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Book 1:

Cheating Wife at a Music Concert

“When you cum before the bass drops”

This could have been Viral

You’ve probably seen that clip.

Coldplay concert. A packed stadium.
The kiss cam finds Andy Bryon—married CEO of a Fortune 100 tech giant—with his hand wrapped around a woman who isn’t his wife. Kristin Cabot. Her laugh echoing in his mouth. Her wedding ring catching the light as she grips his thigh in front of twenty thousand people and God knows how many livestreams.

It exploded online.
Replays. Memes. Headlines.
People called it a scandal. Some called it hot. Most called it unforgivable.

But here’s the thing: I already knew this story.

Not theirs. But one dangerously close.

Earlier this year, a woman named Lauren reached out to me. Quietly. Once. She’d read one of my confessions and told me, “You wrote my truth before I ever lived it.” And then, without drama or hesitation, she laid it all out.

Her story did make it to TikTok—just not viral enough to become front page news or meme material.

I was already working on another confession—a wife story, like many I’ve been trusted with—but Lauren’s hit me differently. Her details. Her honesty. Her wet, chaotic truth. I didn’t have to exaggerate a word. I just had to listen.

I wrote this book because she let me.

So no, this book isn’t fiction.
It’s not fantasy.
It’s one woman’s confession, written the way she lived it—hot, wrong, addictive, and unforgettable.

Names have been changed. Real lives have been protected. But the sex? The choices? The hunger?

That’s all still here. All of it.

This story isn’t about morality.

It’s about reality.

It’s about what happens when your body finds what your marriage forgot.
When the man you shouldn’t want is the only one who makes you come without asking.
When you stop saying “I’m sorry” for the way your desire burns through your skin.

Lauren didn’t want judgment. She didn’t want forgiveness.

She just needed someone to hear her.

And if you’ve ever had a moment where you felt your body light up for the wrong person, in the wrong place, at the worst possible time… then this story might not feel so far from yours.

But if you’ve ever let your imagination linger where it shouldn’t…
If you’ve ever whispered “I can’t” with your legs already open…

Then this story might already belong to you, too.

It belonged to her first.

Now it’s yours.


Chapter One: This Could’ve Been Us



When I saw the Coldplay clip making the rounds—CEO Andy Byron and that woman, Kristin Cabot, caught tangled up on the kiss cam—I damn near dropped my phone.

It was everywhere.
TikTok. Reddit. Group chats. Slack channels people forgot weren’t private.
Some grainy arena footage of them kissing like nobody was watching—
And then boom.
Everyone was.

The crowd screamed.
The video lit up the internet.
Their careers? Torched overnight.

I stared at the screen, my stomach dropping.

Not because I was surprised.
But because the first thing I thought was:

“This could’ve been me.”

I called Alex.

He picked up on the first ring, voice husky—calm in that cocky, too-casual way he always had when something major was brewing.

“You saw it too?”
“Yeah.”
“Feeling grateful we didn’t get the full spotlight?”
“We didn’t dodge that much, Alex. That girl’s livestream still caught everything.”
“But that God, we didn’t make it to headlines. No kiss cam. No stadium feed. No Coldplay to make it go mainstream.”
“Still went viral.”
“Just not to millions.”

There was a beat of silence.
That familiar tension between panic and arousal. Guilt and heat.

“I haven’t stopped thinking about it,” I said.

He didn’t hesitate.
“Me either.”



Let me go back.

My name’s Lauren. I'm 39. VP of Strategy at a major tech firm in L.A.—which means polished suits, billion-dollar forecasts, and a reputation that can’t survive one whisper of scandal.

Fifteen years married to Caleb, who’s in finance—mid-level at another company, steady but not exactly high-stakes. We still get labeled “power couple” at events, but only one of us ever really leaned into that role.

No one knows how close I came to letting Alex fuck me right there at the rail, in front of 30,000 people.
And the worst part? I wasn’t scared. I was soaking.
We’d already fucked before—offices, hotel rooms—but that night…
That night, the bass was buzzing in my cunt.
It was our first public secret.



It started at the Stray Kids show at the Kia Forum—one of those warm L.A. nights where everything buzzes, from your skin to your thoughts. Alex and I weren’t even supposed to be there alone.  I remember it clearly. July 2022 or something. The kind of night that feels like it’s humming under your clothes.

It was a work thing at first—ten of us with VIP access, boxed seats, and a bottle of champagne someone expensed without blinking. But people flaked. Schedules shifted. In the end, it was just him and me—and too much tension to pretend it didn’t mean something.

People flaked. Schedules clashed. In the end, it was just me, Alex, and one overpriced bottle of champagne.

We weren’t strangers. Alex was a VP too—Product side. Smart. Dangerous smile. The kind of guy who always leaned too close during meetings, who texted me memes laced with inside jokes that got more flirtatious the later the hour.

Caleb had known I was going. I told him last minute.

“It’s work people,” I’d said. “Don’t wait up.”

He’d kissed me on the cheek, too tired from back-to-back earnings calls to ask more.

I wore a black silk cami under a cropped leather jacket. No bra. High-waisted jeans that clung to every curve. I hadn’t dressed for business. I dressed for a risk I hadn’t admitted I wanted to take.



In the VIP area, lights flashing overhead, bass vibrating the soles of my boots, Alex leaned in close. We’d only had one glass of bubbly. I wasn’t drunk. Just… unlocked.

“You look incredible tonight,” he said, voice low in my ear.
“So do you,” I whispered, barely audible over the drums.
“Been thinking about how you sounded on that last call.”
“That call?”
“When you said, ‘I want it in writing.’”
“Alex…” I warned.
“You know what you’re doing to me.”

He didn’t touch me yet. Just let the words hang between us, all the heat of them collecting between my thighs.

That’s when the lights went low. The crowd screamed. The band dropped into their biggest song.

And Alex placed one hand on my lower back.

I didn’t stop him.



I don’t know how it escalated so fast.

Maybe it was the music. Maybe it was how tightly we were pressed against the railing, the crowd to our right, no one paying attention. Maybe it was the scent of his cologne, mixed with sweat and city air.

His hand slid down to my ass. He gripped it—firm. Slow. Deliberate.

I should’ve pushed him away. I didn’t.

Instead, I pressed back.

He turned me toward him, lips inches from mine, his thigh pushing between mine. I was soaked. My breath hitched. I felt him hard against my hip, and I wanted it.

“Say stop,” he whispered.

I didn’t.

He kissed me—deep, slow, like it was always meant to happen. And then his fingers slipped beneath my waistband.

Right there. In public. While the crowd swayed and screamed around us.

His fingertips found my clit. Pressed. Circling. I gasped against his mouth. My hand gripped his shoulder to keep from falling.

“God, Alex—”
“You’re soaking,” he growled. “I knew you wanted this.”
“They’ll see…”
“Let them.”



I came in his hand while the band played their final chorus.
Legs shaking. Body throbbing. My teeth clenched against a scream.
And just as the crowd erupted into applause, the wave crested again—sharp, harder, like my whole body snapped tight before it gave out.
Alex just held me there, his fingers soaked, his cock still hard as granite in his jeans.

I could barely breathe.

The lights flashed. The music pulsed. People screamed and swayed and filmed the stage.

And no one—not a single person—knew that I’d just come harder than I had in years, right there, surrounded by 30,000 strangers.

That rush? That danger? That delicious wrongness?
I’d never felt anything like it.

This wasn’t the end.
It was the beginning.

And I didn’t care what it meant.

Alex leaned into my ear, his breath ragged.

“Quick. Let’s leave,” he whispered, one hand still cupped possessively over my ass, the other steadying me at the waist.

“Now?” I breathed.

“Now. Before the crowd floods out looking for their cars and Ubers.”

I nodded—face flushed, thighs slick, heart thudding like it had been yanked into a different rhythm entirely.

We slipped out before the lights fully came up. My legs were still weak. His fingers were still wet. And his cock was still hard.

We didn’t speak as we left the arena.

We didn’t have to.   Because I already knew—I wasn’t done with him yet.


Chapter 2: The Car Ride

We slipped through the crowd like fugitives—buzzing, electric, untouchable. Nobody looked twice. Nobody saw what we’d done. What I’d let him do.

But I could feel it.

I was leaking.

My panties were wet. My jeans were damp. And Alex was trying his best to keep a straight face, his palm grazing the curve of my ass every time we turned a corner like he couldn’t not touch me.

We didn’t say much on the walk to his car.

The air outside was thick with sweat, leftover bass, and the low hiss of tires on warm pavement. That humid, pulsing energy that only lives in cities after midnight.

He clicked the doors open with his key fob, and before I could reach for the handle, he was behind me—pinning me softly against the door.

“You’re fucking insane,” he whispered into my ear, his hand trailing over my hip again. “And I can’t stop thinking about what you sound like when you come.”

I exhaled sharply, trembling.

Then I got in the car.



He slid into the driver’s seat beside me, engine purring, eyes darting toward my thighs as I readjusted my jacket.

His hand landed on me again—firm on my inner thigh this time. Casual. Possessive. Like he’d always belonged there.

I didn’t stop him.

My legs parted without thinking.

The silence wasn’t awkward—it was loaded. Heavy with everything we’d just done and everything we were still going to do.

I didn’t even know where we were going until he pulled into the side lot of a boutique hotel barely two blocks away.

I looked at him. “Alex…”

“You don’t have to go in,” he said. “Just five more minutes.”
“We shouldn’t.”
“You already did.”

He was right.



We didn’t make it inside.

The second the car was in park, I climbed across the console, straddled him like I’d been aching to since the first time he’d teased me in a boardroom.

I kissed him. Hard. Open-mouthed. Tongue deep.

My hands tangled in his hair, his slid under my jacket, yanking my cami up.

No bra.

My nipples were already stiff—aching from friction and tension and God knows what else.

He sucked one into his mouth while I ground down on his lap, feeling that hard length pulse through his jeans, already damp and throbbing from what I’d left there earlier.

My jeans were still unzipped from the concert. I wasn’t even pretending anymore.

“Condom?” I whispered, lips brushing his ear.
“Glove box,” he breathed.

I reached over, pulled it out, tore it open with my teeth like I couldn’t wait.

He lifted his hips just enough. I freed him—hard, hot, already leaking.

I rolled the condom down over him, slow and deliberate. I wanted him to feel how much I wanted it. How wrecked I already was.

Then I guided him in.



I sank down inch by inch.

No rush. No pause.

Just stretch and fullness and heat and a long, broken gasp from both of us.

“God, you feel too good,” I groaned, forehead pressed to his.
“You’re so fucking wet, Lauren.”
“I’ve never done this.”
“Lie.”
“Not with someone I work with.”
“Still a lie.”

He was right again.



I rocked my hips slow at first. Then faster. Then slow again—dragging it out like punishment. For him. For me. For the man I was going home to.

Every movement lit something inside me. A mix of guilt, want, and pure unfiltered need.

I came once. Then again. Short, sharp bursts that made my thighs twitch and my breath stutter. I bit my lip to muffle the sounds, knowing they’d leave marks. I wanted them to.

“Fuck—Lauren… Lauren.”
His fingers locked on my hips and his whole body went rigid. One hard pulse, then another, the condom flooding as he emptied into me. I felt the heat of him even through the latex, the throb of it kicking me into one last shiver.

His forehead dropped against my shoulder. Our bodies locked together in sweat and silence.

“You’ll call me when you get home?”
“Yeah.”
“Even if he’s in bed?”
“Especially then.”



It was 1:17 a.m. when I walked into our apartment.

Quiet. Cool. Familiar.

Caleb was still awake—reading, glasses on, lamp low. He looked up and smiled.

“Hey,” he said. “You’re back late.”

“Yeah,” I replied, slipping off my shoes. “We had to go over some decks for the investor review. Ran longer than I thought.”

He nodded, not pressing.

“You eat?” he asked.

“Grabbed something on the way,” I lied.

He closed his book. Took off his glasses. Watched me for a moment—like he was trying to decide if something felt off, or if he was just tired.

Then he kissed me.

Soft. Sweet. Trusting.

His lips didn’t taste like hunger. They tasted like safety. Like routine.

And for the first time, I wasn’t sure that was enough.



When I stepped out of the shower, steam still clung to my skin like a second layer. I wrapped myself in a towel and padded quietly down the hall. The house was still—quiet in that late-night way, where even the air feels thick with sleep. Every creak of the floorboards beneath my feet felt louder than it should, like the house was holding its breath.

He was already in bed.

Book closed. Glasses off. Head tipped slightly to the side, lips parted in a shallow breath. His chest rose and fell beneath the soft cotton of his t-shirt, just enough to see the gentle rise of a belly that hadn’t always been there.

I studied him for a moment.

There was a time I’d memorized every dip and angle of his body, craved the way his back looked flexed under the weight of mine. But lately, things had softened—not just his midsection but the air between us. He still had that warm, familiar smell—fresh laundry and a trace of his cologne—but the edge, the urgency, was missing.

I was glowing. Not from him, though.

Alex had left that sheen on me.

My skin still hummed from the way he’d taken me earlier—against the door of his car, fingers rough, mouth impatient, like he couldn’t wait to swallow me whole. My thighs were sore. My hips still tingled from the imprint of his grip.

But here I was, crawling under the covers beside my husband.

He stirred, turning his head slowly toward me, surprise flickering across his face. I hadn’t initiated in weeks. Not because I didn’t want sex—I wanted it constantly. But that want had rarely pointed in his direction.

Still, I leaned in, brushed my lips against his.

“Hey,” I whispered.

“Hey,” he murmured, voice thick with sleep.

I kissed him again, deeper this time. Slow. Intentional.

He blinked at me, cautious. His hand moved to my waist with uncertainty, like he wasn’t sure if this was real or a dream. I didn’t let him ask. I shifted my towel aside and guided his hand over my hip. His fingers grazed the fading bruise Alex had left there—he didn’t notice.

I pressed closer, let my thigh slide between his, and let my hand dip under the waistband of his briefs. I felt the little one. Warm. Growing.  Getting hard. But not the fierce, aching hardness I’d felt earlier. This was slower. Sleepier. A spongy kind of swelling that rose more out of routine than urgency.

Still, I wrapped my fingers around him beneath the covers. He twitched slightly—more out of surprise than desire, at first.

I stroked him gently, watching the shape of him swell against my palm. His cock was familiar. Small, thick at the base, not much length. The kind that didn’t fill you so much as nestle in.

I shifted closer, resting my head against his shoulder, my hand never leaving him. I was patient—calibrated. I knew how to coax him like this. Knew the tempo. The grip. The tiny shift in rhythm he needed to feel wanted.

