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I heard Evan’s voice even before I saw him. He had that warm easy tone he always carried, even when he talked about traffic and work frustrations. I enjoyed so much the simple everyday moments he came home. He was safe and kind.
I stepped out of the kitchen and wiped my hands on the towel tucked in the waist of my skirt as he came through the front door.
Only this time he had Gavin following him.
Gavin looked even bigger than I remembered, broader through the shoulders, his jaw thicker, his clothes fitted in a way that showed the kind of upkeep he obviously kept up with. He was the archetypal big black man. I both feared him and was fascinated by him.
He smiled broadly the moment he saw me and pulled me into a quick hug that lifted me off the floor, eliciting a whoop from me and raised amused eyebrow from Evan. His shirt felt soft against my chest, his breath touching my cheek when he said my name.
“You look incredible, Nora. But you always did.”
I felt a buzz run through me, the one I had never forgotten he could spark. I stepped back and smoothed my dress, letting my eyes move over the broadness that was him in a way I hoped didn’t show too much. “Long trip?” I asked, and I nodded toward the kitchen. “I was just finishing up dinner.”
He rolled his shoulders as he moved past me, brushing my hip with his forearm as if he didn’t notice how close he was. “Three days of wall-to-wall meetings ahead. A proper home cooked meal might just keep me alive.”
Evan laughed and kissed my cheek, his hand lightly touching the small of my back. “See? Told you he’d rather stay with us than sit in some hotel.”
Gavin looked around the house like he was instantly comfortable in it. “This is way better. Hotels get old real fast.” He walked into the living room, his hand dragging across the top of the doorframe, then over the back of the couch. “You two have made a fine place for yourselves.”
God he was so big. So beautiful too. I tore my eyes away even as I followed him in, partly because I needed to bring plates out, but partly because I felt drawn toward Gavin with a pull I hadn’t felt in a while. He dropped his duffle by the hall closet, loosened the top of his shirt, and sat on the edge of the couch. His thighs spread enough to make me swallow before I caught myself.
Evan didn’t notice. He was telling Gavin about some new game he’d been obsessed with. The two of them fell right back into their old college rhythm, Evan’s hands gesticulating, Gavin leaning forward and touching Evan’s shoulder when he teased him about staying indoors too much.
I felt their warm energy filling the room. But I also felt Gavin’s eyes tracking me every time I moved just as much as I was tracking him. When I bent to pick up a laptop that Evan had left on the coffee table, I felt the heat of Gavin’s stare on the back of my legs, up the hem of my dress, right to the place where my breath tightened. I straightened slowly and met his eyes. He didn’t look away. He wanted me to see that he had been looking.
I stepped closer to the kitchen doorway to steady myself. “Dinner’s ready. Come on.”
Gavin stood first and walked past me again, brushing my arm this time, and slow enough that I felt each inch of contact. He looked down at me as he passed, his voice lower. “Smells good.”
I felt it in my stomach, warm, where the danger lies. I wasn’t supposed to enjoy that as much as I did. I wasn’t supposed to want him to keep doing it, either. I was a good wife.
But when he followed me into the kitchen, close enough that his chest drew over my back as I reached for serving spoons, I knew exactly what kind of trouble three days could turn into.
Gavin moved around my kitchen as if he had been in it a hundred times, opening the fridge to grab water, moving in close when he reached for glasses from the shelf above me. His arm grazed mine as he stepped behind me, and I felt the firmness of him through his shirt. I tried to keep my focus on the food, but he made it impossible. Every time he adjusted his stance, my body picked up the movement.
Evan sat at the table, talking through some ridiculous story about their college apartment flooding during a storm. Gavin laughed and hooked a thumb into his waistband as he leaned against the counter beside me. His eyes followed the shadow of my neckline, then dipped to my hips. He didn’t hide anything. He wanted me to know exactly what he was looking at.
“You cooking like this all the time?” he asked, voice low and teasing. “Evan used to brag about it nonstop.”
I set a bowl down feeling the heat rise in my chest. “He exaggerates.”
“Not really,” Evan called out. “She saved my life back then. Kept me from eating noodles every night.”
Gavin tipped his head toward him, then back to me. “He definitely needed someone like you.”
The way he said it landed deep. I turned to grab the wine and Gavin stepped in behind me, not enough to touch, but close enough that the heat of him spread across my back. I could feel him watching the way my dress pulled across my body as I reached up. My pulse went faster and I hated how aware I was of my breathing.
We sat down at the round table, Gavin on Evan’s right, me on Evan’s left. Even separated by my husband’s body, I felt Gavin’s knee move under the table, brush the inside of my leg before sliding close enough that I sensed where it could go if he wanted. I pushed my thighs together, trying to ignore the pull I felt toward that kind of attention. I never wanted Even to invite Gavin to stay with us.
Halfway through dinner, Gavin leaned back, his eyes on me as he wiped his mouth with the napkin. “I miss this,” he said. “Being around people who are all real, a solid husband, a good traditional wife,” he laughed.
Evan chuckled. “That’s because your job is all sharks in boardrooms now.”
Gavin smirked. “Yeah, but you two? You’re yourselves.” Then he turned that look straight at me. “You especially.”
I held his stare longer than I should have. Something in me opened a little, and he saw it. I knew he did. He lifted his glass toward me before drinking, the corner of his mouth tightening to control that dangerous grin of his.
After dinner, Evan started clearing plates, humming to himself as he moved around. I reached for the wine again, and Gavin came up behind me, closer than before, his hand brushing the small of my back as he reached for his glass. The touch was light, barely anything, but it pulsed through me.
“You seem different,” he murmured, almost into my ear. “But in a good way.”
I swallowed and kept my voice steady. “It’s been a long week.”
He let his fingers graze me again, one second, two seconds, before he walked past me toward the living room.
I stood there gripping the counter, feeling the warmth of that touch go right between my legs. I told myself I didn’t want any of this. I told myself to stay away from that flame, little moth.
Evan and Gavin carried their drinks into the living room while I rinsed the dishes. I heard their voices settle into the old rhythm, that familiar back-and-forth that always made our house feel warmer when Gavin visited. Evan didn’t make a lot of friends. I walked in with the wine bottle, and both of them looked up. Gavin’s eyes moved from my face to my legs, slow enough I felt it all the way down.
Evan patted the cushion between them. “Come sit. You never sit with us.”
I pretended I was deciding, even though the choice was made for me. I lowered myself between them, the couch dipping. Gavin’s thigh was warm against mine, and when he adjusted his arm along the back of the couch, his fingers landed close to my shoulder. Not on me,  but close.
Evan pressed play on whatever game recap he’d been wanting to show Gavin. They leaned forward together, talking fast, throwing small punches to each other’s arms across my chest. I watched too, but I kept catching Gavin watching me instead. Every time I slid my hips or lifted my glass, his attention followed my movement.
“You teaching early mornings still?” he asked suddenly, cutting off Evan mid-story.
I nodded. “Part time, only three times a week. My first class starts at eight.”
Gavin dragged his gaze from my chest to my eyes. “Bet they all have crushes on you.”
Evan laughed. “They do. I’ve seen the way those college boys look at her.”
My stomach tightened. “They’re eighteen. They look at everyone like that.”
Gavin smiled in a way that made my skin tingle. “No, they look at you like that.”
Evan tossed a cushion at him, but Gavin didn’t break eye contact with me until I looked away. The air between us felt thicker and charged. I couldn’t tell if Evan noticed or if he thought this was just Gavin being Gavin.
Evan got up to grab snacks from the pantry, and the moment he stepped out of the room, Gavin edged closer against me. His voice dropped.
