first.

She looked over at Jaydene, then down at her own phone, and let out a short, irritated breath.

“Oh my God,” she said, tossing her phone onto the coffee table. “Look at us. We’ve been stuck in here together for days and we’re already staring at our screens like nothing ever happened.”

Jaydene glanced up, then gave a small, sheepish smile and set his phone down beside hers.

“I agree,” he said. “Except for dirty pics. Those can stay.”

Lucy let out a quiet laugh and shook her head.

They sat in silence for a minute, the fire crackling softly. Then Lucy turned slightly toward him, her expression more serious.

“Can I ask you something?”

Jaydene looked at her. “Of course.”

She hesitated for a second, then asked the question that had been sitting in the back of her mind for a while.

“Why do you think Luke really wanted me to try this?” She paused. “Do you think it’s because he wants the same deal for himself? Like… he’s hoping I’ll let him sleep with other women too?”

“I doubt it,” Jaydene said. “If Luke wanted something for himself, he probably would’ve brought up couple swapping or finding another woman first. He also wouldn’t be getting off on watching you with someone else. He’d just be putting up with it until he got what he wanted.”

Lucy was quiet for a moment, turning that over.

“That actually makes sense,” she admitted. “He never suggested anything else. It was always just me with another man.” She paused. “And he does seem really turned on by it. I bet he’s been jerking off nonstop in that hotel room.” She gave a small, slightly uncomfortable laugh. “I’m trying not to let it weird me out too much. It’s just… strange. He’s always been so in control in every other part of his life. Seeing him get off on something like this feels… submissive.”

Jaydene nodded slowly.

“It is submissive,” he said. “But I don’t think it means he’s changing who he is. I think he’s just finally showing you a part of himself he’s probably been hiding for a long time.” He looked at her. “And honestly? You should be grateful he cares enough about your happiness to let you explore this. Yeah, it turns him on too — but that’s kind of the point. You both get something out of it. I don’t think he’d want you doing this if you weren’t actually enjoying it. That would ruin it for him.”

Lucy studied his face for a moment, then gave him a small, appreciative smile.

“Well said,” she murmured. She let out a quiet breath and leaned back against the cushions. “I just need to stop overthinking everything and actually enjoy it while I can.”

Jaydene reached over and gently squeezed her thigh.

“That’s probably a good idea.”

That night, Luke couldn’t sleep.

No matter how many times he came, the images wouldn’t leave his head. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw Lucy on her knees with Jaydene’s cock in her mouth, or the look on her face in those photos when she was being stretched open. Eventually, exhaustion won out and he drifted off — but it wasn’t restful.

In the dream, they were at a large, dimly lit house. Music played somewhere in the background, low and pulsing. Luke was standing near the edge of a spacious living room, watching as people moved around in various states of undress. Mattresses were scattered across the floor, and a sex swing hung from a reinforced beam in the ceiling. It took him a moment to understand what kind of party this was.

Lucy was already there.

She didn’t look nervous or out of place. She was talking to Veronica like this was completely normal, wearing a short black dress that Luke had never seen before. Jaydene stood nearby, one hand resting possessively on the small of her back.

Over what felt like hours, Luke watched from the shadows as his wife was taken by multiple men. Sometimes it was Jaydene. Other times it was one of the strangers. At one point, she was on her hands and knees between two men at once — one in her mouth, the other behind her — while Veronica watched with a small, approving smile.

Luke couldn’t move. He couldn’t speak. He could only watch.

At some point, he realized he recognized the two men who weren’t Jaydene. They were Lucy’s ex-boyfriends — the ones she had mentioned in passing over the years. The ones she’d described as average at best, nothing special.

But in the dream, they were anything but average.

Both men were thick and well-endowed, easily matching Jaydene in size. One of them had Lucy bent over the arm of a couch, fucking her with long, deliberate strokes while she moaned into the cushions. The other stood nearby, stroking himself as he waited his turn. Their wives — two women Luke didn’t recognize — sat on a nearby sofa, watching with casual interest, like this was something they’d all done before.

Lucy didn’t look ashamed. She didn’t look like she was performing for anyone. She looked like she belonged there.

Luke woke up suddenly, heart pounding, his chest tight. For a few disoriented seconds, he didn’t know where he was. The hotel room was dark and quiet. He sat up slowly, rubbing his face with both hands.

It had just been a dream. A fucked-up, vivid dream.

But the feeling it left behind stayed with him — that heavy, uneasy mix of arousal and something close to dread. He reached for his phone on the nightstand and checked the time. It was just after 3 a.m.

He lay back down and stared at the ceiling, knowing he probably wouldn’t be getting much more sleep.

Luke lay in the dark, staring up at the ceiling as his breathing slowly returned to normal. The dream clung to him like a second skin — too vivid, too specific to shake off easily.

He wondered if it was a warning. A glimpse of what could happen if he kept pushing this. Or was it just his subconscious picking at old insecurities? He had always believed Lucy when she said her ex-boyfriends weren’t well-endowed. But in the dream, they had both been as big as Jaydene. Was that just his paranoia twisting things, or had she downplayed the truth all these years?

The thought made his stomach twist.

Had he made a mistake by opening this door? By encouraging her to try something — someone — who could give her what he never could? He had wanted her to feel pleasure, to experience something new. But what if she discovered she liked it too much? What if this wasn’t something she could just turn off once they were back to normal life?

Luke turned onto his side and pulled the blanket tighter around him, even though the room wasn’t cold. For the first time since this whole thing started, a flicker of real fear moved through him.

He was glad it had only been a dream.

At least for now.


The Morning After

The next morning, during their usual phone call, Luke caught Lucy completely off guard.

“I’m already at the airport,” he said. “I managed to get on an earlier flight. The roads should be clear enough for me to drive home from Nashville, so I should be back before dark.”

Lucy was quiet for a second, processing the news.

Part of her was genuinely relieved — she missed him, and having him home would make everything feel more stable again. But another part of her felt a sharp pang of disappointment. The bubble they had been living in for the past few days was about to burst, and she wasn’t ready for it to end.

After they hung up, Lucy sat on the edge of the mattress for a long time, staring at the fire. Her mind was already racing ahead to what would happen when Luke walked through the door.

Would she have to fight to keep Jaydene around until his power came back on? Would Luke expect things to go back to normal immediately? Could she and Jaydene still find time to be together once Luke was home? She had no idea how any of this was supposed to work, and that uncertainty made her anxious.

What unsettled her most, though, was how quickly she had become attached to this. Just a few days ago, the idea of sleeping with Jaydene had felt terrifying and wrong. Now the thought of going without it already made her feel strangely hollow. She barely recognized herself.

Before Luke arrived, she and Jaydene had sex twice more — once in the morning and again in the early afternoon. Lucy didn’t want to admit it out loud, but part of her hoped Luke would want to fuck her when he got home. She wanted to see how he would react if he slid inside her while she was still full of Jaydene’s cum.

If he did want sex, she had already decided she wasn’t going to clean up first.

She told herself she was doing it to test him — to see how far he was actually willing to go with this. But deep down, she knew there was more to it than that. Part of her wanted to see if Luke would really accept this new version of her. And part of her simply didn’t want to stop being Jaydene’s yet.

The moment Luke walked through the door, Lucy ran to him. She jumped into his arms and kissed him hard, wrapping her legs around his waist for a few seconds. It wasn’t an act — she really was happy to see him. The relief in his face when he held her made her chest tighten a little.

“I missed you,” she said against his mouth.

“I missed you too,” Luke replied, setting her down but keeping his hands on her waist. He looked tired from traveling, but his eyes were already scanning the room, looking for Jaydene.