He started breathing harder, hips tilting up just a little. I kept stroking. Slow. Gentle. Deliberate.

He hardened more. Fully now, or at least as much as he ever did.

Still not like Alex.

Alex got hard like it hurt him to wait. Like the second my fingers grazed him, he was already pulsing, leaking, demanding. Thick, long, veined—the kind of hardness that made your mouth water before your brain could catch up.

With Alex, I had to control myself. With Caleb, I had to help him get there.

I kissed Caleb’s neck. Soft. Out of duty more than hunger. My hand moved a little faster, not enough to make him come, just enough to show him I was here. Present. Participating.

His hand finally brushed against my hip—tentative, like he didn’t quite know if he was allowed. I guided it, placed it just under the curve of my ass, and climbed over him before he could speak.

He slipped inside me with little resistance—no fumbling, no rush. Just easy, practiced movement.

It felt... familiar. Not bad. Not incredible. Just... staple.

The kind that fills a gap, not a hunger.

His hands gripped my hips like he remembered how to hold me but forgot how to really touch me. His thrusts were gentle, considerate. Quiet, polite pushes. The kind of sex you have when you’re trying not to wake the kids or disturb the dog at the foot of the bed.

I rocked with him, paced my breaths to match his. Matched his rhythm. Gave him the sounds he needed—the soft gasp, the whispered encouragement, the practiced moan right when he was about to finish.

“God, I missed this,” he whispered into my neck.

I said nothing. Just held him, let his warmth wrap around me until his breath slowed and his body softened beneath mine.

He pulled out and rolled onto his side. “You okay?”

“Just tired,” I said, curling away from him. “We were standing forever.”

He kissed my shoulder. “Sleep well.”

I waited until his breathing deepened into something steady.

Then I turned onto my back, slid my fingers between my thighs, and touched the spot that he’d barely noticed.

Alex had found it without asking. Knew the angle, the pressure, the rhythm that uncoiled me like a string pulled too tight.

As I moved my fingers, the memory returned—his voice in my ear, rough and urgent. His breath hot against my neck. The way my name sounded when he groaned it into my mouth.

I bit my lip, careful not to make a sound.

And came quietly, just from the thought of him. 

Afterward, I reached for my phone. The screen lit my face in the dark.
 

Alex’s iPhone showed he hadn’t been active since he dropped me off.

He’d told me to call when I got home.

I hovered there for a second—thumb over the message field.

Thought about texting. Just a made it or miss you. Something small.

But then I remembered the time.

Remembered what his bed probably looked like right now.

And closed the app.

I set the phone back down, screen dimming to black.

Sleepy, I told myself.

But the truth settled in quietly, beside me.

Sleep came not long after.
Not peaceful.
But deep enough.


Chapter 3:   How We Lost Ourselves to Each Other



If anyone at work suspected, they didn’t say a word.

That’s the luxury of status. When you’re a VP in a glass office with a C-suite pass, people don’t watch you—they look away. Nobody questions why you're out of meetings. Why you walk into the elevator together and she exits alone. Why your Slack goes quiet for 72 minutes midafternoon, then lights up with perfectly timed spreadsheets.

And so, Alex and I kept going.

We worked next door to each other. Our offices separated by a wall, but our tension? That was constant. We could feel each other breathing through it.



The first time we actually did it was a couple of months before the concert.

It had been building for months.

Little things. Lingering glances in Monday stand-ups. Shoulder brushes in shared elevators. That low, amused tone in his voice whenever he disagreed with me in meetings. He'd challenge me with a smile like we were playing a private game no one else could see.

We worked closely—his team, my team. Product and strategy intertwined, always. That was the story. The excuse.

But the truth was simpler: I wanted him. More than I wanted to admit. More than I wanted to want.

Alex had a way of being still in a room that made you notice him more. He didn’t fidget. He didn’t fill silence. He owned it. Sharp suits, always in dark blues or greys, cuffed just right, watch peeking from beneath his sleeve. His cologne lingered after he left a room—something woody and clean, understated but addictive.

He never looked rushed. Even in chaos, his voice was calm, precise. He'd lean over a shared screen during reviews, speak close to my ear, say things like, "You always think two steps ahead, don't you?" or "Let me guess, you already knew I'd say that."

God, I loved that. The way he saw me. The way he let me know he saw me.

The flirting was subtle. Safe. Barely noticeable to anyone else. But I lived in the space between his glances. In the moment his eyes dipped just a little too low when I adjusted my blouse. In the beat too long, he held the door and looked at my mouth instead of my eyes.

It wasn’t office gossip. No one dared.

That’s the thing about senior titles: people don’t talk. They just pretend not to see. And we made it easy. We were careful. We were professionals.

Until we weren't.



The first time it actually happened was a Thursday.

The day itself was normal. Back-to-back meetings, a brief lunch at my desk, one too many coffees. We were both staying late to finalize a deck before a Monday presentation.

Everyone else had left. It was just us in the executive boardroom, side by side, screens glowing in the low light.

I knew I looked good. I’d worn silk that day—champagne-colored, tucked into a high-waist pencil skirt. No camisole. A deliberate choice. I could feel the fabric shift with every breath.

He was standing behind me, reviewing a set of notes I’d flagged in the doc.

"Your posture’s terrible," he said softly, placing his hands on my shoulders.

I felt the warmth of him through the thin blouse. My body tensed under his touch, not with fear—with recognition. Want.

"Long day," I murmured.

His thumbs gently worked into the muscles at the base of my neck. I let him.

He leaned in, his breath warm against my ear. "You're shaking."

I swallowed. "I haven’t stopped thinking about you."

That was all it took.

He turned me in the chair slowly, deliberately. Our eyes met, and I saw it—that same tension that had been simmering for months. He brushed my hair back and tucked it behind my ear, his fingers grazing my cheek.

"Come with me tomorrow," he said. "Marlowe. Fourteen-oh-one."

I knew that room. Everyone did. Discreet. Luxurious. Senior leadership stayed there during quarterly off-sites.

I didn’t say yes. I didn’t have to.



The next day, I left the office early under the guise of a client call. I swapped out my blazer for a long coat, carried nothing but a silk thong and the ache that had been building between my legs for weeks.

The hotel elevator was quiet. I changed out of my flats and into heels in the mirrored corner, adjusted my blouse, touched up my lipstick. My heart was racing.

I knocked once.

He opened the door without a word.

The room was warm. The curtains drawn. The air thick with espresso, aftershave, and something else—something mine.

He looked... messy in the best way. Shirt half-unbuttoned, sleeves rolled. His tie gone. Hair a little out of place like he'd been pacing.

I stepped inside, and he shut the door behind me. We stood there for a second.

Just breathing.

Then he kissed me.

Not tentative. Not testing. Just there. Immediate. Mouth hungry, tongue insistent, hands already moving. He backed me against the wall, kissed me like he’d been holding back for years.

I moaned into his mouth as he slipped his hand beneath my skirt, fingers tracing up my thigh.

"This okay?" he whispered.

"Yes," I gasped. "God, yes."

He slid my thong down, slow, teasing. I stepped out of it, breath caught in my throat.

He lifted me easily, like he’d imagined it a hundred times. My back hit the wall, legs wrapped around his waist, skirt bunched high.

He kissed down my neck, sucked just below my jawline—not enough to leave a mark, just enough to remind me I was alive.

Then he carried me to the bed.



Clothes came off fast but not frantic. He peeled my blouse open, revealing bare skin and hard nipples already pebbled with tension.

"You wore this for me," he said, voice low, reverent.

I nodded. "Knew you'd notice."

He kissed each breast like a promise, then slid lower, trailing his mouth over my stomach until I was squirming beneath him.

When he put his mouth on me, I forgot my name.

Alex didn’t just eat me out. He devoured me. Slow strokes. Soft suction. Perfect rhythm. Like he’d studied my body in theory and now finally had the chance to apply it.

When he added two fingers and curled them just right, I shattered. Gasping, clutching the sheets, moaning his name in a way no one else had ever earned.

"More," I whispered. "Please."

He flipped me onto my stomach and slid on a condom with quick, practiced hands. Then he pulled me up onto my knees, positioned himself behind me.

The moment he pushed inside, I whimpered.

Full. Deep. Right. That stretch. I still remember vividly. 

He started slow. Letting me feel every movement, every deliberate pull and push. His hips rocked against mine, each stroke carving something deeper into me.

Then faster.

Harder.

One hand clamped down on my hip, grounding me. The other snaked around, fingers finding my clit like he’d mapped it in advance.

I couldn’t hold back. My breath caught. My body clenched.

I came again—harder this time. Loud. Shaky. My body clenched around him, legs shaking, throat raw from trying to stay quiet and failing.

He thrust once more, groaned, and pulled out just in time. I felt the heat of him spill across my lower back. I loved it. The mess. The wildness. The fact that neither of us had held back.

He collapsed beside me, chest rising fast.

After a few minutes, he turned his head. "You’re not wearing perfume."

"Didn’t want it to linger."

"It still will."

I looked at him. Smiled. "Then fuck me in the shower too."



He did.

After, I pulled my hair into a low bun. Reapplied lipstick. Straightened my skirt. Wiped his cum from my skin like it wasn’t still inside me in every other way.

I left through the side exit.

When I got home, Caleb had made pasta. A salad I didn’t touch.

He kissed my cheek. "Long day?"

"Yeah," I said. "But productive."

And I smiled. Sat down. Took a bite.

Like nothing had changed.

Even though everything had.

Chapter 4: Tension, Routine, and Everything in Between

Affairs don’t happen all at once. They unfold in rituals.

By the third week, Alex and I had a rhythm. Not just the rhythm of our bodies—though that, too, had settled into something familiar and wicked—but a rhythm of habits. Signals. Cover stories. A dance between indulgence and control.

He had a family. Two kids. A wife who hosted fundraisers and taught yoga at the club. I had Caleb, who made perfect pasta, folded laundry into neat vertical stacks, predictable to the P and asked how my day was even when I didn’t answer.

But in between it all, Alex and I built a second life in the cracks.



It wasn’t always hotels.

Sometimes it was his black Range Rover, parked in a far corner of the garage under our office. He’d sync the car’s playlist to my phone. Let me pick the music while he unzipped my blouse.

"You’re spoiling me," I whispered once, as he pushed the seat back and kissed the inside of my thigh.

"That’s the point," he murmured.

Sometimes we barely undressed. He’d push my panties to the side, bite my shoulder to keep from groaning. I’d ride him with one hand braced on the dash, the other gripping his wrist. The car smelled like leather and sex, the windows fogged, my moans swallowed in the music pulsing through the speakers.

There was something intoxicating about doing it in suits. Expensive fabrics pushed aside. My lipstick perfect. His Rolex catching the light as he fucked me like it was the last time. I’d leave the car flushed, dripping, my blouse inside out, heart hammering like I’d stolen something.

We were reckless. Rich. Beautiful. And for those moments, completely outside the world.



Back at the office, we kept up appearances.

He’d ping me on Slack with perfectly timed follow-ups. I’d forward decks with polite notes. We’d pass each other in the kitchen and say nothing. But sometimes he’d glance at my mouth. And I’d feel it all over again.

He still made me laugh.

At meetings, he’d slide close and whisper, "You gonna let me win this one?" with that amused smirk.

"Not a chance."

He’d fake-pout. "At least you look good when you’re wrong."

Our teams stayed sharp, productive. We never missed a deadline. We were the golden pair of the company—Product and Strategy, always aligned.

But behind the scenes, we were slipping deeper. Into each other. Into something we didn’t dare name.

As I said, we’d play our roles well in the office.

After all, he was Product. And I was Strategy.

He'd pitch wild, overconfident launches. I'd counter with data, feasibility, risk maps so tight they could strangle his timelines. We'd argue in front of the entire leadership team, him pacing in circles while I leaned back in my chair with a pen between my fingers and that slight, knowing smile.

He’d throw terms like velocity and market readiness. I’d say things like, “Only if you want to burn the budget by Q2.”

And I’d win. Most times.

But he didn’t mind losing to me. In fact, he liked it. Needed it, even.

We’d clash in front of everyone, then share a silent glance across the table, like we already knew how the real meeting would end.

Because hours later—at the Marlowe or the back of his car or some half-lit meeting room I booked under a fake project name—we’d reverse everything.

He’d drop to his knees, fingers bruising my hips, tongue deep in places no one ever dared to go. And I’d arch for him, heels still on, moaning into the curve of my arm while he made obscene, hungry sounds between my thighs like my body was the only roadmap he trusted.

He’d press kisses down my spine, grip my ass, and growl, “This is the only product I want in the market.”

Then he’d spread me and slide his tongue between my cheeks—slow, filthy, devoted.

“Oh fuck,” I’d breathe, grabbing the sheets.

And he’d chuckle into me. “God, this ass is perfect.”

He’d eat me out from behind until I came with my face buried in the mattress, trembling like I'd lost every ounce of control. Which I had. He took it. Happily.

And then I’d kneel between his legs, ruin my lipstick on his cock, and murmur against the head, “My strategy? Insert this product into every vertical until the market begs for more.”

He’d groan. Thrust. Whisper my name like a prayer and a dare all at once.

That was the real pitch. The one no one saw.

We’d build tension in meetings and tear it apart in hotel rooms.

He’d say, “You gaslighted me in the roadmap review,” while he pushed my legs apart.

I’d say, “Your budget was bloated and you know it,” while I wrapped my lips around his cock.

We never dropped character. We just blurred the line between boardroom and bedroom.

Even when he went home to his wife.

Even when I walked back into my house, cheeks flushed, thighs aching, hair pulled back into a clean bun.

Because during the day, we made the company run.

And at night, we made each other come.

Harder. Louder. Riskier.

Every time.

.



And when I came home—sometimes definitively late, sometimes just barely within the realm of plausible—Caleb would be on the couch, bathed in the soft flicker of the TV. Some muted nature doc or low-volume film, the kind of thing you half-watch when you’re waiting for something else.

He’d look up, smile like he always did. Pause the screen. “Want some wine?”

It would already be breathing on the counter. He noticed things like that. Still tried.

“You smell good,” he said once, his voice soft, pressing his nose into the curve of my neck as I passed him in the kitchen.

I smiled. “New perfume.”

I didn’t tell him it was Alex’s gift. That the scent he liked—something musky, faintly sweet, amber-tinted—had been chosen by another man’s hands. Slipped into a box with a note that just said, For when you want to be remembered.