“You’ve changed. You feel more alive.”
My breath caught. I hated that he was right. “I don’t know what you mean.”
“You do.” His knee pressed into mine. “You always knew when I was flirting with you.”
I should have pulled my leg away at that moment. Instead, I let it stay where it was.
Evan came back with chips, talking as though nothing had passed between us. Gavin leaned away, casual, relaxed, untouched by the moment. I sat there trying to cool my body down, but it didn’t work much.
After another half hour, Evan stood again. “I’m grabbing beers. Nora, want anything?”
“No, I’m good,” I said, even though my pulse was too fast.
As soon as he was out of sight, Gavin moved in again, his body angled toward me, his arm brushing mine. He let his fingers trace the hem of my dress at my thigh, just enough to feel the fabric.
“You remember the last time I stayed here?” he murmured.
I swallowed. “Yes I do.”
His fingers lifted the hem another inch, slow, patient, deliberate. “I almost kissed you in this exact spot.”
I exhaled hard. “Gavin.”
He stopped lifting the hem but didn’t move his hand away. “And you almost let me.”
Evan’s footsteps came down the hall.
Gavin’s hand dropped to his knee in a smooth, practiced motion, as if nothing had happened.
Evan settled back onto the couch with two beers, handing one to Gavin before dropping beside me again. He slid his arm along the back of the couch, so close to brushing my shoulder that it almost felt wrong how little his touch affected me compared to the heat lingering from Gavin’s hand.
Gavin cracked the bottle open with a low sound in his throat, then stretched one arm across the cushion behind me, mirroring Evan. It framed me between them. My body responded before my mind could catch up, my back straightening, my thighs pressing together under my dress. Gavin’s forearm hovered behind my neck, the warmth of it sinking into my skin. He hung his hand on my shoulder, let his arm press into my back. It was so casual and so innocent Even wouldn’t have thought a thing about it.
They talked about old classmates, old stories, old hookups even that Evan pretended never happened. Gavin tossed in details Evan had conveniently forgotten to mention. I laughed. Gavin kept looking at my mouth when I did. But I could tell he was exaggerating for Evan’s benefit. Gavin was the guy that had girls all over him.
After a while, Evan leaned forward to put his beer on the table, and Gavin tilted closer in the opening he left behind. His thigh pressed fully against mine, as if he had been waiting for that chance. My breath caught for a second, then I forced myself to look toward the TV, hoping it made me look unaffected.
It didn’t work. Gavin reached behind me again, his arm warm across my back, and this time his fingers brushed the back of my arm. A slow, dragging touch that made my stomach tighten.
Evan grabbed the remote and stood. “I’m going to grab my laptop. I want to show Gavin the new setup.”
The instant he turned down the hallway, Gavin slid his fingers along the inside of my arm, down to my elbow. I felt a rush so sharp it made my legs tense.
“You feel that?” he murmured.
I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.
He dipped his head slightly, his lips grazing the side of my hair. “You always had this effect on me.”
I breathed in through my nose, trying not to lean into him. “Gavin, don’t.”
He smiled, low and sure. “Then don’t look at me the way you’ve been looking.”
His hand moved to my thigh again, higher this time, his fingers finding the warm skin beneath the hem. I felt my pulse hammer against his touch. I knew I should push him off. But I didn’t.
I whispered, “My husband is right there.”
Gavin’s fingers traced slowly upward, his voice steady. “And he’s the one who told me to stay here.”
I closed my eyes for a second, long enough for the heat to flood between my legs. Long enough for him to feel the tiny tilt of my body toward his.
Evan’s footsteps returned.
Gavin withdrew his hand, but he didn’t move away. His thigh stayed pressed to mine, his breath warm against my shoulder, his presence swallowing every thought I had left.
Evan dropped onto the couch with the laptop, completely unaware of the tension locking my body in place. “Here, check this out,” he said, opening a window on the screen.
I tried to focus. I didn’t.
Gavin’s hand found the couch cushion behind me again, his fingers brushing the edge of my shoulder as he leaned over me to look at the laptop.
Evan talked about his setup for nearly five minutes, and I nodded and smiled and made small sounds of interest. But Gavin knew exactly where my attention was. His hand kept drifting, inch by inch, until one fingertip touched the bare skin at the back of my upper arm again.
Evan closed the laptop with a satisfied little nod, proud of whatever he’d shown us, and leaned back with his beer. The second his arm lifted from the couch, Gavin moved again, his thigh sliding closer until mine rested fully against his. Heat spread through my skin so quickly I felt unsteady.
Evan didn’t notice. He stretched, reached for a handful of chips, and started talking about a new project at work. Gavin kept his eyes on him, but his fingers moved behind me again, tracing a slow path along my shoulder blade. Every stroke tightened something low and deep in my belly.
I stood up before I lost control of my breathing. “I’m getting more wine,” I said, and took my glass.
Evan nodded without looking. But Gavin’s eyes followed every step I took across the room.
In the kitchen, I set the glass down and gripped the counter with both hands, trying to clear my head. Behind me, I heard the low murmur of the two men talking, Evan’s voice rising with some story, Gavin’s quieter responses threading through it. I poured a small splash of wine and took a sip that didn’t help at all.
When I turned around, Gavin was leaning in the doorway.
His body filled the frame. One shoulder pressed into the wood, his hands in the pockets of his fitted pants, his eyes locked on me with the kind of attention that made my knees soften. There was no sound behind him now, Evan must’ve gone to the bathroom again. Gavin stepped inside, closing the distance until the counter touched my back.
“You’re shaking,” he said softly.
“I’m not.”
“You are,” he murmured, and reached out to touch my hip with two fingers. “I can feel it.”
I grabbed his wrist, but not hard enough to stop him. “Gavin don’t push this.”
“I’m not pushing anything.” He leaned closer, his breath warm on my cheek. “I’m responding to you.”
His hand slid along the side of my dress, fingertips brushing my waist. I didn’t breathe. I didn’t move. I felt his chest near mine, his thigh almost touching my legs, his voice slipping under my skin.
“You want me to back off,” he whispered, “tell me. Just tell me.”
My mouth opened, but nothing came out. I felt the pull of him, his confidence, the attention he gave me without hesitation. I felt the ache of wanting something I had no right to want. He nearly got to me back in college, before I fell in love with his roommate Evan and saved myself from a life of sin.
He moved his hand to the small of my back, slow and firm, pulling me an inch closer. My hips reacted before my mind did, tilting toward him in a way that made my breath catch.
Gavin’s jaw tightened. “That’s not you telling me to stop.”
I swallowed hard, trying to find my restraint. “Evan is right in the other room.”
Gavin’s hand slid lower, curving around the top of my hip, thumb pressing lightly through the fabric. “Then go back out there,” he said, voice thick, “and pretend you don’t feel this.”
I stared at him, my body throbbing with the aftershocks of his touch. The kitchen felt too small, too warm, too charged to stand in much longer.
Evan’s footsteps sounded in the hall.
Gavin didn’t move away. Not right away. He let his thumb drag one last slow stroke across my side before stepping back as my husband entered the kitchen.
Evan smiled at me and kissed my cheek, completely unaware. “Everything good?”
“Yes,” I said, even though my pulse was racing.
Gavin picked up his beer and walked past us, brushing my waist with the back of his hand as he moved through the doorway.
I followed them back into the living room with the wine glass steady in my hand, even though my body wasn’t. Evan had queued up a movie and was stretching out across the far side of the couch. He pulled a throw blanket across his legs and patted the cushion next to him. “Come on, babe. Gavin can take the chair.”
Gavin raised an eyebrow at me. “I don’t mind the floor.”