Jaydene was in the kitchen, leaning against the counter with his arms crossed. He gave Luke a small nod.

“Welcome back, man.”

“Thanks for taking care of everything,” Luke said. His voice was steady, but there was a stiffness in his posture that hadn’t been there before.

They ate together at the small kitchen table. Luke had brought takeout from one of their favorite places in Nashville, and for a little while, things almost felt normal. They talked about the storm, the roads, and how long the power might still be out. Jaydene kept things light and respectful, and Lucy played the role of the attentive wife, asking Luke about his trip and making sure he had enough to eat.

But the undercurrent was impossible to ignore.

While Lucy was standing at the stove warming up one of the containers, Jaydene walked up behind her like it was the most natural thing in the world. He wrapped his arms around her waist and pressed a slow kiss to the side of her neck. Lucy didn’t pull away. She just tilted her head slightly and let out a soft laugh, the same way she might have if Luke had done it.

Luke watched from the table, his fork halfway to his mouth.

Then Lucy turned around in Jaydene’s arms. Their eyes met for a second, and then she kissed him — not a quick peck, but a real kiss. Deep and unhurried. Jaydene’s hands slid down to her ass and squeezed, pulling her against him while they made out in front of her husband.

Luke didn’t say anything. He just looked down at his plate and kept eating, even though his appetite had disappeared.

The rest of dinner was quiet. Tense, but civil.

After they finished eating, the question of sleeping arrangements hung in the air. The power was still out in the bedrooms, and it was too cold to sleep anywhere but the living room. The twin mattress they had been using was clearly too small for three people.

Luke glanced toward the sofa.

“I can take the couch tonight,” he offered. “Jaydene, you can have the mattress with Lucy.”

Lucy shook her head before Jaydene could even respond.

“No,” she said firmly. “That sofa is way too small for you, Luke. And it’s freezing in here at night. We’re all sleeping on the mattress together.”

Luke blinked, clearly caught off guard.

“Lucy… it’s a twin mattress. There’s no way the three of us are going to fit comfortably.”

“We’ll make it work,” Lucy said, her tone leaving little room for argument. “I’m not making Jaydene sleep on that tiny couch after everything he’s done for us. And I’m not making you sleep on it either. We’re all adults. We can share a bed for one night.”

She looked at both of them, waiting to see if either would push back.

Jaydene stayed quiet, letting Lucy take the lead. Luke stared at her for a long moment, then slowly nodded.

“…Okay,” he said quietly. “If that’s what you want.”

Lucy gave him a small smile and reached across the table to squeeze his hand.

Luke looked between Lucy and the small sofa, then back at the twin mattress on the floor.

“I can just take the couch,” he said. “It’s fine. Jaydene can have the mattress with you.”

Lucy shook her head.

“No,” she said, her tone firm but not unkind. “That sofa is way too short for Jaydene, and it’s not comfortable at all. He’s been sleeping on that tiny mattress with me for days. He can sleep in the bed with us.”

Luke blinked, clearly caught off guard.

“Lucy… it’s one mattress. The three of us aren’t going to fit.”

“We’ll make it work,” Lucy replied. “This isn’t the time to worry about modesty or manners. It’s freezing in here, and we need to stay together to keep warm. You’ll understand that in a couple of hours if you’re the one stuck tending the fire all night.”

She paused, then added, almost as an afterthought, “And just so you know — we don’t wear clothes to bed. We keep them under the blankets so they stay warm, but we don’t sleep in them.”

Luke stared at her for a second, then let out a short, disbelieving laugh and rubbed his face with both hands.

“Okay, okay… Bear Grylls,” he muttered, relenting. “Whatever you say.”

They spent the next twenty minutes rearranging the living room. They dragged the queen-sized mattress from the main bedroom into the center of the room and pushed the smaller twin mattress out of the way. It was a tight fit, but they managed to create enough space for all three of them.

When it was finally time to sleep, Lucy climbed into the middle without hesitation. Luke took the side closest to the woodstove, and Jaydene settled in on her other side. For the first little while, everything was quiet. Lucy turned toward Luke and curled up against his chest the way she always did, resting her head over his heart. He wrapped an arm around her and let out a long, tired sigh.

Within minutes, his breathing deepened. The long day of travel had clearly worn him out, and he was asleep faster than Lucy expected.

She stayed still for a while, listening to the steady rhythm of his heartbeat and the occasional crackle from the fire. Jaydene was quiet beside her, but she could feel the warmth of his body just inches away.

Lucy kept her eyes open in the dark, staring at the faint glow of the woodstove through the glass door.

Luke was finally home.

And she was lying between her husband and her lover, completely naked, wondering how long it would take before one of them reached for her.

Luke woke slowly, pulled out of sleep by a soft, wet sound and a low moan that didn’t belong to any dream.

For a few disoriented seconds, he didn’t understand what he was hearing. Then it clicked.

He turned his head toward the sound and saw them.

Lucy was between Jaydene’s legs, her head moving slowly under the blankets. The firelight was low, but there was just enough glow for Luke to make out the shape of her body and the way her head bobbed. She was moaning — not loud, but unmistakably genuine. The kind of soft, involuntary sounds she almost never made when she was with him.

Luke’s stomach dropped.

He had imagined this moment. He had jerked off to the idea of it more times than he could count over the past week. But the reality of it hit differently. There was no buffer of fantasy here. His wife was sucking another man’s cock three feet away from him, and she was enjoying it. Not tolerating it. Not doing it because she felt she had to. She was making those soft, hungry sounds like she wanted it.

Luke felt his cock stir even as a cold knot formed in his chest.

He had always known Lucy wasn’t particularly enthusiastic about oral sex. She had done it for him occasionally over the years, but it had always felt like a favor — something she did because she loved him, not because she enjoyed it. And now here she was, moaning around Jaydene’s cock like she was savoring the taste. Like she wanted to be doing this.

The thought made something twist painfully inside him.

She’s never sounded like that with me.

He watched as Lucy pulled off Jaydene with a soft, wet sound and crawled up his body. She reached down between them, guided him to her entrance, and slowly sank down onto his cock. Even in the dim light, Luke could see the way her mouth fell open as she took him. The way her body stretched around that thick length. The way she started to move — rolling her hips, finding her rhythm, clearly chasing her own pleasure.

She wasn’t performing for Luke. She wasn’t looking at him to see if he was watching. She was completely focused on Jaydene, on the way he felt inside her. Every so often, a soft moan would slip out of her — real, unfiltered sounds that Luke had rarely heard from her in six years of marriage.

He felt a confusing mix of emotions crash into him all at once.

Arousal. He couldn’t deny it. His cock was hard, pressing against the blankets. The sight of his wife riding another man — Jaydene, of all people — was doing something to him that he didn’t fully understand.

But underneath that was something darker. Jealousy. Insecurity. A quiet, creeping fear that he had opened a door he wouldn’t be able to close. Lucy had changed in just a few days. She was more confident, more sexually assertive, more… his. Not Luke’s. Jaydene’s. At least in this moment.

Luke lay there frozen, unable to look away. He hated how much he wanted to keep watching. He hated that some part of him was memorizing every sound she made, every movement of her body, so he could replay it later when he was alone.

And beneath all of that was a quieter, more painful thought:

She’s never looked like that when she’s with me.

He had wanted this. He had asked for it. But now that it was happening right in front of him, the reality felt much heavier than the fantasy ever had.

Luke closed his eyes for a moment, trying to steady his breathing. When he opened them again, Lucy was still riding Jaydene, her head tilted back, lost in it.

He didn’t know what to do.

So he did nothing.

He just lay there in the dark, watching his wife fuck another man, and tried to understand why the tight, sick feeling in his chest was mixed with something that felt dangerously close to excitement.