Caleb kissed my cheek. Poured the wine. Pulled me gently into him, like the motions of love still worked even if the gears were grinding.

Some nights, we had sex. Quiet. Careful. The kind you have when you want to stay close, not rock the boat. His kisses were warm. Familiar. His hands reverent, almost apologetic.

“You good?” he’d ask softly when I moved beneath him.

“Yeah,” I’d whisper. “Yeah, I came.”

But most nights, it wasn’t him I felt.

It was memory.

The echo of Alex’s breath against my thigh. The sting where his teeth had grazed. The taste of sweat and want and recklessness. The silk I’d tied around my own wrists at his request. The bruises I covered in the morning.

I didn’t feel guilty.

Not really.

My phone buzzed once in my coat pocket. A name I couldn’t save. A message I couldn’t open until Caleb left the room.

But I felt… split. Like my body held two versions of me. One that sat at the dinner table, asked about Caleb’s day, loaded the dishwasher with practiced ease. And one that knelt on a hotel mattress in heels and nothing else, waiting for the sound of Alex’s belt to come undone.

We had rules, silent ones. No real life. No logistics. Just hunger. Just us.

We talked about how I’d ride him in the boardroom one day. How he’d fuck me bent over the conference table, printouts fluttering to the floor. He said he wanted to unzip my blouse with his teeth. I told him my strategy was to position his product inside my marketplace.

He laughed. God, that laugh. Dirty and delighted.

And then he’d tell me what he’d do next. What I’d beg for. What he’d leave behind—his fingerprints, his come, the shape of his mouth across my chest.

We made plans we never wrote down.

And we ignored the ticking clock.

Because we weren’t ready to stop.


Chapter 5 – We came in Time

The first time Alex tied my wrists, I didn’t hesitate.
No flutter of doubt. No last-second retreat.
I looked him in the eye, heart beating fast, and nodded.

He asked for consent in a voice that felt like silk dragged over a blade—low, dark, commanding.

“Say no and I’ll stop,” he told me, slipping the belt from his slacks, slow and deliberate. “I won’t touch you again unless you ask me to.”

The bedside lamp was the only light in the room, casting a warm, amber halo on the sheets. Outside the window, the city smeared gold behind the curtain, blurring into night. I swallowed, arousal thick in my throat.

“Don’t stop,” I breathed.

And he didn’t.

He looped the belt around my wrists like he’d done it before—firm but careful, like he was wrapping a gift he already planned to ruin. My arms rested above my head, bound to the headboard, my chest rising fast. I could feel my pulse in my palms, in my thighs, in my throat. He leaned in, the scent of his cologne and clean skin making my head foggy.

“It’s not just the sex,” I whispered once, weeks later, when we lay tangled in sheets and sweat and shame. “It’s the way you look at me when you’re doing it.”

And it was.
That gaze—sharp, greedy, reverent and ruined all at once—like I was something wild he dared himself to keep touching.

With Alex, everything was dialed to a higher frequency.

The way he’d brush past me in the office, fingers grazing the curve of my lower back. The whispers in elevators:
“No panties today?” he’d murmur, just loud enough to slice down my spine.
I’d feel soaked instantly. Powerless and lit up like a live wire.

He’d send texts during meetings that made my breath catch:
Alex: Slide your hand into your pants. Right now. Tell me how wet you are.
Me: Soaked. And you’re not even here.

I started dressing for him instead of Caleb.
Lower necklines. Blouses loose enough to slip a hand under. Heels that made my ass sway in that way he’d praised.
“Wear those again,” he’d said once, his voice hoarse, breath hot against my neck. “You walk like you know you’re being watched.”
Because I was. By him.

At dinner with my husband, I’d sit there smiling over pasta, wearing panties Alex had torn off earlier that day. Sometimes the lace was still damp. Caleb would hold my hand across the table and I’d fight the urge to flinch, to excuse myself just to check the mirror and remember what was underneath the mask I wore for him.

We built rituals.
Private ones.
Depraved ones.

Alex had a thing for fingers. He loved control—not just taking it, but teasing it, stretching it until I nearly snapped. He’d finger me under the conference table when the floor was quiet, when everyone else had gone for the day.
“I need to discuss Q3 revenue,” he’d say out loud, sliding two fingers inside me, knuckles deep.
I’d grip the armrests, panting through clenched teeth, and bite my lip until it bruised.
“You like working overtime for me?” he’d whisper, curling those fingers.
I’d nod, eyes wide, hips lifting in silent pleading.

I had a thing for stroking him.
Something about the tension in his jaw when I palmed him through his slacks. The way his breath caught when I slid my hand into his waistband—parking garages, stairwells, once even in the coat closet during the company gala.
“You want me to cum on your blazer?” he growled once.
“Only if you help me dry clean it,” I whispered back, grinning.

We lied like professionals.
Caleb thought I was mentoring a junior associate named Krista. I gave her a fake wedding, a fake baby, a fake certification course.
Alex told his wife he was seeing a therapist. “Work stress,” he said. “Managing my anxiety.”
She started leaving him little sticky notes—You’ve got this. Proud of you.
He’d bring them to me, hold them up while he pinned me down, and rip them in half before shoving them into my mouth.

But it wasn’t just lust.
It was something darker.
More necessary.

I’d walk into a room and feel his gaze already on me. Like he’d been starving all day, and I was the only thing he wanted to taste. His texts got filthier.
His voice in them more possessive.
My replies?
Needier. Submissive. Unrecognizable.

We made a shared folder labeled “Tax Projections.”
Inside were videos:
Me on my knees.
Him bent over me on his office desk.
My voice begging.
His voice saying, “You’re mine. Say it again.”

And I did.

I said it over and over, until it didn’t feel like a lie.
Until it felt like the only truth I had left.

And that one day, we were supposed to be finalizing his slides for the investor meeting.
That was the excuse.

He was leaning over the desk, sleeves rolled, tie loosened, tapping something into his laptop while talking through numbers I wasn’t listening to. I couldn’t. Not when the smell of him—warm fabric, spice, something sharp and masculine—was curling around my brain like smoke. Not when I could see the way his slacks pulled tight around his hips every time he shifted in his chair.

“You’re not even pretending to take notes,” Alex muttered without looking at me.

“Nope,” I said, unapologetic.

He turned his head, slowly, that familiar smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “What are you thinking about?”

“My hand in your lap,” I said, standing behind him. “How easy it would be to make you lose your focus completely.”

He exhaled—sharp, almost like a laugh. But when I rested my palm on his thigh, he stopped typing.

“I have ten minutes.”

“I won’t need that long.”

He didn’t stop me.

I slid my hand up slowly, palm warm through the fabric of his slacks. His cock was already half-hard, eager, straining toward me. He inhaled—sharp, nostrils flaring—but didn’t speak. Just sat there, letting me touch him. Letting me take control.

“Fuck,” he whispered when I started to stroke. Slow, firm pressure, nothing too fast. Just enough to make his leg twitch.

The conference room was empty. Frosted glass. Locked door. Anyone walking by might see shapes, movement, but not what was happening. That’s what made it worse.

And better.

“Keep talking,” I whispered, lips grazing the edge of his ear. “Practice your speech.”

He shuddered.

I felt him get harder, his cock thick and pulsing beneath the layers of fabric. I stroked him through his slacks, the friction maddening—cloth on skin, heat building with each pass of my hand. His hips jerked once. His knuckles whitened around the edge of the desk.

“Revenue projections…” he rasped, trying to hold it together, “Q-four… trendline… fuck, you’re evil—”

I bit his earlobe. “You love it.”

His breathing was shallow now. My hand moved faster, firmer. He pushed his hips into my palm, his mouth falling open. I felt him twitch—close, so fucking close.

“Don’t,” he breathed. “Don’t—fuck—I’ll—”

“Do it,” I whispered, voice thick with arousal. “Right here. Cum in your pants like a filthy little secret. No one will know but me.”

And he did.

He groaned through gritted teeth, body tensing under my touch as he spilled into his slacks, his breath ragged and ruined. The wet heat spread under my palm, and he dropped his forehead to the desk, panting.

“Jesus Christ,” he muttered, voice hoarse. “You’re going to kill me.”

I laughed—sharp and delighted. “You have five minutes to change.”

He stood abruptly, glancing down at the mess darkening his pants. “Fucking hell.”

He darted into the side office, yanked open a drawer. Backup slacks. Always prepared. Of course he was.

I sat on the edge of the table, legs crossed, grinning like the wicked thing I was.

He came out buttoning the fresh pair, hair mussed, eyes still glassy.

“You’re proud of yourself,” he said.

“Very.”

He grabbed his laptop, still flushed. “If I lose this deal, it’s your fault.”

“You’ll close it,” I said, standing to fix his collar for him. “You always do.”

He leaned in—kissed me hard, fast. “You’ll pay for that later.”

“I’m counting on it.”

And then he walked out, cool as ever, like he hadn’t just cum in his pants five minutes before pitching to a room full of millionaires.

God, I loved him.


Chapter 6:  Sharpening the Senses

There were things I’d never done with Caleb.
Not because I didn’t want to.
But because I never felt wanted enough to ask for them.
Because Caleb fucked with the lights off and told me I was “pretty” the way someone compliments wallpaper.

But Alex?

Alex didn’t ask for a list.
He read it in the way I inhaled when he touched my wrist.
The way I hesitated just before saying no.
The way I exhaled like surrender was a second language.

He didn’t just fuck me.
He studied me.
And then he rewrote me.

We were obsessed with sensation.
With denial.
With control.
He called it sharpening the senses.
I called it being known.

We made a religion out of restraint.

One night, he tied his own tie around my eyes—still warm from his neck, still smelling like him.
I felt his fingers in my hair, his breath at my temple, the weight of the blindfold pulling me into darkness.
He said nothing. Just stepped away and let absence do the work.

And still, I pulsed.

I could feel him moving—circling. The quiet drag of his shoes across the carpet. The small creak of leather as he slid off his belt. My nipples tightened from the sound alone.

Then something cool brushed the inside of my thigh. Smooth. Precise. Metallic.

“What is that?” I asked, my voice already breathless.

“Guess.”

It moved again, slower this time. Deliberate.

His watch.

Of course.

He was timing me with the same hands that made me forget where I was.
He traced it up to the edge of where I throbbed and paused.

Then he laughed—quiet and dark.

“Why does your cunt leak like a tap?”

I flinched.

It wasn’t shame.
It was truth.
And I wanted to drown in it.

Then came the ice.

He pulled a whiskey cube from his glass—slick with melt, clinking against the rim—and let it rest on the base of my sternum.
A full-body tremor ran through me.

I couldn’t see, but I could feel everything.
The melt trailing down my ribs.
Another cube dragged across my nipple until I arched off the bed, gasping.

He licked the water from my skin like it was sacred.

“You’re a mess,” he whispered. “All this for nothing but silence.”

“I need—” I tried to say, but the words crumbled.

“You’ll get it when I want to give it,” he said, and I whimpered.

The blindfold stayed on while he touched me with everything but his cock.
Fingers that found nerves I didn’t know I had.
Mouth that made promises I couldn’t bear to hear.
Leather that whispered against my skin.
Breath that cooled every wet place he left behind.

By the time he finally pushed inside me, I was shaking.
Clawing at the sheets.
Whispering his name like a confession.

He didn’t need to go fast.
He didn’t need to talk.

Just one hand around my throat.
One thumb brushing my lip.
And my body, wrecked and ready, parting around him like it had always been waiting.

There was a drawer at the Marlowe now.
Not mine.
Not his.
Ours.

We never labeled what was inside. We just… reached.

A velvet paddle that left warm, aching blooms.
A glass plug that stayed cold no matter how wet I got.
A wand so powerful I once screamed his name like a threat.
Black gloves he wore when he wanted to touch me like I was art.
A collar I swore I’d never wear—until I begged for it.

He fastened it around my throat one night and said nothing.
Just ran his thumb along the edge and stared at me like he’d finally captured something rare.

“You’re mine like this,” he murmured. “Say it.”

“I’m yours.”

“Again.”

“I’m yours, Alex.”

He made me repeat it until my voice cracked.
Until the tears came.
Not from pain.

From being seen.

Sometimes, we played strangers.

He’d sit at the hotel bar, looking like sin in a suit, sipping neat scotch like he hadn’t fucked me breathless the night before.

I’d walk in—no panties, lipstick too red—and act like I didn’t know what it felt like to be held down by him.

He’d buy me a drink, lean in, and whisper:

“Did you bring the plug I told you to wear?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good. Keep it in while I fuck your throat in the stairwell.”

And I would.

Other times, we played married.

But flipped.

I’d crawl onto his lap in a hotel armchair, kiss him with syrupy sweetness, ride him slow like a good housewife.

Then lean down and whisper:

“Do you know how pathetic he sounds when he finishes in under a minute?”

His fingers would dig into my hips, thrust harder, lips curling.

“Do you tell him you’re thinking of me?”

I’d smile, teeth grazing his jaw.

“Every single time.”

He could be cruel.
But never careless.

He pushed.
Teased.
Held me in his mouth until I begged.

But when I came undone—when I shook and sobbed and forgot my name—he pulled me in and whispered:

“Good girl.”
“So fucking proud of you.”
“You were made for this.”
“I’ll never get enough of you.”

No one had ever told me I was worth breaking.

Alex did.

He worshipped with his mouth, his hands, his patience.
He’d spend an hour between my thighs.
Slow licks.
Paused breath.
Dirty praise.

Sometimes he’d edge me to the brink with nothing but voice.

He once made me come without touching me at all. Just sat back and whispered things no one else would dare to say.

When I was writhing, fists in the sheets, he said:

“Use your words.”

And I did.

I begged.
I learned to beg for him.

He loved control.

And I loved giving it to him.

Once, at an executive dinner, he told me not to wear anything under my skirt.

He sat across from me all evening, sipping wine and texting me filth between toasts.

Before dessert, my phone buzzed:

Go to the bathroom.
Take a photo.
Show me you’re still open for me.

I did.
Trembling fingers.
Skirt hiked up.
Proof sent.

Twenty minutes later, I was bent over the backseat of his car.
Hair in his fist.
Face fogging the window.
Dress bunched at my waist.

He fucked me like he owned me.
And when I came, he didn’t stop.
Just said, “That’s right. Come again. Make a mess all over my cock.”

And I did.

We never said love.
Saying it would’ve broken the spell.

But there was that one night.

The night I squirted for the first time.

He teased me for over an hour—tongue slow, fingers cruel, words low and dark.

When I broke, I shattered.
Soaked the bed.
Soaked him.