“You’re not sitting on the floor,” Evan said, half-laughing.
So I sat between them again.
Evan draped his arm around my shoulder and leaned into me. “I might fall asleep,” he said. “This week has been brutal.”
He kissed my cheek and edged the blanket over both of us. I nodded and tried to smile, but my pulse was jumping under my skin. Gavin sat beside me again, close enough that our thighs pressed. When Evan settled into the pillows and let his weight fall fully against my side, I felt him relax in a way that told me he was done for the night.
The movie droned. Gavin didn’t speak. But his hand moved slowly across his own thigh until his pinky grazed mine.
I didn’t move away.
A few minutes later, his hand moved again, knuckles pressing lightly to my skin, then sliding under the blanket that covered my legs. I looked down. I couldn’t see anything, but I felt Evan’s breath slow beside me. He was drifting.
Gavin’s fingers brushed the inside of my knee. I sat there frozen, heat flooding my chest, throat, face, but I didn’t stop him. His fingers moved higher, slow, deliberate strokes against my inner thigh. He knew exactly how far he could go without being seen.
Evan exhaled again, a soft sound. His eyes were closed now.
I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. Gavin’s fingers kept moving higher. My dress hiked enough to let him in, and his knuckles found bare skin. My heart kicked hard in my chest.
He didn’t speak. He kept touching me under the blanket, gentle, firm strokes between my thighs until I felt my hips respond in spite of everything. My legs parted a fraction of an inch. It is by such small measures we fall those great distances.
He slid one fingertip higher, and I gasped.
Evan stirred beside me, but only turned his head and let out a quiet snore. I should have pulled away. I should have stopped everything.
But Gavin leaned in then, lips brushing the shell of my ear, whispering low enough that only I could hear.
“You’re hot.”
I bit down on my bottom lip, eyes fixed on the screen, even though I couldn’t process a single frame of the movie.
Gavin’s fingers moved slow and steady between my legs, hidden under the blanket, as I sat sandwiched between them, my husband asleep, and the man touching me wide awake, knowing exactly what he was doing to me.
The room felt darker somehow, like the screen was the only thing holding it together. I stared straight ahead, my hand gripping the stem of my wine glass, trying to keep the rest of my body from shaking. Gavin’s fingers moved slowly, confidently, each pass between my legs more exact than the last. He knew I was wet. He must have. My thighs tensed each time he found the center of me.
I turned my face slightly toward Evan, barely breathing. He was asleep. Not watching. His hand had slipped from my shoulder, resting against his own stomach now, peaceful.
Gavin repositioned his weight beside me, letting his thigh press against mine harder. His wrist turned, and now his fingers dipped lower, curved in a way that made my back press into the cushion. He found the waistband of my panties and slid beneath them with almost no resistance.
I sucked in a breath. My legs parted.
The movie played. Evan snored. I tried to stay still, but I couldn’t. My hips moved against Gavin’s hand, my body choosing him even as I told myself no. My dress had ridden up halfway down my thighs. My mouth had fallen open. I was barely blinking.
Gavin pressed two fingers inside me, slow and deep. I jerked forward, a tiny gasp escaping my throat. Evan stirred, eyes half-opening.
“We good?” he mumbled, voice thick with sleep.
I cleared my throat, forcing myself to speak evenly. “Yeah. Cramp.”
He nodded and closed his eyes again, sliding into a deeper sleep. His breathing leveled out immediately.
Gavin didn’t stop. Just like in college, when he did the same thing to me and inflamed me for 5 years with it. His fingers curled slightly inside me, his thumb finding the place that made my stomach twist. I gripped the blanket tighter over my lap, holding it in place, adjusting it even as I pushed down against his hand.
I came quickly and hard too. It came out of nowhere. My thighs locked, breath caught, every part of me tightening. Gavin pressed his mouth to my shoulder and kissed me through it, slow and possessively. My body stayed rigid for a full ten seconds before it let go. I managed to make no sound, but just. There was no hiding from Gavin what happened, a man of experience like him would have no doubt.
When it passed, I sat there flushed and panting, my body drenched in the aftershock. Gavin slowly withdrew his fingers under the blanket, unseen. I didn’t look at him.
He leaned in anyway and murmured, “That’s a good start to the weekend, mm?”
Then he stood casually and walked to the kitchen for water like nothing had happened at all.
I sat next to my sleeping husband, legs spread beneath the blanket, panties damp, heart pounding, every inch of my body tingling. I didn’t even touch myself like that.
I woke to the smell of coffee and the sound and breakfast sounds. Evan wasn’t in bed. The light outside the curtains told me it was late morning. I stretched slowly, muscles sore in strange, specific places. My panties were damp between my legs. I closed my thighs and exhaled into the pillow. I had had dreams again.
Down the hall, I heard Gavin’s voice. He was talking to Evan, something casual about a call he had to take outside. I pulled on a long t-shirt and fresh underwear and padded barefoot to the kitchen. Evan smiled when he saw me.
“You sleep okay?”
I nodded. “Out cold.”
He poured me coffee and handed me the mug like nothing in the world was off. “I’ve got that deployment call at noon, but after that I’m free. Thought we could show Gavin the trail behind the campus. You up for that?”
“Sure,” I said, sipping, trying to keep my hand from shaking.
Gavin turned from the window. He was showered and dressed, wearing a collared shirt tucked into fitted pants. His eyes moved over me fast and full before he spoke. “You look cute like that.”
I felt it in my chest, a hit that made my nipples tighten under the cotton of my shirt. Evan was pouring cereal. He didn’t notice.
I turned to the sink, hiding the flush rising in my cheeks. “I should change.”
Gavin followed me with his eyes but said nothing.
The rest of breakfast passed in fragments. Evan talked about some bug in the system at work, and Gavin asked a few questions while keeping his gaze on me more than the conversation. I felt his attention on the way I moved, how I leaned forward, when I bent at the waist when I grabbed the butter from the fridge. It wasn’t flirting. It was staking claims.
I got dressed slow, standing in the bedroom alone, picking a sports bra and tight zip-up hoodie, leggings that clung high at the waist. I didn’t plan any of it. I wanted to feel firm and hidden and in control. But when I looked at myself in the mirror, I wondered what Gavin would see.
We drove in Evan’s car. Gavin sat in the back. I could feel his knees against my seat. Evan played some podcast I didn’t care about. I watched the town go by, every corner suddenly sharpened, every familiar street feeling like part of something I hadn’t noticed before.
We parked near the trailhead. Evan grabbed his phone again, some Slack thread buzzing for attention. “You guys go ahead,” he said. “I’ll catch up after this call.”
The trail curved behind the trees, quiet and damp from last night’s dew. Leaves stuck to the edges of my shoes. I kept my eyes ahead, trying to focus on the rhythm of my steps, but Gavin walked close enough that our arms brushed every few seconds.
“You didn’t say good morning,” he said, voice low, easy.
“I didn’t think I owed you one.”
He smirked. “You owe me a lot more than that.”
I stopped walking and turned toward him, arms crossed. “You always said it was my choice.”
“It was.” He stepped closer. “And you chose to come for me. Right next to your husband.”
My stomach flipped. “You touched me first.”
“But you didn’t stop me.”
His voice was calm, not cruel, just matter-of-fact. I hated how much it aroused me. I hated it more that I didn’t correct him.
“Tell me to leave you alone,” he said, eyes locked on mine. “And I will.”
But I didn’t say anything. He stepped in, not touching me, but close enough that I could feel his breath on my skin. “I think you liked how I made you feel last night. I think you liked knowing your husband had no idea.”