Within less than five minutes, Lucy found her rhythm. She was grinding down on Jaydene in that specific way that made her breath catch, clearly chasing her orgasm. As she got closer, she reached over without looking and wrapped her hand around Luke’s cock.

He was already rock hard and leaking. Lucy started stroking him slowly, her grip firm but distracted, like she was trying to keep him involved even as her focus narrowed to what was happening between her legs.

Luke stayed completely still, watching her.

Then her orgasm hit.

Lucy’s whole body locked up. Her thighs began shaking violently as a raw, broken moan tore out of her. Her hand tightened around Luke’s cock for a second — almost painfully — before her grip suddenly went slack. She let go of him entirely as the pleasure overwhelmed her, her fingers slipping away as she braced both hands on Jaydene’s chest instead.

Luke watched as his wife came hard on another man’s cock right beside him. Her moans were loud and unrestrained, her body jerking with every deep thrust Jaydene gave her. She wasn’t trying to be quiet. She wasn’t performing for Luke’s benefit. She was completely lost in it.

He had never made her cum like this. Not once.

Jaydene groaned, clearly feeling how wet she’d gotten. “Fuck… you’re dripping all over me,” he muttered.

Lucy came again a few minutes later, just as hard. This time she didn’t reach for Luke at all. She was too far gone, gripping Jaydene’s shoulders as she shook and whimpered through another intense climax.

When Jaydene finally came, he pushed in deep and stayed there, growling as he emptied himself inside her. Lucy’s eyes fluttered open. Still breathing hard, she looked over at Luke and spoke, her voice hoarse.

“I can feel it,” she whispered. “So deep…”

They weren’t done. Jaydene rolled them onto their sides so they were facing Luke and slid back inside her from behind. He fucked her in long, steady strokes while Lucy stared at her husband. Every time Jaydene bottomed out, a soft, breathy moan slipped out of her.

As Jaydene got close again, Lucy reached out and grabbed Luke’s hand. She held on tight, her fingers clamping down hard as her body started to tense. When Jaydene came inside her a second time, Lucy’s grip on Luke’s hand became crushing. She squeezed so hard it hurt, her eyes squeezed shut as she came with him, her whole body shaking violently.

Luke felt every pulse of her orgasm through her grip on his fingers. The pain in his hand was sharp, but he didn’t pull away. He just lay there, watching his wife cum on another man’s cock while she held onto him like she needed something to anchor her.

When it was finally over, Lucy’s grip slowly loosened, but she didn’t let go of his hand right away. She kept it there between them, her fingers still loosely wrapped around his as she tried to catch her breath.

Luke stared at their joined hands in the dark, his own fingers still throbbing.

He had never felt so completely secondary to his wife’s pleasure… and so strangely, painfully connected to her at the same time.

Once they calmed down, Lucy turned her head toward Luke. She was still breathing hard, her skin damp with sweat.

“Thank you,” she whispered, her voice soft but sincere. “Thank you for talking me into this, Babe. He fucks me so well.”

Luke didn’t know how to respond. The words hit him harder than he expected. This wasn’t the hesitant, overthinking wife he thought he knew. She wasn’t second-guessing herself or looking guilty. She sounded… grateful. Satisfied in a way he had never been able to give her.

He had assumed that once the storm passed and reality set back in, she would pull away from this. That she would overthink everything and shut it down. But the way she was talking now made it clear they had already done this many times. This wasn’t new anymore. It was becoming normal for her.

Luke lay there in silence, unsure of what to say.

He eventually drifted off again, exhausted from travel and emotional whiplash. But he didn’t stay asleep for long.

Sometime later, he woke to the feeling of movement against him. Lucy was pressed against his side, her head resting on his chest and her top leg draped over his. At first, he thought she was just shifting in her sleep.

Then he felt it.

Jaydene was fucking her from behind. Slow, steady thrusts that rocked Lucy’s body gently against Luke’s. One of Jaydene’s arms was wrapped around her, his hand cupping her breast, while his forearm rested heavily across Luke’s ribcage. Every time Jaydene pushed in deep, Luke could feel the thick bulge of his cock moving inside Lucy’s stomach, pressing against him through her body.

Luke stayed completely still, his heart pounding.

He could hear every wet sound, every soft moan Lucy made. She wasn’t trying to be quiet. She wasn’t trying to hide it from him. She was just… taking it. Letting Jaydene fuck her while she used Luke’s body as a pillow.

At that moment, Jaydene knew — and Luke knew — that there was almost nothing Luke wouldn’t allow.

They kept going like that for another twenty minutes. Lucy came again at some point, her fingers digging into Luke’s chest as she trembled against him. Jaydene followed soon after, pushing in deep and groaning as he came inside her for the third time that night.

When he finally pulled out, a thick rush of cum spilled from Lucy’s pussy and ran down onto Luke’s upper thigh. The warm, sticky mess spread across his skin.

Lucy noticed. She reached down between her legs, scooped up some of the cum with her fingers, and then — without a word — brought them to Luke’s lips.

Luke didn’t move.

He could have turned his head. He could have said no. But he didn’t.

Lucy’s fingers pressed gently against his mouth, and after a brief hesitation, Luke parted his lips and let her push them inside. The taste was unmistakable — salty, thick, and unmistakably Jaydene’s. She did it again, scooping more from her messy pussy and feeding it to him slowly, watching his face in the low firelight.

Luke didn’t resist. He didn’t say a word.

He just lay there, swallowing another man’s cum from his wife’s fingers while she looked at him with a strange, quiet intensity.

Lucy didn’t smile. She didn’t tease him. She just kept feeding him until she was satisfied, then rested her head back on his chest like nothing unusual had happened.

Luke stared up at the dark ceiling, the taste still lingering in his mouth, and wondered how much further this was going to go.

And whether he was going to try to stop it.

Luke lay there in stunned silence, his mind struggling to process what had just happened. The taste of Jaydene’s cum was still on his tongue. Lucy had fed it to him without a word, and he had swallowed it without resistance. He couldn’t believe any of this was real.

He assumed that was the end of it for the night. Lucy had just had multiple intense orgasms, and he figured she would finally settle down and go to sleep. His body was heavy with exhaustion from traveling and emotional overload. His eyes started to drift closed.

Then he felt it.

Jaydene shifted behind Lucy, and within moments Luke heard the unmistakable sound of him pushing back inside her. The wet, rhythmic sound of skin meeting skin started up again, slower this time but still steady. Lucy let out a soft, breathy moan and pushed her hips back to meet him.

Luke’s eyes opened.

They were fucking again.

He could feel every movement through the mattress. Every thrust rocked Lucy’s body gently against his. The sound of Jaydene’s balls slapping against the back of her thighs was loud in the quiet room — wet, heavy, and impossible to ignore.

Lucy turned her head toward Luke in the dark. Her voice was soft and slightly dazed when she spoke.

“Goodnight, Babe,” she murmured.

Luke hesitated for only a second before leaning in and kissing her. It was a strange, surreal kiss — tender on his end, while her body was being steadily fucked from behind. He could feel the movement of Jaydene’s thrusts through her lips. Every time Jaydene pushed in deep, Lucy’s mouth pressed a little harder against his.

Luke pulled back slowly, his heart hammering.

He didn’t know what else to do. So he closed his eyes and tried to sleep.

But sleep wouldn’t come easily.

Every few minutes, Lucy would let out another soft moan or sharp gasp as Jaydene fucked her. Sometimes she would reach back and grip Luke’s arm or rest her hand on his chest. Other times she would simply lie there and take it, her breathing ragged and uneven. The wet sound of Jaydene’s cock moving inside her and the steady slap of his balls against her skin filled the room.