I panicked. Sat up, breath shallow.

But he just stared.
Then smiled.
Then kissed me like it was the only thing he’d ever wanted.

And I knew.

We weren’t just playing anymore.
We weren’t just fucking.

We were falling.
And we didn’t know how to stop.


Chapter 7: The Concert is Back in Town

When the lineup was announced, I felt it like a pulse between my legs.

Stray Kids. April 2023.
Same venue.
Same ache.
Same man.

The first time they toured, Alex had made me come in front of thousands.

He’d whispered filthy promises in my ear while the bass throbbed through my chest, slipped his fingers under my skirt, and pushed two inside me before I could even gasp.

I came hard and fast, surrounded by strangers.
My thighs slick, my body clenching around him while the lights strobed across our faces and the crowd screamed for an encore.

He’d held his hand there for a full song after, fingers coated in me, palm flat against my pussy like he was claiming me publicly.

When I tried to speak, he only leaned in and said:

“Shh. Don’t ruin it. You just came to the beat drop.”

And I had.

Now the band was back.

So were we.

He texted me the presale link before I could even pretend to play it cool.

Alex:
You still have that lace plug?

Me:
Of course.

Alex:
Wear it under a sundress.
Let’s see if you can make it to the second set without begging.

I smiled. Bit my lip. Felt my pulse in places it had no business being.

But there was one problem:
Caleb wanted to go.

I was standing at the kitchen island, reading ticket info, already planning how I’d stretch my legs to hide the plug, when he walked in with two coffees and said:

“Did you see this? Phoenix Echo’s back.”

I looked up. Swallowed. Forced a shrug. “Oh… yeah. Just saw it.”

“Let’s go. We haven’t done a concert in ages.”

My stomach turned.

He meant it. He was trying.

“It’s mid-week,” I said, soft. “Don’t you have that client dinner?”

“I could move it.”

I smiled—sharp at the edges. “I already RSVP’d to a vendor event. They’re reserving seats.”

A lie with just enough truth to slip past guilt.

He nodded, leaned in, kissed my cheek like he hadn’t just been lied to by the woman he thought he knew.

“Okay. Another time.”

Another time.
But not this one.



The hotel room smelled like expensive cologne, melted ice, and something deeper—something mine.

The sundress clung to my hips like it knew what was underneath.
No bra.
No panties.
Just the lace plug, nestled between my thighs, each step a reminder I was never really alone in this body anymore.

He met me at the hotel bar first.
A ritual.

Alex always liked a slow lead-in.

He watched me walk toward him. Didn’t smile. Just stared like he’d waited all week to undress me with his eyes and didn’t care who saw.

When I sat down, he leaned in close, his lips brushing the shell of my ear.

“You’re already wet.”

I was.

He kissed my neck—once, light—then said, “You’ll come tonight before the second chorus. Bet on it.”



The venue was packed.
Tighter than last time.
Bodies pressed shoulder-to-shoulder, air thick with heat and sound and bass you could feel in your teeth.

My thighs were already slick.
The plug shifted with every step.
Alex’s hand never left my back—guiding me through the crowd like he was taking me somewhere darker.

The lights dimmed.
The crowd roared.
The band came on.

And the memory slammed into me.

Last time, he’d fingered me during this song.
This very one.
Right as the second verse dropped, two fingers knuckle-deep, curling just so, his other hand over my mouth while I came around him with my eyes open and my morals gone.

Now here we were again.

Same band.
Same spot.
Same sin.

He leaned in, mouth to my ear.

“You remember how tight you were last time I made you come here?” he whispered.

I nodded. Couldn’t speak.

He slid his hand down the curve of my back. Over my rol. Slipped between my thighs.

Just one press.
Right against the plug.

I buckled forward.

“Careful,” he murmured. “You’re leaking already.”

I whimpered.

“You leak like a broken tap when you’re owned,” he added, dragging his fingers just under the hem of my dress. “It’s pathetic. And I fucking love it.”

I bit down on a gasp as the music pulsed around us.

Phones lit up.
Arms waved.
And there I was, pulsing around the plug, clenching and dripping, while a thousand strangers danced.

He pressed me back against a steel support pole.

“Don’t move,” he said.

Then his hand dipped lower.

Under my dress.
Between my thighs.
One finger grazing the plug’s base, the other sliding just beside it, catching the mess I’d already made.

“God,” he growled low in my ear. “Do you like lying to your husband this much?”

I didn’t answer.

I couldn’t.

I moaned instead. Barely audible. One breath from breaking.

“You’re going to cum right here,” he said. “Quiet. Or I’ll give you something to scream about later.”

The crowd cheered as the lights flared.

He stroked the plug once—just enough pressure.
It was all I needed.

I bit my lip. My whole body tensed. My eyes shut.

And I came.

Silent. Violent. Raw.

I gripped the pole behind me like it might hold me upright. My knees buckled. My head dropped against his chest. I shuddered through it—every nerve lit up and shame melting into heat.

When I opened my eyes—

She was there.

A girl.
Young.
Phone in her hand.
Eyes locked to mine.

My stomach flipped.

She knew.

She didn’t say anything.
Just smiled.

Turned her phone back to the stage.

Gone.

“You okay?” Alex asked softly, brushing hair from my cheek.

“I think someone saw.”

He didn’t flinch.

“Then smile,” he said. “Act like we’re dancing.”

So I did.

We swayed through the rest of the set.
My legs trembling.
My conscience already numb.


Chapter 8: Can’t Blame the Flame

I didn’t even see the video at first.

Alex did.

It was Tuesday morning, somewhere between stale coffee and the fourth quarter projections. I was half-listening to the finance lead drone on, nodding at the right intervals, while watching Alex across the table. His jaw clenched harder with each buzz from his phone, the screen lighting up once… twice… a third time. He finally checked it—casually at first—then froze.

His entire posture changed. He didn’t say a word. Didn’t look at me.

He just stood up, straightened the edge of his blazer with shaky fingers, and walked out of the room.

I stared at the door behind him, stomach tight, already knowing.

Thirty seconds later, my own phone vibrated against the table.

Alex:
Don’t panic. But it’s out.

That’s all he wrote.

But I knew exactly what it was.

I slipped my phone beneath the table, opened the link he’d sent.

It wasn’t long. Just a short clip—less than fifteen seconds—filmed by some girl in the pit during the encore. A pan across the crowd: faces lit by pulsing blue lights, hands in the air, the band’s logo spinning on the screen behind them.

Then it found us.

I was near the edge of the crowd. Head tilted back. Eyes glassy. Mouth parted. The stage light caught my skin in a way that made me look illuminated—like something sacred and wrecked all at once. Alex stood behind me. His face tucked into my neck. One of his hands was around my waist.

The other was under my dress.

You couldn’t see what he was doing. Not exactly.

But my body said everything.

The way I trembled. The way my hips arched into him. The way my eyes fluttered half-shut with a blissed-out kind of ruin. You didn’t need context.

You could feel it.

And in the briefest flash—so quick it was almost subliminal—you could see the collar I wore. Thin black leather. Gold ring. It caught the light when I turned my head just enough to laugh.

The caption underneath?

“Y’all. This couple went feral.”

She’d tagged the band’s fan page. That meant reach. Shares. Comments.

I felt cold sweat bead at the base of my spine.

By noon, it had over 18,000 views.

By 2 p.m., someone at the office had seen it.

No one said anything. But I could feel it. That prickling under my skin when I walked past desks. The way eyes darted away too fast, like guilt had reflexes.

By 4 p.m., Alex was gone.

Not just from the building. From the company.

His security badge was deactivated. His laptop was gone. There were whispers around the glass-walled boardroom that stopped when I walked by.

I sat in my office, lights off, shades drawn, waiting for my own name to be called.

But it never was.

The silence didn’t feel like mercy. It felt like a countdown.

That night, my phone rang. Unknown number. I almost didn’t answer.

“Hello?” I said.

“It’s me.”

His voice was low. Rough. Hollow like he’d been crying or screaming or both.

“She saw it,” he said.

“…Your wife?”

“Yeah. She came home, saw the notifications, played it. She didn’t even yell. She just… looked at me. Packed a bag. Took the kids. Told me she always knew something was off. She just didn’t think I’d humiliate her publicly.”

My throat closed.

“Did she say my name?”

“Not yet,” he said. “But she will.”

We sat in that dead air for a while. I could hear the faint hum of a television in the background. A dog barking somewhere. Life still moving while everything else broke.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked finally.

His answer was quiet. Raw.

“Come here,” he said. “Please.”



When I arrived, the apartment felt like a graveyard of a life once lived.

Half-packed boxes lined the hallway. The living room had bare walls where framed family photos had been taken down, now resting face-down on the kitchen counter. The air smelled like whiskey and cardboard and something sterile—cleaning spray maybe, or desperation.

Alex stood in the kitchen barefoot, T-shirt clinging to his frame like he hadn’t changed in a day. In one hand was a half-empty tumbler of scotch.

In the other—my lace panties.

“You left these,” he said, holding them up. The ghost of a smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. Not amused—just tired.

“I know,” I replied.

“Did you want me to find them?”

“Maybe.”

Silence settled between us again.

Heavy. Waiting.

Then I moved. Slow. Deliberate.

I stepped into him, reached for his belt. My fingers worked it loose, brushed the waistband of his jeans. He didn’t stop me. Just watched me like I was the last thing anchoring him to this plane of existence.

And then I kissed him.

Hard. Hungry.

Like I was trying to erase everything—the fallout, the exposure, the ruin we’d both chosen.

We didn’t undress slowly. There was no ceremony.

This wasn’t sex born from desire. It was survival.

I dropped to my knees. Pulled him free with both hands. He was already hard—he always was for me. My mouth wrapped around him, slow at first, then deeper. I let him hit the back of my throat. Gagged. Didn’t stop. The tears came—half from the stretch, half from the shame.

He groaned. Fisted my hair.

“God, you’re filthy,” he whispered, voice strained.

I pulled back, lips wet, eyes full of everything I wasn’t saying.

“You love it,” I said, almost daring him.

He looked down at me like I was salvation and sin wrapped in skin.

“I’d lose everything again if I could do this one more time.”

He didn’t wait.

He hauled me up, spun me around, lifted me onto the counter. My legs parted like muscle memory. He lined himself up and drove into me with no warning, no condom, no hesitation.

I didn’t ask. Didn’t care.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and screamed into his mouth.

We fucked like fugitives. Fast. Rough. Unapologetic. The kind of desperation that comes when there’s nothing left to hide.

His hips slammed into mine. My nails carved red lines down his back. He kissed me like he needed my breath to survive. When I came, it was like collapse—shaking, guttural, a release of everything I’d been holding in for days.

When he did, he didn’t pull out.

We stayed like that. Breathing hard. Clinging to each other.

Later, I curled into his chest on the stripped-down mattress, his arm around my shoulder, his fingers idly tracing circles against my skin.

The fan above us hummed a low, steady rhythm. Outside, traffic passed like nothing in the world had changed.

But inside, everything had.

“What happens now?” I whispered.

He didn’t answer.

He just kissed the top of my head and held me tighter.


Chapter 9: Husband in Reset Mode

He was waiting for me when I got home.

Not in the kitchen. Not in the living room.

In the hallway. Just inside the front door.

Caleb stood with his arms crossed, feet bare, jaw locked like he’d been grinding it for hours. He didn’t speak when I stepped in, just stared—eyes rimmed red, but dry.

I set my keys down like I always did. Quiet. Slow. Like maybe if I moved gently enough, none of this would collapse.

“You want to tell me where you were last night?”
His voice didn’t break. It didn’t shake. It sliced.

I turned, leaned against the entryway table. Said nothing.

“Say it,” he whispered.
“With him,” I said.



I watched it land in his chest like a hook.

He didn’t ask which him. He didn’t need to.

The video had done the talking.

“You didn’t deny it,” he muttered.
“I never planned to.”
“Why?”

That word felt louder than it was.

I took a breath. Long. Measured. Tried to keep my voice even.

“Because I wanted it,” I said. “I wanted him. I wanted to be touched like that in public. I wanted the risk. The danger. I wanted to feel something that wasn’t… this.”

“You wanted to feel like a slut?”
“No,” I said, stepping toward him. “I wanted to feel like I was alive.”



He stared at me like I was someone he didn’t know.

And maybe I wasn’t.

Not anymore.

Not after that concert.

Not after last night.

“You humiliated me.”
“I know.”

“I trusted you.”
“You trusted a version of me I was trying to kill.”

That was the crack. The first one.

His chest rose sharply. Then again. And again.

And then he stepped forward.



He kissed me.

Hard.

Like punishment.



It was the last thing I expected—and the only thing I needed.

His hands gripped my jaw, thumb dragging down my lip like he was checking if I was still real. Still his.

I gasped into his mouth and he pushed me back, up against the wall, rough, unrelenting.

“You want to be fucked like a whore?” he hissed. “You want to feel something?”

I nodded, breath caught.

“Say it.”
“Yes,” I whispered. “Please.”



His hand was on my throat in the next second—not choking, just holding. Claiming.

The other slid up under my shirt, palm hot against my skin.

“You’re not gonna cry your way out of this,” he said. “You’re not gonna fuck your way out of this either.”

“I’m not trying to,” I whispered.
“Good. Then take it.”

He dragged my leggings down in one brutal pull, didn’t even bother removing them—just shoved them to my knees and yanked my panties aside.

I was already wet.

From the fight. From the guilt. From the ache.



He didn’t ease in.

He pressed against me, breathing hard, then thrust all the way inside in one forceful drive. I cried out—but didn’t pull away.

He filled me, deep, raw. No rhythm. Just impact.

Each stroke was like a question he didn’t want answered.



“You let him fuck you like this?”
“Yes.”
“Did you come for him?”
“Twice.”
“Did you love it?”
“I fucking loved it.”

His groan was pure rage. Pure arousal.

He spun me around, bent me over the console table. My cheek hit the cold wood as he grabbed my wrists and pinned them behind me, driving into me so deep I saw stars.



No condom. No protection.

Just the rawness of old trust and new betrayal colliding.

My moans turned ragged. His pace turned brutal.

But I never once told him to stop.

Because this wasn’t hate-fucking.

This was claiming. Rewriting. Burning it down so something else could live.



I came shaking, mouth open in a silent scream.

He followed with a guttural grunt, hips pressed hard against my ass as he emptied into me. One hand tangled in my hair. The other still gripping my wrists.



We stood there for a long time.

Sweating. Breathing.

Neither of us spoke.