My body answered before my voice did. I tilted forward, barely perceptible, but Gavin noticed. His hand slid to my waist.
“You’re not ready to stop this,” he said.
I didn’t speak. I didn’t move away.
We walked again, slower this time, Gavin’s hand brushing mine until our fingers laced. I glanced behind us once. Evan was nowhere in sight. My thumb rubbed the back of his hand back and forth hard.
“You wore those leggings on purpose,” Gavin said. “You wanted me to look.”
I pulled my hand away, but not hard. “Don’t flatter yourself.”
He chuckled. “You think I don’t see the way your hips move when you know I’m behind you?”
We came around a bend in the path where the trees thickened. Gavin stepped off the trail, taking my hand again, leading me into the cover. I followed. I shouldn’t have, I know, but I did.
He backed me up against a mossy stump and kissed me without warning, deep and hungry and confident, his hand gripping my side, his mouth finding mine.
I moaned, barely audible, but it escaped. My hands slid up to his chest. I felt the hard edge of him under his pants, full and big. I pressed my thigh against him, and he growled into my mouth.
“Still think this is a mistake?” he asked, his lips moving to my neck.
Gavin’s hands moved down my back, firm and hungry, grabbing my hips and pulling me tight against him. I felt him hard through both our clothes, his breath rough against my neck. My legs drifted apart on instinct, opening for him even as my mind raced.
“You want this,” he said against my throat.
My hands went to his belt, fumbling with the buckle, the zipper. His fingers slid under the waistband of my leggings and yanked them down, quick and impatient. My panties followed. The cool air hit me and I gasped, but his hand was there a second later, stroking me between my legs like he owned me.
I was soaked, I could hear it.
“Jesus,” he said, voice tight. “You’re dripping for me already.”
I glanced over my shoulder up the trail we could see from there. There’d be warning enough if Evan was catching up, I hoped.
Gavin turned me around and bent me. My hands dug into the bark. He nudged my legs further apart and stepped in behind me. His cock pressed up between my thighs, hot and thick. I looked down between my legs and saw it poking through. I had shaved. He rubbed it against me, slow at first, then harder, coating himself in me.
And then he shoved it in.
I cried out, not in pain. In shock and release. It was what he did to me back then in college, though I had until the forest wiped it from my memory. Because I did it to him just as bad, just like now.
He started thrusting into me harder, faster, one hand gripping my hip, the other tangled in my hair, yanking me back against him with every movement. His body slapped against mine. I bent lower, taking him deeper, arched my back deeper, spread my feet wider.
“You wanted this since last night,” he growled. “You were soaking before I even touched you.”
I moaned, too loud. I bit down on my arm to muffle it. I wanted it since five years ago.
He drove into me over and over, his grip bruising, his rhythm relentless. I felt everything, his cock hitting me so deep, the roughness of the bark in my hands, the sting of where his fingers dug into my skin. My orgasm built so fast, I couldn’t control it.
“I’m gonna come,” I gasped. “Gavin!”
“Do it,” he said, voice sharp. “Come all over my cock.”
I did. Hard. My whole body locked up. I clenched around him, crying out into the forest, legs trembling as I collapsed forward. He kept fucking me through it, groaning louder, faster, until he pulled out at the last second and came all over my ass and lower back, thick and hot and messy.
I stayed bent over, breathing hard, muscles shaking.
He let go of my hips and stepped back, zipping up like nothing happened.
I turned, pulling my leggings up slowly, dripping, thighs trembling. He watched me the whole time.
“You going to pretend this didn’t happen too?” he asked.
I couldn’t look at him.
Somewhere down the trail, Evan called my name. Casual, cheerful, getting closer.
I wiped myself with tissue and started walking. I got ahead, adjusted my hoodie, and forced my breath to steady. My legs trembled with every step. I could feel Gavin’s cum cooling against my skin, tucked inside my panties now, soaking into the fabric. My body ached in the places he’d grabbed me. My thighs were wet. My face flushed. I couldn’t slow my heartbeat.
Evan’s voice carried through the trees. “There you are! Sorry, that turned into a whole thing.”
I glanced over my shoulder. Gavin was a few paces behind, calm, collected, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand like he’d finished a snack.
“Everything okay?” Evan asked, stepping between us, looping his arm through mine.
I nodded. “ Gavin wanted to keep moving.”
Evan grinned. “You two look like you ran a mile.”
Gavin shrugged. “Your wife’s got a decent pace.”
My stomach clenched. Evan didn’t catch it.
We walked together the rest of the loop. Gavin made small talk about property values. Evan asked if we should grab lunch in town. I kept quiet. Every time I moved my weight, I felt wetness between my thighs, the sticky press of Gavin clinging to me. I didn’t dare speak more than a few words. My voice would have cracked.
Back at the house, Evan tossed his keys on the counter and peeled off his jacket. “I’ve got that call in twenty, then I’m free the rest of the day.” He kissed my cheek, casual, light. “You okay? You look flushed.”
“I’m fine,” I said. “Just going to shower.”
Evan nodded and headed toward his office.
Gavin watched me from across the kitchen, arms folded, eyes heavy. When Evan was gone, he stepped closer.
“You liked it.” I didn’t answer. He brushed my hair off my face. “Don’t act like you didn’t.”
I backed away. “I need to clean up.” He followed me two steps, voice lower now. “I want you again. You know that, right?”
I stared at him, stomach tight, breath shallow. I turned and went to the bathroom, locked the door, and stripped. My panties were soaked, Gavin’s cum smeared across my skin. I stood under the water and pressed my forehead to the tile.
I dressed slow, choosing a loose tank top and soft cotton shorts. Nothing tight. Nothing that looked like an invitation. But when I stepped out of the bathroom and caught Gavin’s eyes on my legs from the hallway, I knew none of it mattered.
He didn’t say anything. smirked, then disappeared into the guest room. I found Evan on the couch, laptop open, headphones on. He glanced up and smiled, mouthing, “Almost done,” before turning back to the screen. I sat beside him, folding my legs under me, like I hadn’t been fucked like an animal in the woods an hour ago.
When Gavin came out, fresh shirt, sleeves rolled, water bottle in hand, Evan pulled off his headphones.
“Still up for burgers tonight?” Evan asked.
Gavin nodded. “Whatever works. I’m easy.”
I stayed quiet, sipping water, eyes on the window.
We ended up downtown. Some new patio place Evan liked. Gavin sat across from me, one arm resting along the back of the bench, his eyes sliding to my chest when I leaned forward to grab my drink. He didn’t hide it. His foot brushed mine under the table halfway through the meal. I didn’t pull away.
Evan didn’t notice. He was three beers in and talking about old campus pranks. Gavin smiled at him, then looked at me and said, “I miss this. I miss you two.”
Evan laughed. “Then move back. Get a condo. Be our bad influence again.”
Gavin met my eyes across the table. “You sure about that?”
I held his stare. “We’re not as boring as you think.”
He smirked. “I know that.”
The drive back was quiet. Evan dozed in the passenger seat while Gavin drove. I sat behind him, knees angled to the side, body thrumming. His hand reached between the seats once at a stoplight, brushing my thigh, slow and firm. I didn’t flinch. I didn’t encourage him either. But I let it happen.
At home, Evan said he needed a shower and disappeared upstairs. I started clearing glasses from the counter. Gavin stepped behind me, his body pressing close. “Come to my room later.”
I didn’t answer. He bent, his breath on my neck. “Door will be open.”
He left me there, flushed and shaking, my hands gripping an empty glass, my body remembering how he felt inside me.