Luke lay perfectly still, eyes closed, pretending to sleep while his wife was fucked right beside him. He could feel every movement. He could hear every sound. And no matter how tired he was, his mind wouldn’t shut off.

At some point, he realized they might actually keep going for hours.

The thought should have horrified him. Instead, it left him with a strange, heavy feeling in his chest — a mix of dread, exhaustion, and something he didn’t want to name.

He was too tired to keep fighting it.

Eventually, Luke drifted off again, lulled by the steady rhythm of his wife being fucked beside him. His last conscious thought was that this might not be the last time he fell asleep to that sound.

Luke woke to the wet, rhythmic sounds of Lucy sucking Jaydene’s cock.

It took him a moment to register what he was hearing. When he turned his head, he saw her on her knees between Jaydene’s legs, her head moving steadily as she worked him with her mouth. She wasn’t being quiet about it. The soft, messy sounds filled the space between them in the early morning light.

Jaydene had one hand resting on the back of her head, guiding her but not forcing. His breathing had grown heavier. Luke could tell he was getting close.

“Fuck… I’m gonna cum,” Jaydene warned, his voice low and rough.

Luke’s stomach tightened.

He expected Lucy to pull off. She had always hated the taste of cum — she’d made that clear many times over the years. Even when she did give him head, she almost never let him finish in her mouth. And on the rare occasions she had, she’d immediately spit it out or rushed to the bathroom afterward.

But she didn’t pull away.

Instead, Lucy kept her mouth on him. Her pace slowed slightly, but she stayed there, taking him deeper as Jaydene’s hips began to jerk. Luke watched, stunned, as Jaydene groaned and started to cum. Lucy’s throat moved as she swallowed. Once. Twice. She kept going until he was finished, only pulling off when he finally relaxed.

She wiped the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand, breathing a little harder than before. It was obvious she hadn’t enjoyed the taste — her expression was tight, almost grim — but she had swallowed every drop anyway.

Luke lay there in silence, trying to remember the last time she had done that for him.

He couldn’t.

It had been years. Maybe even before they got married. The realization sat heavy in his chest.

Lucy turned toward him. Before Luke could react, she leaned in and kissed him. Her mouth was still warm, and the bitter, unmistakable taste of Jaydene’s cum hit his tongue immediately.

Luke instinctively tried to pull back.

Lucy’s hand came up and held the side of his face, keeping him there. When he tried to turn away again, she gave him a look — not angry, but sharp and slightly mocking.

She broke the kiss just enough to speak, her voice low and edged with sarcasm.

“What’s the matter?” she murmured. “You always want to cum in my mouth, so surely it can’t be that bad, right?”

Luke stared at her, caught completely off guard. The taste was still on his tongue. Lucy held his gaze for another second, then leaned in and kissed him again, slower this time, making sure he tasted it.

When she finally pulled back, she didn’t say anything else. She just settled beside him, resting her head on his chest like it was any other morning.

Luke lay there, staring at the ceiling, the bitter taste still lingering in his mouth.

He had never felt more like a stranger in his own marriage.

He got dressed in silence, pulling on his clothes from the day before while the wet sounds of Jaydene fucking his wife filled the room. He added more wood to the stove, then went into the kitchen and made himself something to eat. The entire time, he could hear them. Every so often Lucy would let out a quiet moan or gasp, and Luke would grip his mug a little tighter.

He didn’t say anything. He didn’t ask them to stop. He just ate his breakfast while his wife was being fucked ten feet away.

When he finished, he put on his coat and boots and stepped outside to feed the animals. The cold air hit him hard, but it was almost a relief. For a few minutes, he could pretend things were normal. He broke the ice on the water troughs, scattered feed for the chickens, and checked on the goats. The work was slow and methodical, and for a little while, it gave his mind something else to focus on.

But even out here, he couldn’t fully escape it. Every time he glanced back at the house, he thought about what was happening inside. He thought about the way Lucy had looked at Jaydene last night. He thought about how she had swallowed without hesitation. He thought about how easily she had fed him another man’s cum.

By the time he finished with the animals and headed back inside, his hands were cold and his chest felt tight.

He stepped through the door and stopped.

Lucy was on her back on the mattress with her legs pushed up toward her chest, exactly the way Jaydene had fucked her the first night. Jaydene was between her thighs, moving with slow, deliberate strokes. Her hands were gripping his forearms, and her face was flushed and damp with sweat.

Jaydene glanced over at Luke as he came in, but he didn’t stop. If anything, he seemed to slow down even more, like he wanted Luke to see exactly what he was doing to her.

Luke stood there awkwardly near the woodstove, unsure whether to sit down or leave the room again. Before he could decide, Jaydene spoke.

“Watch this,” he said, not unkindly, but with clear intent.

He shifted his angle slightly and began fucking her with shorter, more targeted strokes. Lucy’s reaction was immediate. Her mouth fell open and her fingers dug into his arms as a sharp moan escaped her. It was clear he had found her G-spot.

Jaydene worked her steadily until her breathing changed and her legs started to tremble. Just as she was about to cum, he pulled back and slowed down, denying her the full release. Lucy made a frustrated sound and tried to pull him deeper, but he held her in place.

He waited about thirty seconds, then started again.

Luke watched, unable to look away.

Jaydene brought her to the edge again, and again he backed off just before she could finish. Lucy was panting now, her body tense and shaking. She tried to tell him she was done after the sixth one, her voice breathless and strained.

“Jay… I can’t… I’m done,” she managed.

Jaydene didn’t stop.

He kept going, triggering another orgasm at eight, then again at ten. Each time Lucy tried to tap out, and each time Jaydene ignored her. Her protests grew weaker, replaced by desperate, broken moans as her body kept responding against her will.

By the twelfth orgasm, Lucy was barely coherent. Her legs were shaking so hard they were almost convulsing, and tears had gathered at the corners of her eyes from the overwhelming intensity. Jaydene finally pushed in as deep as he could go and stayed there, grinding against her as he came hard inside her.

Lucy let out a long, broken sound as she felt him flooding her. Her whole body trembled with aftershocks.

Jaydene stayed buried inside her for a moment, breathing heavily, before he slowly pulled out. His cock was slick and shiny with their combined mess. He shifted off the mattress and stood up, then walked over to where Luke was standing near the woodstove.

Without saying a word, Jaydene held out his fist.

Luke stared at it for a second, then slowly bumped it with his own. The gesture felt surreal. Almost mocking.


What Next?

Jaydene gave him a small, satisfied nod, then turned and walked toward the bathroom, leaving Luke standing there while Lucy lay on the mattress, legs still spread, cum slowly leaking out of her and onto the sheets.

Luke didn’t move.

He just stood there, staring at his wife’s exhausted, thoroughly fucked body, and tried to understand how they had gotten here.

Luke stood there for a moment after Jaydene left the room, still trying to process everything. Eventually, he walked over and knelt down beside the mattress next to his wife.

Lucy was lying on her back with her legs still slightly parted, looking thoroughly exhausted but strangely content. Her skin was flushed, and a thin sheen of sweat covered her chest and stomach. Between her legs, Jaydene’s cum was slowly leaking out of her, running down toward her ass.

She turned her head to look at him and gave him a tired but satisfied smile.

“I’m pretty sure we figured out why I wasn’t orgasming during sex,” she said softly.

Luke didn’t respond. He wasn’t sure he could.

Lucy’s smile turned a little more wicked as she added, “By the way… I think he shot that last load right into my uterus, Babe. It was so deep.”

She reached over, grabbed Luke’s pillow from the top of the mattress, and shoved it underneath her hips, lifting her ass slightly off the bed. The movement caused another thick trickle of cum to escape her and run down between her cheeks.