Until finally, his grip loosened. His forehead dropped to my shoulder.

“You’re mine,” he whispered. “Still mine.”

“I know,” I said.

But I didn’t know what that meant anymore.


Chapter 10:  We Need to Talk

Caleb didn’t say a word when I came down the next morning.

He was at the dining table, drinking his coffee like it was ritual—elbows on the wood, face blank. I could tell he hadn’t slept. The shadows under his eyes said everything.

I poured myself tea. The quiet wasn’t cold. It was expectant.

I sat across from him. No makeup. Still in his t-shirt.

Then I said it.

“You want the truth?”

He looked up. Nodded once.

“I was going to ask you for a divorce anyway. Even before the concert. I was done.”

His lips parted, but nothing came out.

“And let me be clear, Caleb—it wasn’t just about the sex. It was about…everything. You stopped seeing me. You stopped touching me. And when Alex did…” I paused, then added, “I didn’t resist.”



He swallowed hard. “Is this about love? Or just lust?”

“Alex and I are sexually compatible in ways you and I never were,” I said bluntly. “That’s not an insult. That’s just…truth. He’s mature. Assertive. And yes—his cock is bigger than yours.”

Caleb winced. I didn’t soften it.

“That doesn’t mean I hated being with you. You were fine. Just… not hungry for me. Not present.”

I stood up, walked to the window.

“And his wife?” I said with a bitter little smile. “She never deserved him. She was cold. Checked-out. And me? Maybe I never really belonged to you either.”



He let out a long breath. “You really don’t care?”

“Not about the marriage,” I said. “Not anymore. Not the way it is. I don’t want your money. Or your pity. And frankly, not your dick, either.”

He blinked, stunned. But I wasn’t done.

“Alex and I are starting something new. We’ve been dreaming of our own shop for months—something in AI, ethical learning, smart behavior mapping, that kind of thing.”

“Wait—business?”
“Yeah,” I said, turning back. “He’s brilliant. And so am I. The company we’re both walking away from? I haven’t cared about that place in years.”



Caleb stood. “You speak so kindly about him.”

“Because I feel things with him. Want, need, fire. You just… existed next to me.”

He looked pained. Desperate. “You’re really going to leave me?”

I tilted my head. “That’s your call. I cheated. So yeah, you decide.”

“But I’ll never find someone like you.”

I gave a small smile. “No. You won’t.”

He stepped closer, voice lower.

“Just be honest with me. Fully. Please. That’s all I ask.”



I exhaled.

“Fine,” I said. “We had sex in the back row at the concert. His hand was under my dress the whole last song. I came so hard I saw white. People saw. That’s what got us fired.”

His breath hitched.

“Afterward?”
“In his apartment. I sucked him off on the floor. He made me scream into his mattress. Came inside me more than once.”

I watched his jaw twitch. But beneath the shame was something else—his arousal thick in the air.

I smirked. “You hard right now?”



He nodded. Slight. Wordless.

“Thought so.”

I walked over to him, slow, dominant. Put my hand between his legs. He gasped.

“Want me to tell you how he bent me over the counter? How I begged for it? How he didn’t stop until I came again, crying?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

I dropped to my knees.

“He loved watching me gag. Said it made me look like I was made for cock.” I unzipped him, pulled him out, already hard. “But you know what?”

“What?”
“You’re not him. You’ll never be him. But you still turn me on when you get like this.”

And then I took him in my mouth.



Slow at first. Just lips. Then deeper. Faster. I teased the underside of his cock with my tongue, dragged my fingers down his shaft like I owned it. He groaned—raw and desperate.

“God, you’re—fuck—”

I didn’t let him finish.

I deep-throated him hard, smirking as I felt him twitch.

When he finally came, I let it fill my mouth, swallowed slowly. Then licked my lips.

“He thought about me doing this every night,” I said, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand.

Caleb leaned against the table, chest rising, spent.

“So what are we now?” he asked.

I stood. Kissed him once on the cheek.

“Alex fills my sexual needs,” I said softly. “You fill my emotional ones.”

He looked shattered. Aroused. Confused.

I hugged him. Tight.



“I won’t lie anymore,” I said. “But I’m not going to be yours exclusively again. That is what is. That ship sailed the night you stopped noticing me. ”

He nodded into my neck.


Epilogue: Reputation Burned, Desire Reborn



You can’t come back from something like that.
Not fully.
Not when your orgasm is caught in 4K and reshared by strangers with popcorn emojis.

I thought it would destroy me.

Instead—it made me.



Three months later, I walk into our new office—Alex’s and mine—wearing a backless black blouse, tailored pants, no bra, and a knowing smile.

People talk.

They always do.

They whisper in elevators and hold longer stares during conferences. They speculate if it was really me in the clip. If it was real. If I was being fingered like a filthy little groupie in the dark while confetti rained down on the crowd.

They don't know.

But Alex does.



He’s waiting for me in the glass-walled boardroom, scrolling through mockups of our latest AI interface. Smart tech. Real-time ethics parsing. Sleek stuff for big firms that need to feel cutting-edge.

He looks up when I walk in.

There’s that look again.

Like he’s already undressing me with his eyes.

Like he never stopped.

“You wore the pants today,” he murmurs, standing.
“Someone had to,” I say, walking past him. “Though, if you’re lucky... I might take them off.”

He smiles, slow and filthy.

“I always get lucky.”



There’s no hesitation between us anymore. No guilt. No aftermath.

Just need. Mutual. Palpable. Lived-in.

He locks the boardroom door without a word, then leans me against the table, his hands on my waist, his mouth hot against my neck.

“You smell like power,” he whispers.
“I am power,” I murmur.

His hand slides under my blouse. No bra. Just skin, warm and waiting.

He cups my breast, thumb dragging over my nipple until I shiver.

“Still wet for me?”
“Always.”

He lowers me onto the table, lifts one leg up. His mouth is on my inner thigh before I can exhale. Kissing. Tasting. Worshiping.

“Alex—”
“Shhh,” he says. “Let me.”



He pushes two fingers into me, slow, curling them just right. My head falls back, lips parted, gasping as he strokes me from the inside, learning me again like he hasn’t memorized every pulse.

His tongue flicks against my clit, steady, cruel, precise.

My hands claw at the table.

“You gonna come for me like that night?”
“Harder,” I choke out.

I do.

One sharp cry, thighs clenching around his head, whole body lifting off the wood in waves.



When he stands, his cock is already out, hard and beautiful. Thick. Veined. Familiar.

I slide off the table, sink to my knees in front of him.

“God, I love this part,” I whisper, kissing the tip, tasting my own slick.

I take him in deep. Wet. Messy. Controlled.

His hand grips my hair, gentle but firm.

We don’t rush.

This isn’t performance.

It’s possession.



He lifts me mid-suck, bends me over the boardroom table, and enters me in one deep thrust. My moan echoes off the glass walls.

No protection.

No apology.

Just skin on skin. Purposeful. Unforgiving.



We fuck like it’s ritual.

He knows where I shudder. I know when his hips start to tremble.

When he groans into my shoulder and pulses inside me, I moan like I’ve found home.

Because I have.



Later, in the afterglow, as I adjust my blouse and fix my lipstick, I check my phone.

A text from Caleb.

Still thinking about that night. About the sounds you made. About the things you said after.
I don’t know if I’ll ever stop.

I smile softly. Type back:

You fill my emotional needs. He fills the rest. I told you I wouldn’t lie anymore.

His reply is instant.

Do you still want me to watch tonight?

I stare at the screen. Then text:

Leave the door unlocked.

Book 1 Ends

_____________________________________________________________

Book 2 Follows

Hotwife Cuckolding in Public: Used at a Music Festival

“The Queen is on All Fours… in Public”

Chapter 1: Festival Plans
“Nice buns. Wanna eat?”



I was bent over at the laundry basket, pretending not to hear him, but the smirk already curled at my lips.

“Excuse me?” I tossed my hair back and looked at him over my shoulder.

He leaned against the kitchen doorframe, arms crossed, staring shamelessly at my ass. I was still in my yoga pants — tight, black, and practically painted on after the stretch session I’d just finished. I knew what I was doing. So did he.

“I said…” he stepped closer, voice low and full of that fake-innocent charm he always used when he was horny, “...nice buns. Wanna eat it.”

I stood up slowly, making sure to arch just enough. “Mmm,” I tapped my chin. “Which sauce would you like with that? Spicy? Creamy?”

He grinned. “White.”

“White?” I gave him a fake pout, swaying my hips as I stepped in closer. “Now whose white sauce are we talking about? Matt’s? Jason’s?”

He smirked and slid his arm around my waist. “Matt’s, obviously. Thick, rich, and packed with protein. That man’s a one-man creamery.”

I laughed — a surprised little snort. This was just us. Some couples talk laundry and groceries. We talk cum and mouthfeel.

“Or,” I whispered, brushing my lips over his, “maybe you mean Brian’s… warm and freshly bottled?”

He groaned, hands tightening on my hips.

“Well,” he said, low and teasing, “depends on the kitchen, doesn’t it?”

“Oh, in that case,” I murmured with a smirk, “I’m still curious about Gerard’s. I’ve heard it’s the thickest cream on the menu. You’d lap it up, wouldn’t you?”

That earned me a growl — real and low — and he backed me into the counter, mouth crashing to mine. His hands moved fast, hungry, grabbing my ass like it belonged to him. Which, well… it did. Most of the time.

I moaned into him, arching against his chest. He knew exactly how to touch me — firm, filthy, fingers just grazing the waistband of my leggings. God, I was wet. Already.

Then he pulled back — slightly breathless, flushed. “Fuck, you’re dangerous.”

“I know,” I whispered, running my tongue across my bottom lip.

He laughed, still catching his breath. “So… tomorrow.”

“Mmm?”

“I got an invite. That music festival downtown. Free passes.”

“Ooh.” I perked up. “What kind of vibe?”

“EDM, deep house, some underground shit. Outdoor venue. Late crowd. Loud. Adults only. No smartphones, no cameras.  Naughty.”

“Nice. Nice! You sure it’s not just a bunch of sweaty kids grinding to strobe lights?”

“Maybe. But…” He reached behind me, grabbed the two shot glasses from the drying rack, and poured us both a quick splash of tequila. “I thought you’d like the… environment.”

I raised an eyebrow. “And why’s that?”

He clinked his glass to mine. “Because I told Brian he should come too.”

That gave me pause. I took the shot. Licked the salt from my wrist. Let the burn settle before I answered.

“Brian?”

“Yeah.”

“You mean—”

“Yes, that Brian.”

I gave a slow, sultry smile. “You inviting him to the party, or just dangling him in front of me like a piece of cock-shaped candy?”

He leaned close again. “Depends what you’re hungry for.”

God, he knew me too well. Knew exactly what that name did to me — how many nights I’d gotten off to the thought of Brian’s thick hands, his cocky grin, the way he once accidentally pressed up behind me at a barbecue and didn’t pull away.

“You devil,” I whispered, running my hand down his chest. “You planning to share me?”

He didn’t answer. Just kissed me again. Slow this time. Tongue sliding deep, hand on my ass.

After a long moment, I broke the kiss and walked toward the bedroom.

“Alright then,” I called, grabbing the bottom drawer where I kept my sluttiest pieces. “Help me pick an outfit.”

He followed me — eyes lit up like a kid in a candy store.

I held up one: a tiny red slip of a dress. Backless. Braless. Would barely cover my ass.

“No panties with this,” I said, holding it up to my chest.

“What’s the other option?”

I pulled out a sheer black mesh number. You could almost call it a dress. If dresses left your nipples showing and the entire lower half open to air.

His eyes darkened.

“I love that one,” he said hoarsely.

“Too much?”

“Not enough.”

I laughed. “Well, I’ll need heels. Hair up?”

“Definitely.”

We stood there in the bedroom, my body already humming with anticipation. His eyes traveled slowly down my body — the yoga pants still clinging, the bare feet, the flushed cheeks. His mouth opened like he was going to say something…

And then his phone buzzed.

He checked it. Looked up.

“Brian just texted.”

“And?”

“He’s in.”

My stomach flipped. A slow ache stirred between my thighs.

“Well,” I said, swallowing my grin. “This just got interesting.”



Next Day:

The music hit me like a wave — bass thudding under my feet, lights flashing in colors that seemed to soak into my skin.

The dress barely covered me. I hadn’t worn panties. Every brush of breeze reminded me.

My husband had his arm around my waist. He leaned down, whispered in my ear, “You feel amazing.”

I was wet already. That low, humming kind of wet — the kind that starts before anything even happens.

We passed through the crowd, neon wristbands flashing. I could feel eyes on me — men and women both. The dress swayed with every step. I didn’t care.

We reached the center of the crowd just as a new song dropped. Bodies moved in sync. Sweat, heat, rhythm.

And then—

“Hey.”

I turned.

Brian stood there. Black tee. Muscled arms. That goddamn cocky smile.

“Well fuck,” I whispered, heart thudding faster. “This is really happening.”


Chapter 2: Dancing Heat
“I didn’t even know whose fingers they were… but I didn’t stop them.”



The bass pounded through the soles of my heels, vibrating up my thighs like a second heartbeat. Lights flashed in quick, dizzy pulses — red, blue, strobe-white — washing the bodies around me in sweat and shadow.

I was dancing.

Or maybe I was just moving.

Grinding. Bending. Letting go.

I don’t know when it happened exactly — when I stopped noticing anyone else but the music. My hair was up, neck bare, the little red dress clinging to my skin like melted sugar. I could feel my husband behind me at one point — his hands briefly on my hips, his breath hot at my ear.

Then a body brushed mine. Not his.

Brian.

God, that man moved like he knew exactly what he was doing. Confident. Close, but never too close. Hands at his sides, eyes on me like I was already half-naked.

I kept moving.

Let the dress rise.

Let the crowd swallow us whole.

He danced behind me for a while. Then next to me. Then behind again. Close enough that I could feel his thigh against my ass when I backed into him.

A soft moan slipped out. I hoped it was lost in the beat.

I turned toward him. He smirked.

“You look…” He leaned in. “...dangerous.”

“Do I?” I shouted over the music.

He didn’t answer. Just looked me up and down — slowly. I felt the stare like a physical thing. My nipples had been hard for a while, pressed against the sheer fabric of the dress. I didn’t bother adjusting it anymore. Let it cling. Let it show.

My husband appeared beside me again, handed me a drink — cold and citrusy, I don’t even know what it was. Vodka something. I drank it fast, throat burning, and gave him a smile that was almost a warning.

He leaned in.

“Have fun,” he whispered.