Upstairs, Evan called my name. “Coming,” I said, voice steady. I climbed the stairs and found Evan toweling off in the bathroom, steam clinging to the mirror. He smiled at me through the fog. “Long day, huh?”
“Yeah,” I said. I leaned in and kissed his shoulder, tasting clean skin. “You okay if I read for a bit?”
He nodded. “Course.”
We got into bed. He grabbed his phone. I turned off the main light and clicked on the small lamp on my side. My book lay untouched in my lap. I could feel Gavin’s presence through the wall. The guest room was across the hall. His door was probably cracked open already.
Evan and Gavin, Gavin and Evan, that was my choice back in college, one way safe and kind, the other exciting and harsh. One way respected my wishes to be a traditional wife. The other ripped open the panting, grasping woman I was inside. One man loved my feminine virtues, the other my feminine body.
Evan turned to me. “Thanks for being cool with him staying here. I know he can be intense.”
I smiled faintly. “It’s fine. It’s only a few days.”
He kissed me once and rolled onto his side, phone in hand. Within minutes, his breathing deepened. The soft glow of the screen lit his face until it dropped from his hand onto the blanket. He was out.
I stared at the ceiling. Every part of my body buzzed with anticipation. I could feel Gavin’s fingers on me, the stretch of him, the things he whispered.
I slipped out of bed slowly, pulled the bedroom door shut behind me. The hallway was dark. I padded across the floor, heart pounding, and stopped at his door.
It was open, not wide, but enough to invite the curious inside.
I hesitated. One step more and I was his again. One step back and I could say I never left the room.
I stood there, breathing shallow, knees soft, thighs tightening with the memory of what we’d done to me on the trail against the tree. What he had to do to me.
I pushed the door open and stepped inside. He was sitting up in bed, shirtless, sheets pushed down to his waist. The light from the hallway outlined his chest, his shoulders, the curve of his arms resting on his knees. He didn’t speak. He didn’t move. He watched me close the door behind me and step toward him.
My legs trembled, but not from fear. I let the tank top fall first. Then the shorts. I hooked my thumbs in the waist of my panties and bent to push them down my thighs until they fell around my feet. I stood and reached behind my back facing him to unclasp my bra, and shook my arms to let it fall forward from my chest. No words, no teasing.
He pulled the blanket aside revealing he was naked under it. I climbed onto the bed and straddled him, my knees sinking into the mattress on either side of his hips. His cock was already hard, pressed against his stomach, the tip dewy. I reached down and took him in my hand, guiding him toward me, lowering myself slowly.
He gripped my waist as I sank onto him, both of us exhaling through our teeth. I rocked into him, slow and deep, the wet sounds of our bodies too loud in the quiet room. My hands flattened on his chest. My back drooped in. His eyes stayed locked on my bared breasts jiggling over his face. I rode him in silence, letting my hips find his pace, my head tilting back, mouth open, hair falling around my shoulders. He didn’t rush me. He let me take him how I wanted to.
And I wanted to.
He slid his hands up my sides, over my ribs, cupping my breasts in both palms, thumbs brushing my nipples. My body clenched, harder, tighter. I leaned down and kissed him, slow and deep, grinding against him with every thrust, soaking him, needing him to feel how much I’d given in.
When I came, it was long and thick and silent. My thighs shook. My breath broke in pieces. I collapsed against his chest, and he rolled me onto my back, remaining inside me.
Then he took over. He fucked me slow at first, then harder, his hips slapping into mine, his hand over my mouth when I started to cry out. I came with his cock deep inside me, and this time I didn’t hold back. I bit his hand and clenched my eyes and panted and cried.
He started to grind into me, ramming my whole body up and down on his bed, and I reached around him and encouraged him with my nails digging into his ass, my heels driving down into is back, my mouth at is ear, nipping him and telling him to. He whispered my name when he came, pulling out before and finishing on my stomach with his and pumping himself.
I lay there gasping, drenched, legs open, heart pounding. He kissed my neck once, hen he rolled over and pulled the sheet over both of us.
I didn’t go back to my husband’s bed that night. I woke up in Gavin’s bed, the sheet tangled around my waist, his arm draped over my hip. Light crept in through the blinds, pale and soft. I could hear the faint sound of the shower running down the hall. Evan was already up.
Gavin tilted behind me, hard again, pressing against my backside. He kissed my shoulder, then dragged his mouth down my back.
“Don’t get up yet,” he said into my skin.
I stayed still, letting him pull my leg back over his thigh, letting him slide between me from behind. He didn’t say a word. He pushed into me slow and deep, both of us muffling our breath.
It didn’t take long. I was fully wet again from last night, and sore, and just as wanting.
He gripped my hip, held me tight, fucked me with slow, steady thrusts until I came quietly, face buried in the pillow. Then he pulled out and came across the small of my back, wiping it off with the sheet like it was nothing.
I dressed in silence and slipped out the door while he recovered in bed. Evan was in the kitchen, two mugs out, phone in his hand.
“Morning,” he said, smiling. “Didn’t hear you get up.”
I crossed to him, took the mug he handed me. “Didn’t sleep well.”
He kissed my cheek. “Too much wine?”
“Maybe,” I said.
I sipped coffee while Gavin showered in the hall bathroom. The sound of the water filled the house. Evan talked about work. I nodded and smiled, tried to sound normal.
But when Gavin stepped into the kitchen freshly dressed, his hand brushed my lower back in passing, firm and slow, out in the open.
I flinched. Evan didn’t see it, he was back to texting. But Gavin leaned in beside me, poured his coffee, and said under his breath, “That was so good.”
Evan stepped out onto the small back deck to take a call, sliding the door shut behind him. The second it clicked closed, Gavin moved closer. Not touching but near enough that I felt the heat of him through my clothes.
“You’re shaking again,” he murmured.
I kept my eyes on the coffee in my hands. “I’m fine.”
“No,” he said, dipping his head enough that his lips brushed the shell of my ear, “You’re turned on.”
My chest tightened, my thighs pressed together on instinct. I hated that he could read me so easily. I hated it almost as much as I needed it.
He set his mug down, stepped behind me, and let his hand slide along the curve of my hip all slow and possessive-like and certain.
“Come to my room tonight,” he said, not asking. “And ride me the way you did last night.”
I swallowed, breath shaking. “Gavin, stop.”
“Tell me you’re not going to,” he said. “Say the words.”
I opened my mouth but nothing came out. My whole body betrayed me.
Evan’s laugh echoed faintly through the glass. Gavin didn’t move. He reached around and took my chin lightly between his fingers, lifting my face toward his. “You want this more than I do, even.”
“That isn’t true.”
He smiled. “You came for me in the woods so hard you almost fell forward.”
My knees went weak. I pushed his hand away, but I didn’t move from him. “You, you can’t just . . . ”
“I can,” he said softly, “because you let me.”
The sliding door opened. Gavin stepped back, casual, leaning against the counter.
Evan grinned at us. “You two ready to head out? I thought we could show Gavin the bookstore downtown.”
“Sure,” Gavin said easily.
I nodded, setting my cup down with fingers that trembled.
The bookstore was bright and airy, rows of polished wood and warm lighting. I moved toward the fiction section to put space between us, but Gavin stayed close, trailing a step behind me, looking at spines while watching the way I walked.
Evan drifted toward the sci-fi wall. The second he was out of earshot, Gavin bumped my hip with his. “Find something you like?”
I turned sharply. “You need to calm down.”
“You’re wet right now,” he said. “Aren’t you.”
I froze, heat flooding up my neck. He stepped in front of me, blocking the aisle with his body, close but not touching, his voice low and smooth. “Say no.”
“I . . .”