Luke stared at his pillow now positioned under her, slowly absorbing the mess leaking out of her.

“Baby… you’re going to get cum all over my pillow,” he said, unable to keep the discomfort out of his voice.

Lucy looked at him with a small, mischievous smile.

“This will help hold it inside,” she explained simply, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Then she added, “I thought you might help clean me up.”

Luke blinked, not fully understanding at first.

“Sure,” he said after a moment. “Let me go get a washcloth.”

Lucy let out a soft, slightly mocking laugh and shook her head.

“That’s not what I meant, Luke.”

She held his gaze, her expression calm but expectant. It took him a few seconds to realize what she was actually asking. When it finally clicked, his stomach dropped.

He looked down at her cum-filled pussy, then back up at her face. Lucy didn’t say anything else. She just watched him, waiting to see what he would do.

Luke felt a wave of conflicting emotions crash into him at once. Disgust. Arousal. Humiliation. And underneath it all, a quiet, shameful understanding that he was going to do it anyway.

He didn’t move right away. He just knelt there beside her, staring at the mess between her legs and the pillow she had deliberately placed underneath her to keep another man’s cum inside her body.

Lucy shifted slightly, getting more comfortable against the pillow, and looked at him with that same small, knowing smile.

Luke knelt beside the mattress, staring down at his wife’s body. Lucy was still lying on her back with the pillow under her hips, keeping her pelvis tilted upward. Between her legs, Jaydene’s cum continued to slowly leak out of her, thick and white, running down toward the pillow beneath her ass.

He didn’t move.

The sight of it made his stomach turn. Her pussy was visibly used — swollen, flushed, and glistening. He could see the evidence of everything Jaydene had done to her, and the thought of putting his mouth there made something in him recoil.

Lucy watched him quietly for a moment, then spoke.

“Come on, Babe,” she said, her voice soft but pointed. “After he just made me cum so many times… don’t you at least want to make me cum once?”

Luke’s jaw tightened. He didn’t look at her face. He kept staring between her legs, watching another slow drip of cum slide out of her and onto his pillow.

Lucy shifted slightly, propping herself up on her elbows. When he still didn’t move, she reached down with two fingers, scooped up some of the cum that had leaked out, and slowly dragged it back up over her slit. She did it deliberately, making sure he saw.

Luke finally glanced up at her.

Lucy met his eyes and gave him a small, pouty look — the same one she used to give him when she wanted something and knew he’d eventually cave. Only this time, her fingers were glistening with another man’s cum.

He looked back down at her pussy, then away again.

Part of him wanted to get up and walk out of the room. Another part of him knew that Jaydene had already seen Lucy feed him cum that morning. Refusing now would feel pointless. It wouldn’t change anything. It wouldn’t undo what had already happened.

So he stayed where he was.

Luke moved closer and positioned himself between her legs, getting a clear view of just how thoroughly she had been fucked. Her outer lips were puffy and bright pink, clearly swollen from use. A thin, steady stream of Jaydene’s cum continued to seep from her entrance, running down over her ass and soaking into his pillow. Her inner lips, which were usually tucked neatly away, were swollen and slightly parted, glistening and visibly used.

He hesitated again.

Lucy reached down and gently placed her hand on the back of his head. She didn’t shove him, but she applied steady pressure, guiding him forward before he could pull away.

Luke let her.

The smell hit him first — thick, musky, and unmistakably male. Then the taste as his tongue made contact with her messy folds. It was overwhelming. Salty, bitter, and mixed with the familiar taste of Lucy’s own arousal. He tried not to think about how much of it was inside her, how deep Jaydene had been when he came.

Lucy let out a soft sigh above him and relaxed back against the mattress, her hand still resting lightly on his head.

Luke closed his eyes and kept going.

Luke hesitated for another moment, staring at the mess between her legs. Then, with obvious reluctance, he leaned in. He started by lifting her ass slightly and dragging his tongue along the trail of cum that had run down into the cleft of her cheeks. The taste was strong and bitter. He worked his way upward slowly, cleaning the cum from her skin before finally moving to her outer labia.

Everything felt different.

Her pussy was hot to the touch, visibly swollen, and slick in a way that had nothing to do with her own arousal. The outer lips were puffy and soft under his tongue, and no matter how much he licked, more cum kept seeping from inside her. It coated his tongue in a thick, slimy layer that made his stomach turn.

He moved slowly, almost tentatively, focusing on her outer lips and trying to avoid pushing his tongue inside her. After a minute or two of this, Lucy let out an irritated sigh.

“Get in there, Babe,” she said, her voice sharper than before. “There’s a lot to clean up.”

Luke flinched at her tone but didn’t argue. He tried to work faster, dragging his tongue through her folds, but he was still hesitant. He kept his licks shallow, clearly reluctant to go any deeper than he had to.

Lucy watched him for another minute, growing visibly frustrated with how carefully he was going about it. Finally, she’d had enough.

She sat up and pushed at his shoulder.

“Roll onto your back,” she ordered.

Luke looked up at her, surprised by the sudden shift in her tone. When he didn’t move right away, she pushed him more firmly.

“Now, Luke.”

He obeyed, lying back on the mattress. Before he could adjust, Lucy moved over him and swung one leg across his chest. She shuffled forward until she was straddling his face, then lowered herself onto him without giving him time to prepare.

She sat down firmly.

Luke made a muffled sound of surprise as her pussy pressed against his mouth and nose. The weight of her body made it difficult to breathe at first, and he had to turn his head slightly to get air. Almost immediately, gravity did its work. A thick rush of Jaydene’s cum poured out of her and directly into his mouth.

Lucy didn’t lift up. She stayed seated and began to slowly grind herself against his face, smearing the mess across his lips, chin, and cheeks. More cum leaked out with every movement, flooding his mouth faster than he could swallow.

Luke’s hands came up to grip her thighs, not to push her off, but to steady himself. His nose was pressed against her, and every breath he managed to take was thick with the scent of sex and another man’s cum. He had no choice but to keep swallowing as more and more of it poured into his mouth.

Lucy let out a soft, satisfied sigh above him and rolled her hips again, grinding down harder.

“That’s better,” she murmured.

Luke lay beneath her, eyes squeezed shut, as his wife sat on his face and fed him another man’s load.

Luke had been hesitant at first, but once Lucy settled fully onto his face, he had little choice but to commit. He licked her with long, slow strokes, doing his best to clean the mess Jaydene had left inside her. The taste was overwhelming — thick, bitter, and unmistakably male. Every time he tried to pull back for air, Lucy would simply press down harder, grinding herself against his mouth.

After a minute or two, something shifted in him. Whether it was resignation or something darker, Luke stopped fighting it. He sealed his lips around her and began licking in earnest, focusing on the swollen nub of her clit. Lucy’s breathing changed almost immediately. Her thighs tightened around his head as she started to rock against his tongue.

“That’s it…” she breathed, her voice low and slightly surprised. “Right there, Babe.”

Luke kept going, and within a few minutes Lucy’s hips began to jerk. She came hard, grinding down onto his face with a long, broken moan as another rush of wetness flooded his mouth. This time it wasn’t just Jaydene’s cum — it was hers too. She rode out the orgasm against his tongue, shaking above him until the tremors finally subsided.

When she was done, Lucy slowly lifted herself off his face and moved to the side. Luke lay there gasping for air, his face shiny and wet. Streaks of cum and her arousal covered his mouth, chin, and even the bridge of his nose. He looked thoroughly used.

Jaydene, who had come back into the room and was leaning against the wall, let out a quiet laugh.

“Damn,” he said, clearly amused. “You look like a glazed donut, man.”