Then he stepped back — into the shadows.

And I was alone in the crowd again.

Only not really.

The next few songs blurred together — bass-heavy, sweat-drenched, strangers pressing close, my body floating between touches and glances.

At some point, someone’s hands found my waist.

I didn’t look back.

They slid lower, over the bare curve of my ass.

Someone moaned. Maybe me.

I should’ve stopped it. Should’ve looked. But I didn’t. My body just arched into it — slow, greedy, aching.

The fingers slid beneath the hem of my dress.

Still no panties.

One finger — two — brushed between my thighs.

I gasped.

They didn’t push in. Just explored. Wetness slicked their touch instantly.

Whoever it was, they exhaled against my neck. Hot. Rough.

It could’ve been Brian.

It could’ve been my husband.

It could’ve been a complete stranger.

I didn’t know.

And I didn’t stop them.

I just let my head tilt back, lips parting, thighs spreading slightly as those fingers worked me open — gently, like a tease. Like they knew how wet I already was.

Someone whispered something filthy. I didn’t catch the words — just the tone. Just the shiver it sent down my spine.

I rocked back against the touch, grinding against it shamelessly, using the beat of the music to move my hips, to fuck myself against that hand. My mouth hung open. My breathing got shallow. I was close.

Too close.

Then — gone.

The hand disappeared.

I spun, but the crowd shifted. Faces blurred. Bodies moved. I couldn’t tell who it had been. I didn’t even know where Brian was anymore. Or my husband.

My pussy throbbed. My thighs were slick. My heart was pounding.

I stumbled to the side — breathless, wet, eyes wide.

Then I saw them.

My husband.

And Brian.

Both watching me.

From just a few feet away.

Brian was smirking.

My husband had a drink in hand — and a dark, unreadable expression.

I walked toward them slowly — like a girl who’d just done something very, very bad.

And loved it.


Chapter 3: Dirty Corner
“I was spread open against a wall… and I wasn’t even sure who was watching.”



The music faded behind us like a dream half-forgotten — still thumping, but distant, swallowed by the bass and bodies and noise of the main stage. Here, the shadows were thicker. The night was cooler, quieter. But not safe. Not really.

The gravel crunched beneath my heels as we stepped off the path. Brian’s hand gripped mine, firm and casual, like this was something we’d done a hundred times. Like dragging a married woman away to be devoured in public was just another night.

My heart was pounding.

Not from the walk.

From the heat. The ache. The filthy wet pressure between my thighs that hadn’t let up since that hand — those fingers — found me in the dark of the crowd.

I still didn’t know whose fingers they were.

And God help me, I didn’t care.

I was high on the danger, drunk on it — not from alcohol, but from the fact that my dress was clinging to my skin like I’d been in the rain, and I didn’t even try to pull it down anymore. There was no point. It barely covered my ass. I felt every breeze, every shift in air. I was soaked.

Brian glanced over his shoulder once as he guided me down a narrow side corridor between two shipping containers. Equipment crates lined the wall, tarps and cables coiled like snakes across the concrete. We passed a “STAFF ONLY” sign like it meant nothing.

Then he stopped.

Turned.

Pressed me gently, but firmly, back against the wall.

I gasped at the feel of cold metal against my spine. A little rusted. Rough.

But I didn’t pull away.

I couldn’t. I could smell the faint trace of sweat on his shirt, something spicy beneath it. Deodorant, maybe. A little aftershave that had faded through the night.

His body hovered inches from mine — not touching yet. Just looming. A silent threat. Or maybe a promise.

“Someone could see,” I whispered.

I wasn’t trying to stop it.
I was inviting it.

He leaned in, close enough that his breath kissed my cheek.

“Maybe they should,” he murmured.

And then his mouth was on mine.

Hard. Claiming. Tongue pushing deep as his hands slid around my waist, then lower — grabbing two fistfuls of my ass and lifting me with ease. I gasped into his mouth as he pressed me against the wall, his thigh sliding between mine. My heels scraped metal, and my legs opened for him automatically.

I was panting already. My dress rode up instantly, bunched at my hips. Nothing underneath. Skin to air. Skin to Brian. One of my shoes fell off and clattered to the ground. I didn’t care. I wasn’t thinking.

He kissed me again — then lower. His mouth found my neck, my collarbone, and then the top of my breasts. His teeth scraped fabric. He tugged the front of the dress down, not even bothering to be careful. My tits spilled out instantly, nipples hard and needy.

He stared at them for a heartbeat — then dropped to his knees.

Just like that.

In the open.

Out in the dark behind a music festival.

His hands slid up my thighs. Strong hands. Confident. Familiar with women’s bodies and how to make them beg.

He didn’t tease.

His mouth was on me — lips wrapping around my nipple, tongue swirling, sucking until my back arched and my thighs squeezed around his body. He groaned against my skin, then bit. Just a little. Enough to make me cry out softly and glance around in panic.

Someone could walk by. A vendor. A worker. A stranger.

But the fear only made the rush stronger.

Then he moved lower.

He pushed my legs apart, kissed a line down my belly, tongue dipping briefly into my navel before he bent between my thighs.

I moaned — already — just from anticipation. From the way he looked up at me before diving in.

His mouth found my pussy like he’d been thinking about it for years. Like he’d been dreaming of this moment — peeling me open and licking me like something precious and filthy all at once.

And oh God, he was good.

Not gentle.

Not careful.

Hungry.

His tongue was thick and firm and relentless, flattening against my clit before circling it, teasing, flicking. Then dipping lower — licking between my folds, tasting everything, then back up again, back to that perfect, swollen place that made me squirm and gasp and cry out louder than I meant to.

“Fuck,” I whispered, eyes squeezing shut. “Brian…”

He growled against me — the vibration echoing through my whole body — and pushed one arm up to brace my hips as I started to shake. His other hand spread my thigh wide, two fingers sliding up, slow and wet, finding my entrance with obscene ease.

I was dripping.

I heard it.

Heard it.

Squishy, slick sounds that would’ve humiliated me if they didn’t turn me on so fucking much.

His fingers slid inside. First one. Then two. Curling, pumping. Fucking me in rhythm with his mouth, which never stopped moving.

And then—
I felt something.

A presence.

A shift in the air.

Another heat. Another gaze.

I opened my eyes.

And saw him.

My husband.

Standing maybe twenty feet away, just barely visible under a flickering work light. In the shadow. Not hiding — just watching.

One hand in his jacket pocket. The other holding a drink. His eyes dark. Mouth unreadable.

He was watching me get eaten.
By another man.
In public.

And he wasn’t stopping it.

He was hard. I could see the outline — full, stiff, throbbing. I knew that cock. Knew how it looked when he was trying not to stroke it through his jeans.

My pussy clenched hard.

Brian didn’t even notice. He was lost between my legs, tongue thrusting now, licking so deep I nearly came right there. His fingers worked faster. I was grinding against his face shamelessly — chasing it, begging for it.

My husband’s eyes never left mine.

And I knew he was enjoying this.

I wanted him to watch.
Wanted him to know how filthy I was.
How wet I got for another man’s tongue.

Brian pulled back just slightly, breath ragged, mouth slick with me.

“Say it,” he growled. “Say you want more.”

I didn’t hesitate.

“More.”

His smile was wicked.

And then I was gone.

Gone in that bright, sharp, all-consuming orgasm that ripped through me like a wave. My thighs clamped, my pussy clenched around his fingers, and I cried out — not caring who heard, who saw.

It was raw. Ugly. Beautiful.

I came against a wall with one shoe off, tits out, legs spread, and my husband watching.

And it was perfect.

When I finally collapsed back against the wall, chest heaving, Brian stood and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

He looked down at me, eyes hot. “That was fun.”

I turned toward the alley where my husband had been…

But he was gone.

Just like that.

Back into the crowd. Back into the noise.

Brian raised a brow. “Think he liked the show?”

I smoothed my dress down — not that it helped — and gave a breathless laugh.

“I think…” I said, voice low and hoarse, “he’s planning the encore.


Chapter 4: Behind the Truck
“I wanted them both. And I finally stopped pretending I didn’t.”



We didn’t talk as we made our way back toward the outer ring of the venue. Brian walked just a few steps ahead, occasionally glancing back at me with that crooked half-smile — the one that made it impossible to breathe right.

I couldn’t feel my legs. My thighs were still trembling. Every step reminded me of how hard I’d come; how wet I still was. The insides of my thighs were sticky. My pussy felt open, used — not in a bad way. In a God-I-need-more way.

The lights near the food trucks glared brighter here. The energy buzzed again — crowds shouting for fries, someone vomiting behind a garbage can, the metallic clank of oil pans and tongs. But even with all the noise, I could feel it building.

The tension.

I hadn’t seen my husband again since the alley.

I didn’t know where he’d gone.
But I felt him.
I knew he was watching again.
Somewhere.

Brian stopped near the side of a massive taco truck, half-obscured by stacked crates and a tall security barrier. Loud enough nearby to hide sounds. Dim enough to hide us.

He turned. Looked at me.

“You sure?” he asked, voice low.

I hesitated. Just a second.

Then I stepped into him. Grabbed his shirt. Kissed him so hard my teeth bumped his.

And that was the end of the pretending.

He pressed me back against the side of the truck, hands running up under my dress like he couldn’t get enough of me — like he was still starving. One hand at my throat, not choking but holding me steady. The other pushing my legs apart.

I gasped into his mouth when his fingers slid down again — felt how soaked I still was, how swollen. He groaned softly against my cheek.

“Still this wet?”

I nodded.

“For me?”

I shook my head — grinning, flushed, teasing. “No,” I whispered. “For him.”

Something dark flashed in his eyes. His jaw clenched. And then he spun me around — not roughly, but firmly. My cheek hit the warm metal side of the truck, and my hands braced against it instinctively.

His body was at my back in seconds. One hand on my hip. One on my neck. His breath in my ear, hot and ragged.

“You want me to fuck you out here?” he said.

I nodded.

“Say it.”

“I want you to fuck me,” I whispered. “Right here. Against this truck.”

I felt his hand slide up my thigh, under my dress, pulling it fully around my waist. Cool air hit my ass. My bare pussy. I heard him unzip his jeans.

The sound made my knees go weak.

He didn’t slam into me.

He didn’t rush.

He just pressed in — slow, thick, stretching me open. I whimpered, my forehead resting against the truck. It wasn’t clean. I didn’t care.

The first few thrusts were gentle, measured. His hand gripped my waist tighter. Then he bent over me, his lips brushing the shell of my ear.

“He’s watching,” he said softly.

I gasped — because I knew.

Somewhere, just past the crates, in the shadows, my husband was watching me get fucked. Watching another man take me, fill me, move inside me with deep, slick strokes that made my legs shake.

My pussy clenched hard around him.

Brian groaned. “Fuck, you’re tight…”

He started to thrust harder — hips slapping against my ass, fast, rhythmic. Each thrust pushed me into the truck wall, the metal rattling slightly, echoing every time our bodies met.

I couldn’t keep my voice down.

I moaned, loud. Guttural. Real.

It wasn’t just the sex. It was the fact that I was being watched — and I wanted to be. I wanted my husband to see this. To see what he’d allowed. To see what I’d become.

Brian reached around, his fingers finding my clit. Rubbing tight circles in time with his thrusts.

“Fuck, that’s it,” he groaned, panting now. “Let him hear you. Let him know what this cock does to you.”

My knees buckled. My thighs clenched.

The orgasm hit hard — too hard. I cried out, arching back, gripping the side of the truck like I’d fall apart without it. I shook under him as I came, squeezing around his cock as he kept thrusting through it.

I felt the moment he lost control.

His breath caught. His rhythm faltered.

He buried himself deep inside me and groaned into my neck as he came, cock pulsing, spilling into me in thick, hot waves. I felt it.

Felt everything.

He held me there, both of us breathing heavy, his arms around my waist, his chest against my back. He kissed the side of my neck. Once. Soft.

Neither of us said anything.

Not right away.

And then, quietly:

“I’m gonna pull out now,” he murmured.

I nodded. My legs still trembling.

He slid out slow — and I felt the warm drip of him inside me immediately. Sliding down my thighs.

I turned around, breathless.

Brian was already zipping up, looking at me like he wasn’t sure whether to kiss me again or just walk away.

“I’ll find him,” he said after a pause. “Give you a moment.”

I nodded, brushing a shaky hand down my thighs, trying to straighten my dress. My panties were still at home. Long gone. My pussy was still slick with his cum.

I looked down at my legs. At the mess running down them.

Then I looked up.

And there he was.

My husband.

Just beyond the crates, in full view.

He hadn’t hidden. Not this time.

His expression wasn’t blank.

It was dark.

Aroused.

Possessive.

Proud.

And maybe… jealous?

We locked eyes.

He didn’t say a word.

Just stepped closer.

I didn’t move.

I couldn’t.

He stopped only a foot in front of me. Looked down at my thighs, the shine of cum on my skin, the dress still wrinkled around my hips.

He reached out.
Ran a finger up the inside of my leg.

Gathered a slick mess of cum from my skin.

Lifted it to his lips.

Tasted it.

His voice was rough. Low.

“My turn.”


Chapter 5: Reclaimed
“I could still feel Brian’s cum dripping out of me when my husband pushed inside.”



The look in his eyes was something I hadn’t seen in a long time.

It wasn’t just lust.

It was hunger. Possession. A kind of dark, restrained fury that didn’t scare me — not because I didn’t recognize it, but because I did. It was a claim. Silent, burning, undeniable.

My husband looked at me like I was his again.
His to fuck.
His to ruin.
Even if someone else had gotten there first.

Especially because of it.

He was already hard — I could see the bulge under his jeans, thick and twitching, his jaw clenched so tight it looked like he might shatter his teeth. Still, he didn’t say a word.

Not yet.

He just stepped close, his hand trailing down my thigh again, gathering more of the mess leaking from me. His thumb dragged upward, catching the wet slick between my legs — thick and sticky from Brian’s orgasm still inside me.

He brought it to his mouth.

Tasted it again.

Then, finally:
“Turn around.”

I did.

Slowly. Trembling.

I braced myself against the side of the food truck again — palms flat, cheek pressed to the warm metal. I could smell oil. Sweat. Asphalt. Sex. Myself. Him.

And behind all that… I could feel eyes.

Not just Brian’s.

Another presence. Still. Quiet. Watching.

My stomach flipped — sharp, tight, delicious.

My husband stepped up behind me, pulled my dress up again without ceremony, and stared down at the mess between my legs. He let out a rough sound — not disgust. Not hesitation.