“Say it,” he pressed, eyes locked on mine. My mouth went dry. He chuckled under his breath, hand sliding along a shelf as if he were browsing. “Thought so.”
A customer walked past. I stepped away from him fast, looking at a display of hardcovers, heart pounding. He let me go, for now.
Evan rejoined us, holding a stack of books. “They redid this place since we were in school. Looks great, huh?”
“Yeah,” Gavin said, glancing at me with a slow, heated sweep of his eyes. “Really great.”
Evan didn’t see the look. He moved on toward the cashier.
Gavin lingered beside me, his voice barely audible as he passed behind me.
“Tonight,” he said. “Door’s open.”
My pulse jumped so hard I felt it in my throat. The rest of the afternoon passed in snapshots. Lunch in a crowded café, Evan talking too much, Gavin talking enough. He kept his leg pressed to mine under the small table, not all the time, just enough that I couldn’t forget it. I barely tasted my food. My panties were damp again, the thin cotton clinging between my thighs. Gavin knew. He could see it in my face, in the way I moved in my seat.
Evan paid. Gavin walked behind me when we left, his hand brushing the small of my back, possessive for half a second.
Back at the house, Evan threw himself onto the couch and turned on a game. “I’m wiped,” he said, voice light. “Wake me when it’s time to grill.”
He stretched, pulled the blanket over himself, and was out in minutes. Gavin stood near the kitchen counter, arms crossed, watching me.
I walked past him to get water. His hand came up and caught my wrist, gentle but unyielding. He didn’t speak. He pulled me close, pressed my hand to the front of his jeans, and held it there. He was hard, of course.
“Do you still love to suck my cock?” he said. “Remember how I slapped your face, fucked your face?”
My stomach dropped. My body heated. He finally let go.
I stood there stunned, fingers tingling from where they’d touched him. Evan let me be what I wanted to be. Gavin made me be what I already was.
He stepped back, grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge, and twisted the cap. “Act normal.”
Then he left the room.
I stayed there, heart pounding, the quiet hum of the fridge the only sound, my thighs pressed together, my chest rising too fast.
From the living room, Evan snored softly under the blanket.
Dinner was quiet. Evan grilled. Gavin stayed near me, always close, but never obvious. He brushed against me when I passed the condiments, touched my waist when I reached for plates. Held my hips when I passed in front. Evan never noticed anything. Or maybe he did and didn’t register it. Gavin had a way of making everything feel normal even when it wasn’t.
We ate outside under the patio lights. Evan poured wine. I barely drank. My hands felt unsteady, my body too warm. Every glance Gavin gave me across the table made my pulse throb.
After dinner, Evan went inside to get wine. Gavin stepped in behind me, hand firm on my lower back. “I want you on your knees.”
I didn’t speak, but my whole body answered for me.
I cleared the table, barely aware of my movements. Evan kissed my cheek and said something about setting an alarm for the morning. I nodded, already drifting.
In our room, I showered fast. No lotion. No perfume, clean. I looked at myself in the mirror. My face was flushed. My nipples hard. My thighs ached.
I put on a long t-shirt. No bra. Dainty panties. I opened the bathroom door slowly. Evan was asleep. I stepped out into the hallway.
Gavin’s door was open. I walked in, heart hammering. He was sitting at the edge of the bed, shirtless, no pants.
I dropped to my knees in front of him, eyes on his cock. He helped with my hair, guiding it back, holding it in a fist, and pulled me to him.
I slid my open hands up the tops of his thighs. Then I did what it was he wanted and I loved. I jutted my chin at him.
He slapped my face. I looked at him with brewing anger, and he slapped me again. I bulged my eyes at him and gritted my teeth. It was all playacting, and we both got off on it so much.
He scoped my mouth with his fingers, pried my jaw open, pushed me on the back of my head.  He groaned the second I took him deep, his hand tightening in my hair. I let him fill my mouth, my tongue moving slowly along the underside of his shaft, lips sealed tight. He held my head steady, guiding me, like he knew I wouldn’t stop now even if I could.
“You’ve been thinking about this all day,” he said, voice low and rough. “Haven’t you?”
I nodded and cried.
He pulled back, letting me catch a breath, then pushed forward again, deeper this time. I relaxed my throat and took him.
“Good girl.” His hips started to move in slow, shallow thrusts, letting me feel the weight and length of him again. My hands gripped his thighs. I moaned around him, mouth full, spit running down my chin.
“You love it,” he growled. “You fucking love it.”
I so did. Some feel like a woman when they are admired for their home keeping, some when they are good to their husband. Then some women pretend those things, and only feel fully a woman with a masculine man’s cock down their throat and his fist twisted in their hair. Me? I could orgasm from being fucked in my face.
I was soaked from the way he hit me, did me. My clit throbbed. My knees were sore against the floor, but I didn’t care.
He pulled out suddenly, grabbed my arm and pulled me to my feet. I barely had time to breathe before he bent me over the edge of the bed, pulled my shirt up to my shoulders, and shoved himself inside me from behind in one hard stroke.
I gasped, loud, raw, spent.
“Shhh,” he whispered, gripping my hips. “Your husband’s down the hall.” He held my wrists together behind my back like someone arrested. My face skidded over the bed.
He fucked me balls deep, slow at first, then harder. The room filled with the sound of skin slapping and breath and the wet slide of him moving inside me.
I came fast, clutching the sheets, body locking around him.
“Again,” he said. He didn’t let me down. Didn’t let me go. He kept going, not slowing after I came. His hands gripped my hips harder, pulling me back into every thrust. My shirt was bunched under my arms, my breasts exposed, swaying with the force of him. His cock slammed into me over and over, the sound sharp, wet, obscene.
I moaned into the mattress. Loud. He didn’t stop me this time.
“You’re such a fucking slut,” he growled, voice low and thick. “Say it.”
I shook my head, even as my body bucked against him. He leaned over me, his chest pressed to my back, his hand snaking up to wrap around my throat, not tight, but enough to make me freeze.
“Say it.”
I whimpered. “I’m your slut.”
He fucked me harder then, deeper. My knees slipped on the edge of the bed. He hauled me up by the waist, still inside me, and kept going.
I came again, violently, knees shaking, mouth open, crying out his name.
He pulled out seconds later, grunting louder than me. He pulled out with half a pained moan and half a chuckle and finished across my ass and lower back, hot and thick. His breath was ragged. Mine was worse.
I collapsed forward. He wiped me off with the shirt I’d worn in, tossed it to the floor.
Then he pulled me into the bed beside him, naked, trembling.
“Sleep with me tonight,” he said.
And so I woke up tangled in his sheets again, my leg over his, his hand resting on my bare hip. He had made love to me, or I had to him, at least three times over the night, it was all a delirious blur. My body was wracked.
Light filled the room. It was far too late to pretend it hadn’t happened, and too late to pretend it wouldn’t happen again.
Gavin stirred behind me, pressing his mouth to the back of my neck, his cock hard again gainst me. He lifted my leg and slid inside me from behind, slow and deep before even waking up.
I gasped into the pillow, sore, wet. He started moving, hips rolling slow, hands gripping my waist. The bed creaked under us. I couldn’t stop the sounds coming out of me. I rolled onto him on my back and squirmed on top of him I could not get enough.
He fucked me through the soft morning light that stretched over our bodies, through the ache in my thighs and the heat blooming between them.
I came so hard, shaking, twitching in his arms.
He came after me still buried deep, groaning into my shoulder, filling me inside.
When he pulled out, cum spilled down my thigh. He kissed my neck and said, “Now go make coffee for all of us.”