Luke didn’t respond. He was still trying to catch his breath.

Lucy glanced down at him and smiled, clearly pleased with the sight. She shifted lower on the mattress until she was kneeling beside Luke’s hips. Without saying anything, she reached for the front of his pants and unzipped them. Luke tensed but didn’t stop her.

She pulled his cock out. It was already hard, though noticeably smaller than Jaydene’s. Lucy wrapped her hand around it and gave it a slow stroke, her eyes flicking between his face and his dick. She didn’t say anything out loud, but the comparison was obvious in her expression. Jaydene’s cock filled her hand completely. Luke’s didn’t.

She stroked him again.

Luke lasted five strokes.

On the fifth, his hips jerked and he came with a choked sound, spilling over her fingers in weak, short pulses. The orgasm was fast and unsatisfying, and the humiliation that followed hit him immediately. He turned his head away, face burning.

Lucy looked down at the mess on her hand, then back at Luke. She didn’t look disappointed — if anything, she looked quietly fascinated.

She wiped her hand on his stomach and sat back on her heels.

Lucy was quiet for a moment, studying him. Then she spoke, her voice soft but honest.

“I’m surprised,” she admitted. “You’re a lot more… compliant than I thought you’d be.” She tilted her head slightly. “I guess Jaydene really did turn me into the slut you wanted. Are you rethinking this now?”

Luke was still breathing hard, his face a mess and his softening cock exposed. He looked up at her, then over at Jaydene, who was watching the exchange with open amusement.

After a long moment, Luke shook his head.

“Not yet,” he said quietly. “It’s… pretty fucking hot so far.”

Lucy’s eyebrows lifted slightly, clearly surprised by his answer. A slow smile spread across her face — not mocking, but genuinely pleased.

“I’m glad you feel that way,” she said. “Because I don’t want to stop.”

Luke looked at her, really looked at her, and realized something that unsettled him even more than everything else that had happened.

This was the most confident and unapologetic he had ever seen his wife. There was no hesitation in her voice, no trace of the woman who used to overthink every decision and worry about everyone else’s feelings. She knew what she wanted, and she wasn’t asking for permission anymore.

And Luke had no idea what that meant for them going forward.

Later that morning, when Jaydene stepped outside to check on the animals, Luke and Lucy were left alone in the living room. Luke had been quiet for a while, watching her as she sat on the edge of the mattress in one of his old T-shirts. Eventually, he spoke.

“Can I ask you something?” he said. “And I want a real answer. Not the fantasy version.”

Lucy looked over at him and nodded.

Luke hesitated, then asked, “Why did you actually agree to this? A week ago, you thought the whole idea was crazy.”

Lucy was quiet for a few seconds, clearly thinking about how to answer honestly.

“Honestly?” she said. “I wasn’t really interested until I talked to Veronica about it. She made it sound… normal. Like something people actually do without it destroying their marriage.” She glanced at him. “Then you told me about Jaydene’s college girlfriends, and how loud they were, and how they all seemed to lose their minds with him. It made me wonder if something was actually wrong with me. I started thinking maybe I should know what that feels like, at least once.”

She paused, then continued.

“And then the storm happened. We got stuck here with complete privacy, no one watching, and nothing else to do. It just… felt like a sign. Like the universe was giving me a chance to try it without any real-world consequences getting in the way.”

Luke nodded slowly, absorbing that. Then Lucy looked down at her hands and spoke again, more carefully this time.

“There’s something else I should tell you,” she said. “When we talked on the phone that day and you said you were okay with us messing around… we had already started. The night before. I didn’t tell you because I didn’t want you to think I was cheating. I figured since you’d already given me permission a week earlier, it wasn’t really crossing a line.”

Luke was quiet. He stared at the floor for a moment before answering.

“I’m not mad,” he said eventually. “I was in my hotel room jerking off that whole time, hoping you were doing something with him. I just didn’t think you actually would.”

Lucy gave him a small, almost sad smile.

“I hope you’re not upset that we’ve been doing it so much,” she said. “I’m feeling things I’ve never felt before, and it’s… kind of addictive. But I need you to know I’m not choosing him over you. I’m just figuring out my body right now. And his.” She looked at him directly. “It’s amazing, but it’s not replacing what I have with you.”

Luke was quiet again for a long moment. When he finally spoke, his voice was low and honest.

“I understand,” he said. “Just… don’t forget about me completely, okay?”

Lucy reached over and took his hand, squeezing it gently.

“I won’t,” she promised. “I’m not trying to leave you behind. I just don’t want to stop feeling this either.”

Luke nodded, but he didn’t look entirely convinced. He squeezed her hand back anyway.

For the rest of the day, Lucy stayed inside the house while Luke and Jaydene worked outside. With the cell service back, the two men started reaching out to neighbors to see who needed help. They compared notes on who had working generators, who was low on firewood, and which roads were still blocked. At one point, they even helped a couple down the road move some fallen branches off their driveway.

Between conversations with neighbors, they cut and stacked more firewood. It had quickly become their most valuable resource, and neither of them wanted to risk running out. By late afternoon, they had added another solid day’s worth to the growing pile in the garage.

Lucy watched them from the window a few times throughout the day. She could see how naturally the two men worked together, and how easily Jaydene had slipped into the role of helping run things around the property. It stirred something complicated in her chest.

By early evening, the sun was already low in the sky. Jaydene and Lucy exchanged a look across the room that didn’t need any words. They were both tired from the long day, but that wasn’t why they were heading to bed early.

They barely made it to the mattress before they started kissing. Lucy pulled Jaydene’s shirt off while he worked her sweatpants down her legs. Within moments they were naked and tangled together on the bed, completely ignoring Luke as if he wasn’t even in the room.

Luke stood near the woodstove, feeling like a stranger in his own house. He added another log to the fire and busied himself straightening up the kitchen, even though it didn’t really need it. Behind him, he could hear the wet sounds of them kissing, followed by Lucy’s soft moans as things progressed.

He tried not to listen, but it was impossible to block it out.

For the first time, he heard Lucy openly praise Jaydene during sex.

“God… you stretch me so much,” she breathed, her voice thick with pleasure. “I’ve never felt anything like this before.”

Luke kept his back turned, his hands gripping the edge of the counter.

On the mattress, Jaydene had Lucy on her back with her legs pushed up toward her chest. He was fucking her in deep, steady strokes when she suddenly spoke again, her voice strained but determined.

“Jay… I think I can take all of you. Please try.”

Jaydene paused for a second, looking down at her.

“You sure?” he asked.

Lucy nodded, even though her expression was already tight with anticipation.

“Yeah. I want to try.”

He didn’t need much encouragement. He shifted his weight and began pushing deeper than he had before. Lucy’s breath hitched immediately. It was clearly uncomfortable — her face twisted and her fingers dug into his arms — but she didn’t tell him to stop. She just breathed through it, her body trembling as he slowly worked more of his cock inside her.

Jaydene took his time, giving her body a chance to adjust with every inch. After a couple of difficult minutes, Lucy let out a sharp gasp. Her eyes flew open.

“Oh my God…” she whispered.

Jaydene was fully seated inside her. The base of his cock was pressed tight against her, and she could feel him deeper than she thought possible. The feeling was intense — bordering on painful — but the thrill of finally taking all of him overrode the discomfort.

She let out a high, excited squeal and grabbed onto his shoulders.

“I did it,” she said, almost laughing through the strain. “Fuck… I took all of you.”

Jaydene stayed still for a moment, letting her adjust to the feeling of being completely filled. Then he gave her a slow, deep thrust, and Lucy moaned loudly, her whole body reacting to the overwhelming sensation.