Desire.

“You let him come inside you,” he said softly, like he was confirming something he already knew.

I swallowed hard.

“Yes.”

“Still dripping…”

He touched me — slid two fingers up, catching the warm, sticky mess inside me. I gasped as he pushed it back in gently, curling them, spreading the mix of both our fluids back into me.

Then — he unzipped.

I heard it.
Felt him.
Pressed against me.

“No cleanup?” I whispered, my voice already trembling.

“No,” he growled. “You’re taking me exactly like this.”

I nearly moaned right then.

He lined himself up. Gripped my hips.

And slammed inside me.

I screamed — a choked sound that I bit down halfway through, my fingers clawing at the side of the truck.

He was deeper than Brian. Rougher. Less forgiving.

I felt everything.

His cock pushed through the leftover cum inside me, mixing it, churning it, making me impossibly wetter. He groaned, loud, savage.

“Jesus… you’re fucking full.”

My body clamped down around him — slick, raw, used — and he didn’t stop.

He fucked me. Hard. Fast. The sound of it was filthy, obscene. Wet slaps and low growls, my moans echoing in the narrow alley between the trucks. Every thrust shoved me into the wall. I had no leverage. No escape.

And I didn’t want one.

He gripped my throat from behind, just enough pressure to keep me present — to remind me who was inside me now.

“You let him make a mess in you,” he hissed in my ear. “And now I’m gonna breed you right through it.”

That broke something in me.

I cried out, legs shaking, body twitching, the word “please” spilling out of my mouth over and over as he fucked me harder, faster — each thrust hitting me deep, slick with another man’s cum.

And I still felt it.

That presence.

Not Brian — he was gone.
But someone else.

I turned my head just enough to look.

There. In the gap between crates, maybe twenty feet back. A man.

Alone.

Not speaking. Not filming. Just watching.

Frozen. A beer in hand. Staring.

I didn’t know him.
He didn’t look away.

I felt my husband stiffen behind me. He saw him too.

But he didn’t stop.

He just grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back.

“You feel that?” he growled into my ear.

“Yes,” I moaned. “God, yes…”

“You want him to watch me fuck my cum on top of his?”

I whimpered — humiliated and turned on in the same breath. “Yes…”

“You like being filled like this? Fucked while you’re still dripping from another man?”

“Yes.”

“Tell him.”

I swallowed. Then louder:

“I’m being fucked by my husband while another man’s cum is still inside me!”

The words came out like a scream.

The stranger’s jaw dropped slightly — then slowly, almost reverently, he nodded. He didn’t leave. Just stepped back a pace, respectfully, like this was a ritual.

My husband slammed into me harder — grunting, sweat dripping from his neck, his hands tight on my waist as he fucked me deeper.

I was close again. Closer than I thought possible.

“Come for me,” he growled. “Soak my cock. Let him watch you fucking break.”

And I did.

My body jerked forward — stars behind my eyes, toes curling in my shoes as I exploded around him. I didn’t scream. I sobbed — hard, loud, my pussy squeezing his cock with messy, rhythmic pulses as I lost control completely.

And still, he didn’t stop.

He was grunting now. Growling. Then — one final thrust, buried to the hilt.

“Fuck—fuck—I’m coming—”

I felt it.
His cock pulsing inside me.
Hot. Full. So much more.

He held me there, arms locked, forehead against my shoulder.

Neither of us spoke for a full minute.

Just the sound of our breathing. My knees trembling. His cum seeping back out of me, now mixed with Brian’s.

My body a mess of them both.

When he pulled out, I nearly collapsed.

He turned me gently, helped me lean against the crates. His hands brushed the hair from my face. I looked up at him — flushed, ruined, trembling.

“You okay?” he asked softly.

I nodded. Eyes glassy.

He kissed me. Not deep. Not hard. Just a kiss. Like we still knew each other.

Then he turned his head.

The stranger was gone.

But the echo of being watched — of being seen in the filthiest, rawest moment of my life — lingered.

And I wasn’t ashamed.

I was alive.


Chapter 5: Afterglow

“I had two men’s cum inside me. And I was still the one in control.”



I was still dripping when we walked back toward the festival crowd.

Every step reminded me — a slow, warm slickness that slid from between my thighs, soaked into the curve of my ass, and left a trail along the insides of my legs. My dress stuck to me in patches, the hem clinging to the back of my thighs. I didn’t bother adjusting it anymore.

What was the point?

Brian had come in me. Then my husband had come on top of it.

And I was still standing.
Still walking.
Still flushed and fucked and glowing.

We could hear the music again — bass rolling out into the night, lights flashing across the trees and the backs of tents. People were still dancing. Still laughing. The crowd didn’t know what I’d just done. But I felt like they could.

I moved slower than before. A little shaky in my heels. But not ashamed.

Not exactly.

There was a moment, walking back into that open, chaotic space, when I caught my reflection in a dark panel of plexiglass near a drink stand.

My hair was a mess. My cheeks were flushed. My lipstick was half-faded.

I looked… ruined.

And I smiled.

Because somewhere beneath the aftershocks of orgasm and the ache deep inside me, there was a thrum of pride.

Of power.

I’d taken what I wanted. I’d let myself be used — and wanted — and filled. And now I was walking back into the world like a girl who’d survived it and was still hungry.

Brian found us a spot near the back edge of the crowd, near a small vendor cart selling fresh fruit skewers and plastic cups of gin-and-soda. He handed me one. Our fingers brushed. He smirked.

“You good?” he asked.

I nodded, cheeks burning. “More than good.”

My husband appeared beside me, handed me a slice of pineapple from his cup. I took it slowly between my teeth and watched both of them over the rim of my drink.

Brian leaned in. “You look…”

He paused.

My husband finished it for him.

“Fucked.”

I laughed — genuinely — a messy sound that bubbled out of me with no shame at all. I leaned into my husband’s side, still chewing the pineapple, and winked.

“Well, yeah. I’d be worried if I didn’t.”

Brian chuckled. “You’re not even pretending to be embarrassed.”

“Embarrassed?” I tilted my head, gave them both a long, slow glance. “You’re the ones with empty balls. I’m the one still glowing.”

They laughed — my husband shaking his head, pulling me tighter under his arm, Brian dragging a hand through his hair and muttering something about “fucking insatiable women.”

We stood there a while. Sipping drinks. Letting the air cool us down. No one talked about what happened behind the truck. No one had to. It lingered in the space between us like steam rising off wet skin.

Eventually, we made our way to the car. The crowd had thinned. It was past midnight. People were stumbling out of the gates, glitter on their faces, lipstick smeared. A guy pissed in a bush near the parking lot.

Brian drove. I sat in the backseat with my legs curled under me, my dress still wrinkled and stained between my thighs. The car smelled like cologne and sweat and something faintly musky I couldn’t quite name. I pressed my forehead to the window and let the night roll past — lights blurring into long streaks of orange and blue.

No one said much. Just soft music on the speakers. A remix of something downtempo. My husband’s hand slid back between the seats and rested on my knee.

When we reached Brian’s place, he turned around to look at me before stepping out.

“You’re incredible,” he said, quietly.

I smiled. “You’re not bad yourself.”

He hesitated, then leaned in, kissed my cheek, and said to my husband, “Don’t keep her waiting too long. She’s gonna get ideas.”

Then he was gone.

We watched him disappear into the building. My husband didn’t say anything. He just started driving again, hand still resting on my thigh.



When we got home, the silence felt heavier. Softer. Warmer.

The kind of silence that knows it’s about to be broken.

I slipped off my shoes in the foyer, walked toward the kitchen in just my dress, hips bare beneath it, thighs still sticky. I grabbed two glasses of wine from the counter and turned on the Bluetooth speaker.

A slow, deep beat filled the room. Low and sexy. Something with bass and rhythm but not too fast.

He watched me from the doorway, his shirt half-untucked, hair messy.

“You’re glowing,” he said again.

I handed him the glass and leaned in. “You’re hard.”

He smirked. “Half hard.”

“Give me five minutes,” I whispered, already reaching for his belt.

But I didn’t rush it.

I led him to the couch. Crawled into his lap. My dress rode up immediately — exposing my thighs, the smeared mess between them. I could feel how slick I still was. Could feel his cock twitching as I straddled him.

“You sure?” he asked.

I kissed his neck. “Mmhmm.”

“I just came in you two hours ago.”

“So did Brian,” I whispered, rolling my hips against him.

He groaned. “You’re insatiable.”

I licked his earlobe. “You like me this way.”

I could feel him getting harder by the second. He tried to hide it — the blush, the breath, the ache of it — but I knew his body. I knew that even after watching another man fuck me, he still wanted to be the one who ended the night inside me.

So I guided him in — slow. Careful.

He was already slick from before. From me.

From us.

I sank down onto his cock with a sigh — not loud, not needy. Just… satisfied. Like this was where I belonged.

His hands slid up under my dress, gripping my hips gently, guiding me as I moved — slow, deliberate. Rocking softly. Letting the feeling stretch out between us like warm honey.

It wasn’t fast.
It wasn’t wild.

It was after.

After the heat.
After the crowd.
After the fucking, and the mess, and the surrender.

Now I moved on top of him like I was learning his body all over again — tracing every ridge, every twitch, every pulse. Memorizing him again. Our eyes stayed locked. My hands pressed flat against his chest. His thumb drew lazy circles on my hip.

After a few minutes, he spoke — quiet, thoughtful.

“Gerard likes these kinds of music festivals too, doesn’t he?”

I smiled down at him, lips curling as my hips rolled slow, wide circles over his cock. “What’s on your mind?”

He let out a short, hoarse laugh — already flushed. “Gerard would’ve given Brian some competition.”

“Oh…” I leaned down, whispering against his mouth, “stiff competition. You know how he flirts with me.”

“I know,” he groaned, shaking his head. “You’re impossible.”

I kissed him — long, deep, wet. Then I started to move a little faster.

“Invite him,” I breathed. “Tomorrow.”

He blinked up at me. “You serious?”

I smiled. Slow. Wicked.

“Dead serious.”    


Chapter 6: Why Stop at One?
“With Gerard, it wasn’t about force. It was about knowing exactly when to let me lead.”



I took my time getting dressed.

The red dress was retired. That one had served its purpose — now folded in a corner, still bearing faint creases from where Brian had pushed it up, still smelling faintly like sweat, sex, and regret.

Tonight, I went with black.

Not just black. Slick black.
Thin-strapped, deep V neckline, backless, clingy as sin. No bra. No panties. Just me and the dress and a pair of strappy stilettos that clicked loudly when I walked. Like I wanted to be heard.

I pinned my hair up. Loose, but off my neck.

Let my collarbones show.

A hint of shimmer on my chest, a darker lip. And perfume — not the usual one. Something spicier. Richer. The kind that lingers on men’s hands long after they’ve touched you.

My husband came into the bedroom while I was adjusting the straps.

His eyes scanned me slowly.

“You’re gonna kill him,” he murmured.

I turned, posed slightly. “That’s the idea.”

He chuckled — but it was a little tight in the chest. “Different energy tonight.”

I smiled. Kissed him once. “Brian was the warmup. Gerard’s the challenge.”



We arrived early.

Not much had changed — the same crush of music and lights, the same sticky ground and beer-soaked air. But the crowd pulsed differently tonight. Maybe it was me. Maybe it was what I already had planned.

We found Gerard near the third tent, close to the neon archway where dancers were gathering around a live DJ. He stood casually, holding a drink, black tee stretched over his arms, sunglasses still on even though the sun was already gone.

He looked up as we approached — and smiled.

Not Brian’s cocky smirk.

Gerard’s smile was dangerous.

Like he already knew what I was going to do to him — and had been waiting for it.

“Well, fuck,” he said, eyes sliding slowly down my body. “You didn’t tell me I’d need body armor.”

My husband laughed beside me. “We figured we’d surprise you.”

Gerard’s eyes never left mine. “Consider me surprised. And painfully underdressed.”

I took a sip of my drink, tilted my head. “You clean up alright.”

“You look like you bite.”

I stepped closer, smiling slowly. “You want me to?”

He grinned. “Only if I don’t have to beg for it.”

Oh, I thought.
This is going to be fun.



I showed him around like it was my festival.

We moved between stages, past vendors, through the edges of the dancefloor where the lights spun so fast you couldn’t tell who was touching who. The three of us stuck close at first, drinks in hand, jokes flying.

But the rhythm started to shift.

I drifted closer to Gerard.

Not on purpose — at first.

But I noticed it. The way our arms brushed. The way he leaned in just a little closer to hear me over the music — even when he didn’t have to.

And I played into it.

At one point, I bent forward over a low barrier to point at something in the crowd — deliberately, slowly, letting my dress ride up just enough that I knew he saw the curve of my bare ass beneath it.

He didn’t say anything.

But when I straightened, I felt his breath at my ear.

“No panties?” he whispered.

I turned to him with a smirk. “Slows things down.”

He laughed — dark and low. “You’re fucking evil.”

My husband was nearby, watching.

Not intervening.
Just observing.

Arms folded. Drink in hand.
Expression unreadable.

Gerard didn’t push. That was the difference.
Brian had taken me.

Gerard invited me to come closer.

And I did.

More than once, I leaned into him, hand on his arm, lips brushing his ear to speak. I laughed louder. I stood closer. I let the music move my body against his.

I could feel his restraint. His tension.

He wanted me.
Bad.

But he was waiting for me to make the next move.

So I did.



I grabbed his hand during a beat drop and leaned into him — lips brushing his cheek.

“You want to see the back stage area?” I asked.

He raised an eyebrow. “There’s a back stage?”

I nodded, wicked grin on my lips. “Not officially.”

I turned — and he followed. No hesitation.

I didn’t look at my husband.

I didn’t need to.

He saw us leave.
And he let me.



We ducked behind a side barrier, then under a taped-off canopy near the back of the equipment tents. It wasn’t secure. Just dark. Secluded. A few tall crates and a stack of cables created a little pocket of privacy.

Still close enough to the music to feel it vibrate the ground.

I stopped in the middle. Turned.

Gerard stood there, barely visible in the strobe flickers.

“Is this where you drag all your men?”

I walked toward him, slow, hips swaying.

“No. Just the ones I want to fuck.”

He raised both brows. “Straight to it?”

I slid my hands up his chest, leaned in close.

“Gerard,” I whispered, “you flirted with me through three birthdays, two weddings, and that one awkward game night where I sat in your lap for ten minutes.”

He smirked. “You remember that, huh?”

“I remember everything.”

I kissed him.

Not softly.