I got up, naked, body used and sore, and walked to the door without looking back. I didn’t bother putting anything on, he had wrecked my t-shirt, and I didn’t even have a bra. My panties were a knotted mess.
I walked into the kitchen naked, the ache between my legs real and constant. I pulled mugs from the cabinet, made coffees at the machine, and leaned on the counter as I drank. My nipples tightened in the cool air. My thighs were sticky.
Evan came in a few minutes later, yawning, rubbing his eyes. If he didn’t know from the sounds we both made all night long, then there was nothing I could do for him now. How much worse was it that his wife came out of his friend’s bedroom naked and cum-soaked and barely able to walk?
He stopped when he saw me. “Nora, Jesus,” he said, half-laughing. “What are you doing?”
I looked at him over my shoulder. “Making coffee.”
“You’re . . . ” He glanced toward the hallway. “What if Gavin comes out?”
I just snorted and shook my head and put another cup under the spout.
Evan blinked. “Right. Okay.” He scratched his head, still waking up I supposed, then stepped past me to grab a mug. I felt his eyes on my ass as he moved behind me. I didn’t cover myself. I let him look. I was his wife still, after all. And he knew what Gavin was. They shared an apartment. He invited him to stay with us. Either he was incredibly stupid, or . . .  I thought and then my eyes dropped half-lidded.
When Gavin walked in, shirtless, wearing only low-slung sweats, Evan turned fast and busied himself with the coffee. Gavin came right up behind me, pressed a hand to my bare lower back, and kissed the side of my neck in front of Evan. He was firm, familiar, and not subtle at all.
Evan looked over, blinking. “You two seem friendly again.”
Gavin smiled, took my coffee, and said, “She’s easy to get friendly with,” and he half-lightly slapped my bare jiggling ass.
I stood there, naked, wet, throbbing from the morning. Evan didn’t say anything but stared at his coffee, took a long, slow sip.
Evan remained stiff near the fridge, reading the label on the creamer. Gavin stepped in behind me again, closer this time, his hand sliding low across my stomach from behind. His fingers brushed the top of my thigh. He didn’t rush. He wanted Evan to see.
I didn’t move, but not because I was frozen or fearful.
“Bend over the counter,” Gavin said softly, like we were alone. Evan looked up, startled. I turned my head slightly. “Gavin . . .  ”
“I leave soon,” I said. “Out of your hair.”
I held his stare for a breath, but then I set my coffee mug down and bent slowly over the counter, palms flat on the cool surface. My back arched. My legs parted. I looked at Evan and he held my eyes with his. They widened, didn’t they.
Gavin pulled my hips back and slid his ready cock between my thighs. He didn’t enter me, he rubbed himself against me, up and down, letting the head of his cock drag along my pussy, soaking it, teasing me, showing Evan everything.
My breathing went shallow. My body trembled. Evan said nothing, he even sipped his mug.
Gavin leaned down over my back. “You’re so wet baby.” He looked over his shoulder at Evan. “You’re wife is incredibly wet.”
He pushed the head in barely then pulled out again. I moaned and ground my hips into the counter edge, flexed my legs, chased his cock with my pussy.
Still, Evan said nothing. Gavin pulled away and stepped back, satisfied. He grabbed his coffee, took a sip, and walked to the living room.
My thighs were shaking. I turned toward Evan. He said, quietly, “Do you want breakfast?”
And so Evan made breakfast like he always did, eggs, toast, coffee. He didn’t mention what happened in the kitchen. Didn’t ask why I never came back to bed last night. Didn’t question the way Gavin watched me across the table, or the bruise starting to bloom high on my thigh where Gavin had grabbed me.
The silence between us was full though. Evan saw everything now, and still, he handed me my plate with the same soft smile and kissed the side of my head like we were all the same as before. I at least got half dressed.
Gavin didn’t soften. He sat beside me, legs wide, owning the space. When I leaned forward to grab the salt, his hand slid up the back of my shirt, fingers tracing my spine, shameless and slow. Evan’s eyes flicked to it, then back to his plate.
After breakfast, Gavin stood and kissed my temple, then looked at Evan. “I need her for a bit.”
Evan nodded. “Okay.” Just like that.
I followed Gavin back to his room where he pulled my fingers leading me.
This time he didn’t close the door, he didn’t care who heard. He bent me over the bed, pulled my shorts down, and took me again, rough, fast, fingers digging into my hips. I came hard like he always made me, clenching around him, biting the sheets to stay quiet.
When he finished inside me, he didn’t say a word. He just pulled out, zipped up, and walked into the bathroom.
I lay there, half-dressed, body worn out all over again. I got dressed slowly, slipping on a tank top and pulling my hair back while Gavin brushed his teeth. My legs were weak. My neck was marked. He knew exactly what he’d done to me.
Downstairs, Evan finishing emails. He looked up when I entered. “You guys want to go for a drive later?”
I shrugged. “Sure.” He nodded, eyes trailing down my legs, lingering a second too long. I stepped closer. “You saw everything this morning.”
He froze.
“I’m not sorry,” I said, voice soft.
He looked at me, jaw tight. “I didn’t say you had to be.”
My heart pounded. I reached out and touched his arm light and testing. He didn’t pull away.
Behind me, Gavin came down the stairs, keys in hand. “I’ll drive.” Evan handed him his sunglasses from the counter. “Let’s do it.”
Gavin smiled at me over his shoulder. I followed him to the car, my body humming, Evan walking a few steps behind.
When we got back, I didn’t wait for an invitation. I walked into Gavin’s room while Evan was reading in the living room and dropped my clothes on the floor without a word. Gavin was sitting on the bed naked, one hand stroking himself slowly. He looked me over like I was something he owned.
“On your back,” he said.
He climbed on top of me and pushed in hard, no warm-up, no build-up. My gasp was swallowed by his mouth. He fucked me fast, deep, his hands pinning mine to the mattress, his body crashing into mine like he couldn’t get close enough. I came in minutes, legs wrapped tight around him, moaning into his neck.
Women tell men, take your time, take it slow, warm me up. But with some men, your body anticipates the exploding need in them. With those men, no warm up is needed. Nor is it wanted.
He plowed me like a field. I arched and spasmed and cried and came.
Afterward, he rolled me over and took me from behind, rougher, harder, both of us breathing like animals. He didn’t pull out this time. I felt him fill me and stayed as it leaked down my thighs. He pulled me into his chest and wrapped an arm around my waist like a warning.
I walked back into the kitchen, bare, dripping his cum, and poured myself water.
Evan watched me without speaking. His eyes moved down my body, slow, resigned, but also unmistakably aroused. His jaw tensed, but he didn’t look away.
Gavin walked in a minute later, shirtless, shorts hanging low on his hips, freshly showered. He stepped up behind me and kissed my neck in front of Evan, his hand sliding between my thighs to feel the mess he’d left in me.
Evan’s breath caught, my eyes on his, and I didn’t flinch.
“She doesn’t clean up until I tell her to,” Gavin added, now staring straight at him too. Evan’s eyes dropped to the floor. He nodded once. “Okay.”
I exhaled slowly, heat blooming in my chest. Gavin pulled out a chair and sat, legs spread wide, tugging me into his lap. I straddled him, naked, my body used, arms resting on his shoulders.
Evan made a coffee with shaking hands.
“You like watching her like this?” Gavin asked. Evan turned, holding his mug. “I don’t know.”
“Yes you do,” Gavin said.
I kissed him then, in front of my husband, slow and deep, moaning softly into his mouth as my hips rolled against him.
Gavin gripped my ass and held me on his lap, his cock swelling beneath me. I was sore, stretched, greased from everything he’d done to me all day, but my body leaned into him like it had no memory of resistance.