Luke stood by the woodstove, listening to his wife’s cries of pleasure as another man buried himself completely inside her. He didn’t turn around. He just kept staring into the fire, gripping the mantelpiece a little tighter than necessary.

“Oh my God… I took it all!” Lucy cried out, loud enough for Luke to hear clearly from across the room.

“Good girl, Lucy,” Jaydene praised, his voice low and rough. He stayed buried deep inside her for a moment before he began to cum. Lucy moaned loudly as she felt him pulsing against her cervix, filling her with another thick load.

Jaydene didn’t pull out right away. Instead, he started moving again — slower this time, but still deep — trying to push her toward another orgasm. It didn’t take long. Lucy’s legs began to shake, and she cried out again as she came, her voice breaking.

“It feels so hot inside me,” she gasped. “Fuck me, Baby… fuck me.”

Luke’s stomach twisted at the word.

Baby.

She had never called Jaydene that before. It had always been “Jay” or “Jaydene.” Hearing her use that name so naturally — the same name she sometimes used for him — made something in Luke’s chest tighten uncomfortably.

He watched as they finished, trying to sort through the complicated mix of emotions rising in him. On one hand, seeing Lucy like this — uninhibited, vocal, and clearly enjoying herself — was everything he thought he had wanted. But on the other hand, a quiet, nagging fear had taken root. What if Jaydene had stretched her too much? What if sex with him would never feel the same again? He tried to tell himself that wasn’t possible, that she would go back to normal, but the thought lingered anyway.

Once they were done, Luke blew out the last candle and climbed into bed beside Lucy. He was exhausted — physically and emotionally — and hoped they would finally settle down for the night.

He was wrong.

A few minutes after Lucy kissed him goodnight, Luke felt movement beside him. Jaydene had pulled Lucy onto her side and slid back inside her from behind. He was fucking her slowly, almost lazily, one arm wrapped around her waist while his other hand cupped her breast. Lucy didn’t protest. If anything, she seemed content to let him keep going.

Luke lay there in the dark, staring at the ceiling. He could feel every movement through the mattress. Every slow thrust. Every soft sound Lucy made. Jaydene wasn’t being rough — he was just taking his time, like he had no intention of stopping anytime soon.

For the first time since this all began, Luke felt truly alone in his own bed. Lucy was right there next to him, but she felt far away. She was focused on the man inside her, not on the husband lying beside her.

After another twenty minutes of listening to them, Luke reached his limit. He wasn’t angry — not really. He had asked for this. He had wanted Lucy to experience pleasure he couldn’t give her. But the reality of it was heavier and more overwhelming than he had anticipated.

He turned toward Lucy in the dark and spoke quietly.

“Babe,” he whispered. “I’m going to sleep in the guest bedroom. I need to get some rest.”

Lucy immediately reached for him under the blankets.

“Nooo,” she pleaded softly. “We’ll stop. I’m sorry. Just stay.”

Luke shook his head, even though she probably couldn’t see it clearly.

“It’s okay,” he said gently. “You guys keep going. I’ll be fine in the other room.”

He kissed her forehead quickly, then climbed out of bed before she could argue further. He grabbed his pillow and walked down the short hallway to the guest bedroom, closing the door quietly behind him.

As he lay down on the cold sheets, Luke could still faintly hear them through the walls. The soft, rhythmic sounds of Jaydene fucking his wife continued, undisturbed by his absence.

He stared up at the dark ceiling and let out a long, quiet breath.

This was what he had wanted.

So why did it feel like he was the one being left behind?

Luke woke just after dawn to the sound of the fire having burned low. He sat up slowly, rubbing his face, and made no effort to be quiet as he got out of bed. He opened the woodstove door with a loud creak, added several logs, and poked at the coals until the flames caught again. Then he moved into the kitchen and started making coffee, letting the sound of the kettle and the clinking of the mug carry through the quiet house.

From the mattress, Lucy’s voice drifted over, soft and warm.

“Good morning, my love.”

Luke didn’t turn around right away. When he finally answered, his tone was noticeably cooler than hers.

“Morning.”

He heard movement behind him, followed by Lucy’s voice again — this time quieter, and directed at Jaydene.

“Really, Jay? Stooop.”

It didn’t sound like a serious protest. There was a smile in her voice. A second later, Luke heard the rustle of blankets and the unmistakable sound of playful wrestling. Lucy let out a soft giggle, then a gasp, and Luke knew without looking that Jaydene had pinned her down.

He kept his back to them as he poured his coffee, but he could hear everything.

They didn’t rush. This time, there was no frantic urgency like the night before. Luke could hear the slow, wet sounds of them kissing, mixed with low murmurs and occasional soft laughter. It went on for several minutes. When Jaydene finally pushed inside her, Lucy’s moan was quiet and drawn out, almost content.

Luke finally turned around with his coffee in hand and sat down at the small table. He tried not to watch, but it was difficult not to.

Jaydene had Lucy on her back with her legs wrapped loosely around his waist. He was moving inside her in slow, unhurried strokes while they kissed. Every so often one of them would say something too quiet for Luke to catch, and the other would laugh softly. It didn’t feel like fucking. It felt like something else entirely — something more intimate. Something that made Luke’s chest feel tight.

He sipped his coffee and tried to focus on anything else, but his eyes kept drifting back to them. Jaydene was still buried deep inside Lucy, barely moving now, just rocking gently against her while they talked and kissed. Lucy had one hand resting on the back of his neck, her thumb stroking his skin absently.

Luke had never seen her like this with anyone — not even with him. She looked completely at ease. Comfortable. Happy.

After a while, he finished his coffee and stood up. They were still going. Lucy had her head tilted back now, eyes half-closed, while Jaydene kissed along her throat. Luke could hear her soft sighs from across the room.

He grabbed his coat off the hook by the door.

“I’m going to go feed the animals,” he said, not bothering to keep his voice down.

Lucy turned her head toward him, looking slightly dazed.

“You don’t have to do that,” she said. “We can help after—”

“It’s fine,” Luke cut in, already pulling on his boots. “I’ve got it.”

He didn’t wait for a response. He stepped outside and closed the door behind him, letting the cold morning air hit his face. For a moment, he just stood there on the porch, breathing in the sharp, icy air and trying to clear his head.

Inside, he could still faintly hear them.

Luke shoved his hands into his coat pockets and started walking toward the barn, his boots crunching over the frozen ground. He told himself he was just giving them privacy. That he needed the fresh air. That feeding the animals was something that needed to be done anyway.

But deep down, he knew the truth.

He just couldn’t keep watching.

Luke was still outside at the barn when the power suddenly came back on. The lights in the house flickered to life, and the familiar hum of the refrigerator and furnace filled the air. He stood there for a moment, staring at the house, before slowly making his way back inside.

When he stepped through the door, he found Lucy and Jaydene exactly where he’d left them — tangled together on the mattress. They barely reacted to the return of electricity. Lucy had her head turned toward the ceiling, eyes half-lidded, while Jaydene moved inside her in slow, deep strokes. For a few seconds, neither of them spoke. They both knew what the lights coming back on meant.

Jaydene would have to go back to his own house soon.

Something shifted in Jaydene’s expression. He looked over at Luke, then down at Lucy. Without saying a word, he pulled out of her, sat back on his knees, and grabbed her by the waist. In one smooth motion, he lifted her up so she was suspended above him, her legs dangling on either side of his thighs. Then he dropped her down onto his cock in one hard thrust.

Lucy cried out sharply.

Jaydene didn’t ease her into it. He held her up by her waist and started fucking her with hard, punishing strokes, using his arms to slam her down onto him over and over. The sound of their bodies colliding filled the room — wet, loud, and relentless. Lucy’s moans quickly turned into something more desperate. She grabbed onto his shoulders, her head thrown back as he drove into her.