“Ride me,” he said, voice low.
“In the kitchen?” I whispered in his ear, eyes flicking toward the hall.
“He loves it, believe me. We shared an apartment all through college, remember?”
I reached down and guided him into me, lowering myself slowly until he filled me again. My breath caught as I sank onto him, the stretch sharp, raw, and perfect. Gavin groaned and slid his hands up my sides, under my breasts, holding me in place.
I moved in slow circles on him, grinding down, letting him stay deep.
He pulled my mouth to his, kissing me hard, fucking up into me from the chair as I bounced in his lap, breasts shaking, nails digging into his shoulders.
I came with a shudder, crying out into his mouth, and he held me tight as he emptied himself inside me yet again.
We stayed there like that, me impaled on him, his arms wrapped around my waist, until my legs stopped shaking.
When I stood, his cum dripped down my thighs. Gavin watched me walk away. I didn’t get dressed.
I stayed naked all afternoon, moving through the house because Gavin wanted it. I cleaned the counter, opened the windows, poured more coffee. My thighs stayed sticky, my skin marked. I didn’t bother hiding any of it.
Evan passed me in the hallway once, his eyes flicking down, then away. I didn’t speak to him and he didn’t speak to me.
Gavin worked at the dining table for a while, laptop open, phone calls on speaker. He didn’t stop touching me. His hand stayed on my ass when I walked by. When I bent over to wipe crumbs, he spread me with both hands and laughed. I didn’t stop him. I finished wiping and stood until he let me go.
Around three, he told me to kneel right there, on the rug beside his chair. I dropped to my knees and waited. He took a call from some firm in Denver. I listened to him talk numbers while his hand slid into my hair and guided my mouth onto his cock. I sucked him slow while he spoke, my cheeks hollowing, spit dripping from my chin to the floor.
Evan came into the room, looked, stared, then turned around and left.
When he came, he pushed my head down and held it there, filling my throat. I swallowed everything.
When the call ended, he tucked himself away and told me to get him water. I stood, wiped my mouth, and obeyed.
Evan watched from the hall. Gavin looked at him, then at me. “Later,” he said. “I want her on all fours. You can sit and watch,” he said to Evan. “If you want.”
Evening came fast.  Gavin told Evan to stay on the couch. Evan sat where he was told, his hands resting in his lap, eyes low.
Gavin led me into the center of the living room, pulled my hair back, and whispered, “Knees.” I dropped.
He undressed slowly, standing in front of me, never breaking eye contact with Evan. When he was fully hard, he stepped behind me and bent me forward until my palms touched the floor.
“Eyes up,” he said, to Evan.
Then he slid into me from behind, slow, deep, owning me completely. I moaned without shame. He fucked me hard and deliberate showing Evan all. His balls slapped against me with every thrust, loud, wet, obscene. Evan didn’t move. Gavin gripped my hips, pulled me back into every stroke.
“Tell him what you are,” Gavin growled.
I gasped, back arching. “A fucking slut.”
“Say it louder.”
“I’m a fucking slut.”
Gavin reached under me, rubbed my clit once, twice, and I came hard, screaming into my arm, thighs shaking.
He came seconds after, pulled out, and painted my ass in front of Evan, thick ropes streaking across my skin.
Then he turned to him.
“Clean her up.”
Evan didn’t argue.
He stood, stepped forward, and dropped to his knees behind me.
Evan hesitated only for a second. Then he leaned in and used his tongue.
I felt it, soft, careful strokes, licking Gavin’s cum from my skin, from between my cheeks, from the backs of my thighs. I moaned, not from pleasure, but from the humiliation of it. The exposure. The total surrender of one man to another.
Gavin sat back on the couch, legs wide, stroking his cock slowly as he watched.
“Don’t miss any,” he said.
Evan didn’t. He cleaned every drop off his wife.
When he finished, he knelt there behind me, his face flushed, lips wet. I stayed on all fours, body open, used, not even closing my legs.
Gavin stood and walked over. He grabbed my hair, pulled my head up, kissed me deep. Then he looked down at Evan.
“I’ll sleep in your bed tonight.”
Evan nodded.
Gavin helped me to my feet and led me up the stairs.
We left Evan kneeling on the rug, eyes on me as I disappeared down the hall.
He didn’t wait this time. The moment we reached the bedroom, Gavin shoved me onto the bed face-down and mounted me, pressing my chest into the sheets as he entered me hard, rough, and  deep. I cried out, my voice muffled in the pillow, my ass lifting instinctively to take more.
He fucked me harder than ever in my own bed, hips slamming against me, his breath hot against my ear as he used me so good. I was soaked, stretched wide, tender from everything he’d taken, but I pushed back against him with every thrust. My body didn’t hesitate.
When I came, it was violent and full-body. I screamed into the mattress, shaking, clenching around him until he lost control too and filled me again, squirting out he was still pumping me so hard, groaning through his teeth.
He stayed inside me as I collapsed beneath him, twitching from aftershocks. When he pulled out, he flipped me onto my back and dragged his cock over my body, across my chest, throat, and lips. I tried to turn my face but he held my jaw until I cleaned him with my tongue.
He kissed me, slow and firm, his cum smearing between us. Then he rolled over and pulled me tight against him.
“Soon,” he murmured, “I leave.”
I nodded, eyes heavy.
Gavin packed in silence, his bag half-open on the bed as he folded shirts without looking at me. I sat on the edge of the mattress, naked but for cute panties and sheer bra, knees together, arms crossed over my stomach. The soreness between my legs hadn’t eased.
He stepped forward and kissed me, hard. Then he slapped my ass once, light, but loud enough to echo in the room. I flinched and he smiled.
“Walk me to the door.”
I pulled on his t-shirt, nothing else, and followed him downstairs.
Evan stood in the kitchen, arms folded.
Gavin walked right past him and opened the door. “Thanks for the hospitality.”
Evan nodded once. “Any time.”
Gavin looked back at me. “He’ll touch you differently now, you know. Touch him back.”
And with that he left and the door closed behind him. The house felt suddenly too small. I turned toward Evan.
He met my eyes. “You’re not sorry.”
“No,” I said.
He walked past me, up the stairs, past me standing there, barefoot, fucked, and marked. Exactly how Gavin wanted.
But at the last second he caught my wrist in his had, pulled me suggestively at first, and then with insistence.
Then he proceeded to have me in ways and to degrees he had never taken me before. We fucked in every conceivable position in virtually every room of our house. We rested and ate and drank and fucked on the couch. We took showers and fucked in there. I sucked his cock even better than I sucked Gavin’s and told him so.
He took me against the wall, on the carpet, spread over the kitchen table. We laughed and got drunk and he went down on me and let me tell him how to make me cum, which he did several times, never having achieved the feat before. We fucked so much I had to beg him to stop, my body was breaking.
Late at night, wasted, sore, and broken, we sat up in bed. “You knew that was going to happen when you invited Gavin to stay over, didn’t you.”
“It was his idea,” he said.
“What was the idea?”
“To break you in for me. The way, he said, they get the expert rider to break a horse, and hand it back to the owner, now under control. They call him a breaker.”
“Is that what you call this? Under control?” I said. And I pinned his hands under his back, used my tongue to stand his cock up, and I hollowed my cheeks and sucked that man until he emptied himself down my throat of whatever he had left in him.
And that was how this polite and demure lady outside the house became her man’s raving slut inside the bedroom, and the living room and kitchen and shower and hallway, with my mouth, my pussy, my hands, and eventually my ass, if you’re wondering.
I was broken in by the wife breaker.
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