“Fuck— Jay— oh my God—” Her voice broke into a string of breathless curses. “Don’t stop— please don’t stop— cum inside me— I want it—”

Luke stood near the door, frozen.

The sound of Lucy begging — raw, loud, and completely uninhibited — hit him like a punch to the chest. It dragged him straight back to his old college apartment, lying in bed while Jaydene fucked his girlfriend through the thin walls. He could still remember the shame of it, the way he’d jerked off in the dark, listening to her moan for another man. Some things, it seemed, never really changed.

Jaydene kept going, gripping Lucy’s hips tightly as he drove into her with everything he had. When he finally came, he didn’t slow down. He kept fucking her through it, hard and fast, pushing his cum deeper inside her with every thrust. The wet, sloppy sounds were obscene in the now well-lit room.

Only after he’d finished did he finally ease her down onto her back. He stayed buried inside her, chest heaving, and leaned down to kiss her deeply. Lucy wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back, both of them breathing hard and slick with sweat.

Luke stood there, watching Jaydene’s cock slowly soften inside his wife while they kissed like they’d forgotten he existed. He felt like an intruder in his own home.

Without saying anything, he turned and walked into the kitchen, busying himself with nothing in particular. Behind him, he could still hear the soft, wet sounds of them moving together.

The power was back.

And nothing felt normal anymore.

Jaydene stayed buried inside Lucy for another minute, catching his breath. Eventually, he lifted his head and looked down at her.

“Well, Baby Girl,” he said, brushing a strand of hair from her face, “I guess I need to get going. I should go check on my place.”

Lucy immediately wrapped her arms around his neck, holding him in place.

“Noooooo,” she whined, drawing the word out. “Just a little longer.”

Jaydene chuckled and gave her a slow kiss before carefully pulling out of her. As he sat back on his knees, he glanced over at Luke, who was standing near the woodstove pretending to be occupied with something.

“Come on, girl. You know I’ll come back around when you need me,” Jaydene said. He looked at Luke again. “Right, Luke?”

Luke blinked, caught off guard by being addressed so directly while Jaydene’s cock was still glistening with cum and Lucy’s arousal.

“Oh… uh… yeah,” he managed, his voice stiff. “Of course.”

It was an incredibly awkward thing to say to a man who currently had his dick inside his wife.

Jaydene smirked faintly. As he finally pulled out, he made a point of dragging the head of his cum-slick cock across Luke’s pillow, leaving a wet streak behind. It was a deliberate move, and they both knew it.

He stood up and started getting dressed. Lucy stayed on her back, watching him with a pouty expression as he pulled on his clothes. Once he was ready, he leaned down and gave her one last kiss.

“I’ll be back later to check on you two,” he said, then nodded at Luke. “Take it easy, man.”

Luke gave him a tight nod in return.

As soon as Jaydene stepped outside and closed the door behind him, Lucy turned her head toward Luke. She didn’t say anything. She simply lifted one hand and curled her finger, beckoning him over with a small, expectant smile.

Luke stood there for a second, staring at her. He already knew what she wanted.

With a quiet sigh, he walked over to the mattress and knelt down beside her.

Luke knelt beside the mattress, staring down at his wife. Lucy was still lying on her back with the pillow under her hips, keeping her pelvis tilted up. Between her legs, Jaydene’s cum continued to leak out of her in slow, thick trails.

He didn’t want to do this.

The sight alone made his stomach turn — her pussy was visibly used, swollen and glistening, with another man’s load slowly seeping from her. The smell was strong and musky. Everything about it felt degrading. But Lucy was watching him with that expectant look, and after a moment, he leaned in.

He started slowly, dragging his tongue along her outer lips first, trying to avoid going too deep. The taste was immediate and overwhelming — salty, bitter, and unmistakably Jaydene’s. He had to fight the urge to pull back. It was one thing to swallow a little when she fed it to him. This was different. This was actively licking it out of her.

Lucy let out a soft sigh and shifted her hips, clearly wanting more.

Luke forced himself to keep going. He licked along her slit, gathering the cum on his tongue before swallowing it down. It was messy and humiliating, and the longer he did it, the more he became aware of how stretched she was. Her inner lips were puffy and parted, and no matter how much he cleaned her, more of Jaydene’s cum kept leaking out.

He felt a strange, twisted sense of determination settle over him.

She came so many times for him. The least I can do is make her cum once.

With that thought in mind, he focused on her clit. He sealed his lips around it and started licking in firm, steady strokes, the way he knew she liked. Lucy’s breathing changed almost immediately. Her thighs tensed on either side of his head, and her hand found the back of his hair.

“That’s it…” she murmured. “Right there, Babe.”

Luke kept going, pushing past the taste and the mess. He could feel more of Jaydene’s cum coating his tongue with every pass, but he didn’t stop. He worked her clit with focused determination, and after a few minutes, Lucy’s hips began to rock against his mouth.

Her moans grew louder. Her fingers tightened in his hair. Luke could feel her getting close — the way her thighs started to tremble, the way her breathing turned sharp and uneven. He doubled down, licking harder and faster, refusing to let up even as more cum leaked onto his tongue.

Lucy came hard.

Her whole body seized up, and a broken, high-pitched cry tore out of her throat. Her thighs clamped around Luke’s head as she ground against his mouth, shaking violently through the orgasm. It was intense — much stronger than anything he’d given her in a long time. She rode it out against his tongue, gasping and moaning, until the tremors finally started to fade.

When it was over, Lucy slumped back against the mattress, breathing hard. Luke slowly pulled away, his face wet and shiny. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, feeling a confusing mix of emotions.

He was disgusted with himself for what he’d just done.

But underneath that, there was a small, stubborn sense of pride.

He had made her cum. Hard. After everything Jaydene had done to her, he had still been the one to push her over the edge one last time.

Lucy looked down at him, her chest rising and falling. She reached out and gently touched his cheek, her thumb brushing over a streak of cum near his mouth.

“See?” she said softly, still catching her breath. “You can still make me cum too.”

Luke didn’t answer. He just stayed there on his knees, the taste of another man still thick on his tongue, and tried to figure out what that pride he was feeling said about him.
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The Reluctant Hotwife: Origin

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

I confessed everything to her after years of therapy.

Her answer was immediate: “No way.”

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

But reluctance has a way of crumbling.

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

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

No regret. No tears.

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

I only hope I can handle what comes next.

While Her Husband Watches: A Married Couple's Game Exposes Their Darkest Fantasy

It started with an empty house and a jar of sealed fantasies.

After the kids left for college, our marriage felt safe… too safe. So I suggested a game: ten secret desires each, written down, sealed in envelopes, drawn at random. No backing out. Lauren laughed. Then she started writing.

At first, it was playful. A pool hall. No panties. Strangers watching. Then it escalated—sex on a high-rise balcony under the stars, the city spread out below us. I thought it was just fantasy. I was wrong.

The game woke something in her.

She began craving the risk. The eyes on her. The feeling of being wanted. What started as whispered dares turned real—an intimate massage that crossed a line, a smoky jazz bar where she chose a tall, tattooed Black stranger and brought him home. I watched from the corner as my sweet, small-town wife let go of everything she used to be… and discovered everything she wanted.

Now she comes home glowing, unapologetic, hungry for more. No guilt. No hesitation. Just desire—and the certainty that she’s only getting started.

This is how I turned my faithful wife into an insatiable hotwife. And every time she looks at me afterward, I know the truth:

The game isn’t over.
It’s only just begun.

Taken: In Front Of Her Husband

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

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

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

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

Instead, I got hard.

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

It was about me being made to watch.

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

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