Hard. Tongue first. Hands grabbing his shirt, pulling him down, taking what I wanted.

He groaned into my mouth, hands on my hips — and for a moment, he hesitated.

“You sure your husband’s—”

“I invited you,” I cut him off. “Don’t get shy now.”

He kissed me back, harder this time — pushing me back against a crate, mouth on mine, hands sliding up my thighs. I gasped as his fingers found the slick heat between my legs — already soaked again, still sensitive from the night before.

“Fuck, you’re already wet,” he murmured.

I bit his lip. “Your fault.”

His hand cupped my pussy, his fingers sliding through the mess between my thighs. He groaned. “Jesus… you’re ruined.”

I nodded, licking my lips. “Fix me.”

His eyes locked with mine — playful, dark, and filthy. “Yes ma’am.”


Chapter 7: Heat in the Crowd
“I was still full of him when my husband walked toward us. But it was too late.”



Gerard’s fingers were still wet from teasing me when I pulled away, breath shallow, heart pounding against my ribs.

“Not here,” I whispered, licking my lips, my cheeks hot from more than just the summer air. “Someone might see.”

He chuckled, low and amused. “That’s half the point, isn’t it?”

I didn’t answer. I just kissed him again — harder — and grabbed his wrist, guiding him away from the path. The main crowd was too thick, too risky. I needed something tighter, darker. Contained.

I spotted it between two vendor tents, already shut for the night — canvas flaps pulled down, crates stacked loosely behind them. Between them was a narrow passage. Enough room to duck in.

I didn’t hesitate.

We slipped into the shadows; the festival lights now filtered through dull plastic and hanging tarp. It smelled like heat, like dust, like the sharp tang of whatever cleaner they'd used earlier on the tables. But it was private enough.

He looked around, slightly wide-eyed. “Damn. You plan this?”

I dropped to my knees before he could say another word.

Gerard froze.

“Jesus,” he whispered.

I didn’t answer. I looked up at him from the ground, smiling as I unzipped his jeans, tugging them down just enough.

And there it was.

His cock.

Thick, flushed, curved upward slightly, already heavy with blood and need.

Not as thick as Brian’s — Brian had that blunt, girthy kind of cock that filled my mouth in ways I had to work for. He liked to hold my head and make me struggle a bit.

Gerard’s was different.

Longer. Sleeker. Smooth. Not as aggressive — but sharper somehow. Sleek, like a knife you didn’t realize had cut you until you were already bleeding.

My husband’s cock… well, I knew him best. Familiar. Deep, warm, almost comforting — when he wanted to be. But right now, this was new.

And new had its own taste.

Literally.

I took him in — slow — letting my lips part, sliding over the head of his cock and down the shaft, until my mouth was full and my jaw ached.

He groaned above me. His hands found my hair.

But he didn’t push.

Just held me.

Watched me.

And I sucked him like I wanted to ruin him — slow drags, then faster strokes. I spit on it, let it run down, then licked it back up with long, teasing flicks of my tongue.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “You’re filthy.”

I pulled off just long enough to smirk. “You love it.”

He was panting now, abs flexing with every breath. I could feel how close he was — and I didn’t want him to come.

Not like this.

So I stood. Wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. Kissed him again, deep, dirty, letting him taste himself on my tongue.

Then voices.

Too close.

A flashlight beam flicked across the nearby grass.

Shouts.

I grabbed his hand again, heart racing. “Come on.”



We slipped out of the tents and back toward the main crowd — swallowed once more by the music, the smoke, the neon heat of a thousand bodies moving in rhythm.

The main stage was pulsing. People danced like animals. Half-dressed, drunk, grinding against anything that moved.

We dove in.

Gerard wrapped his arms around me from behind, breath hot at my ear.

“You’re a fucking menace,” he murmured, pressing his cock against my ass.

“You’re still hard,” I whispered back, grinding back into him.

Around us, others were just as dirty — a girl was being fingered against a speaker box, her boyfriend practically lifting her off the ground. A couple next to us had their hands down each other’s pants, shameless, half-naked.

No one cared.

No one looked away.

We danced. We moved.

I bent over slightly, pushed my ass harder into Gerard’s lap, let him grip my hips and grind against me like we were already fucking.

His hand slid up the inside of my thigh again. Found me wet.

Again.

Two fingers pushed in.

I gasped.

His mouth found my neck, his teeth grazing my skin.

And I let him fingerfuck me right there in the open — as the bass dropped and the crowd exploded, as lights strobed and screams echoed and somewhere on stage a DJ shouted “LET’S FUCKING GO!”

I came.

Hard.

Biting my own shoulder, thighs shaking, body trembling as my pussy clenched around his fingers. My moan was lost in the noise — but he felt it. He knew.

He didn’t pull out.

He kept his fingers inside me as I twitched around him, his other hand now cupping my breast under the dress.

“Still want more?” he whispered.

I turned to face him. My mouth still parted. My skin flushed and gleaming with sweat.

“I want everything.”



I led him away again — past the edge of the stage field, through a security opening, down a narrow slope toward the tree line. No lights here. Just thick shadows. The occasional distant cheer.

No people.

No eyes.

Except maybe one.

I paused halfway down, glanced over my shoulder.

I couldn’t see my husband. But I felt him.

He was somewhere back there. Watching.

I didn’t stop.



We found a soft patch of dirt beneath a tree, just behind an old shed used for storage. Quiet. Still. Safe enough.

Gerard lay back first.

I climbed on top of him.

Straddled his hips. Lifted my dress.

No panties.
Still soaked.

I took him in my hand — warm, heavy, twitching — and guided him to my entrance.

He looked up at me. “You sure?”

I sank down.

My answer was a moan. Long. Slow. Deep.

He filled me differently than Brian. Than my husband.

His cock hit something new. Something sharp and electric. I rocked forward — grinding against the base — and groaned.

I rode him like I was starving.

Hands on his chest. Hair wild. Dress pulled down so my breasts bounced with every motion.

He gripped my thighs hard, guiding my rhythm. But I was in control.

He just took it.

“Fuck, you ride like a demon,” he moaned.

I smiled. “You’re lucky I’m not worse.”

I rolled my hips in slow circles, savoring the stretch, the pulse. My clit grinding against his pelvis with every bounce.

I was going to come again.

And I didn’t care who saw.



That’s when I saw him.

My husband.

Walking slowly down the hill. Toward us.

His expression unreadable.

I didn’t stop.

I rode Gerard harder. Faster.

My husband’s eyes met mine — locked — but his pace didn’t change.

“Inside,” I whispered to Gerard. “I’m on the pill. Just come in me. Now.”

He moaned. “Fuck—fuck, I’m close—”

I slammed down on him. Once. Twice.

Then — he came.

Hard.

His cock twitched. I felt every spurt flood my pussy, deep and hot and messy.

I didn’t stop grinding — even as he gasped, his body bucking beneath me, spilling everything inside.

I came too.

Again.

Muffled against his chest, my body spasming around him.

And that’s when my husband arrived.

Seconds too late.



I was still seated on Gerard’s lap, chest heaving, his cum slowly leaking out of me onto his stomach and down my thighs.

My husband looked down at us.
Then at me.

Then at the mess between my legs.

He said nothing.

Gerard was still catching his breath, eyes wide.

My husband raised an eyebrow. Dry. Calm.

“Busy night?”

I smiled, slow.

“Maybe next time,” I whispered, “you won’t let me get so far ahead.”


Chapter 8:  The Arrangement

“I told Brian what I did with Gerard. And instead of shaming me, he asked to come next time.”

Gerard looked… wrecked.

Still breathless, his shirt twisted halfway up his chest, belt unbuckled, hair damp with sweat. His cock had already softened, slick with the mess of what he’d left inside me.

He was trying to catch up.

Trying to understand how this was still happening.

I smiled at him.

Then turned my head to my husband — who was now standing over me, watching me with that same slow, unreadable intensity he always carried right before he got dirty.

I wiped my fingers through the cum still leaking down my thighs.

“Your turn,” I whispered.

He didn’t hesitate.

He dropped his jeans, stepped in closer, and I reached up with one slick hand to stroke him — already semi-hard from watching.

Gerard stared. Jaw tight. Still stunned.

I tilted my head toward him as I stroked my husband slowly.

“Can’t leave him out,” I said, breathless but smiling. “Hubby dearest gets the main course.”

Gerard let out a weak, breathless laugh — hoarse, like he didn’t know if he should be turned on or just give up.

“Jesus… you’re insane.”

I straddled my husband on the soft grass. My thighs still sticky. His cock now hard — warm and thick in my hand. Familiar.

I kissed him.

Then guided him inside me — still wet, still open, still full of Gerard’s cum.

He slid in deep, and we both gasped.

I looked up — and saw Gerard watching.

Cock soft now. Hands resting on his thighs. But his eyes… dark, locked on us.

I started to move. Slowly.

Grinding.
Riding.
Claiming.

My husband gripped my waist and let me lead. His eyes never left mine. His breath hitched every time my hips sank down. He was sliding through another man’s cum — and still couldn’t get enough.

“You’re… ridiculous,” Gerard muttered. “I don’t even know how the fuck…”

He stood up. Zipped his jeans clumsily.

Then — with zero shame — stepped to the tree just behind us, unzipped again, and started to piss against the trunk.

I looked straight at him as I rode my husband harder.

Watched the arc of his stream.

Watched him watch me — while his piss splashed in the dirt, and I moaned louder, grinding harder.

My husband didn’t say a word.

Just let me use him.

My breasts bounced with every movement, sweat glistening on my skin, the night air thick with music in the background and the sharp smell of sex and summer and piss and heat.

When I came, it was sudden — sharp, deep. My thighs clenched. My body folded forward over my husband’s chest.

He groaned, hips thrusting up into me as he spilled inside.

His cum mixed with Gerard’s, now leaking from me in waves.

We lay there in silence for a while.

Gerard zipped. Buttoned. Still looked stunned.

“Done?” he asked.

I laughed softly, collapsing on top of my husband. “For now.”

We returned to the festival with cum drying between my thighs and sweat crusting along the back of my neck — but I felt alive.

Glowing.
Ruined.
Completely mine again.

The music was still going — loud, bright, pulsing. The crowd had thinned slightly, but those who remained were the feral ones. The ones still grinding, still moaning, still chasing something down in the dark.

We hovered at the edge of it. Cooling down. Letting our breathing settle.

Gerard still looked dazed, like he couldn’t believe I’d just fucked my husband on top of him — while he zipped up and tried to reorient his brain.

My husband stood beside me, drink in hand, eyes calm, but quiet.

Then my phone buzzed in my hand.

Brian.

Did u go today?

I bit my lip. Smirked.

Typed back quickly:

Yeah. Came with hubby and… Gerard.

There was a pause.
I could feel the tension through the screen before he even replied.

Gerard?

Then:

You fucked him, didn’t you.

I looked up at Gerard standing a few feet away, sipping water, eyes darting lazily over the crowd.
Then I looked at my husband, who was absolutely reading my face.

I turned away slightly and typed back.

Yeah. I did.

You could’ve invited me.

Didn’t know if Gerard would be fine with that.

His response was fast. Instant.

I don’t care what Gerard’s fine with.

I stared at the words. Smiling. Flushed.
My thighs still sticky. My pussy still sensitive.

My husband leaned in slightly. “Who is it?”

I shrugged. “Brian. Curious.”

He said nothing.

I typed again — this time slower:

You want me to say hi to him?

Brian replied:

Say hi. Say I’m coming next time.

And show Gerard this:

I blinked as a short voice message came through.

I didn’t even press play — not yet.

Instead, I did something worse.

I opened the video app. Flipped to selfie cam.

Let my face fill the frame. Hair messy. Lipstick half-gone. My voice low, teasing.

“Hey Brian,” I whispered. “Gerard says hi. From inside me.”

Then I flipped the camera — showing Gerard in the frame, sipping water, blinking as he realized I was filming.

I ended it there. Sent it.

Almost immediately: Brian called.

I didn’t pick up. Just smiled.

A moment later, I saw Gerard glance at his phone.

Then again.

“Brian?” I asked, raising a brow.

He looked at me. Then at my husband. “He wants to talk.”

My husband stepped slightly closer, silent. His jaw tight.

Gerard grinned and answered.

“Yo.”

I couldn’t hear Brian — but I could guess.

Gerard’s eyes darted to me, then to my husband.

“Yeah, she did.”
Pause.
“No. No hesitation.”
He grinned wider.
“She’s fucking wild, man. Like, next level.”
Another pause.
“Tomorrow? Yeah… if you’re not scared.”

He handed the phone to me.

I declined it again. Then texted:

We’re going for the final night. Get your ass there. I want both of you.

And bring a towel.



Back at the edge of the festival, the lights felt softer. The night warmer.

We got drinks — something fizzy and cold. My husband sipped his in silence while I chatted lightly with Gerard, who had clearly recovered, cocky again now that he knew he was in the loop.

Brian texted once more:

Tell your husband I’ll try not to break you. No promises though.

I showed the message to both men.

Gerard snorted. “That’s a challenge.”

My husband smirked faintly — more in his eyes than his mouth.

“Sounds like tomorrow’s going to be a disaster,” he said flatly.

I leaned into his side. “A hot one.”

He just shook his head.

“Four tickets,” I whispered in his ear. “VIP access. No excuses.”

He didn’t answer.

But he drank deeper.



Eventually, we piled into the car again.

I sat in the back this time, legs curled under me, dress wrinkled from every wrong angle. Gerard rode up front. My husband drove — wordless for most of it. The tension wasn’t cold. It was hot. Dense.

Like we were charging up for something worse.

When we reached Gerard’s apartment, he lingered by the open door.

“You’re wild,” he said again, shaking his head at me.

I leaned out from the backseat.

“You didn’t say no.”

He laughed.

“See you tomorrow.”

Then he was gone.



At home, it was quiet.

The lights low. The bedroom already cool.

I peeled off my dress. No underwear, again. Just bare, flushed skin and the faint stickiness between my thighs that I hadn’t cleaned off entirely.

I didn’t want to.

I walked into the bedroom naked.

My husband looked up from the bed.

His eyes dropped between my legs.

“I still taste like him,” I whispered. “Want a sip?”

He stared at me for a long second.

Then sat up. Leaned forward.

I stepped closer, one leg over his lap. One hand in his hair.

And when his tongue found me — I sighed.

“Yes,” I breathed. “Just like that.”

I rode his mouth slowly. Gently. Letting him clean me.

And when he finished, I leaned back, legs still straddling him.

“Tomorrow’s the last night,” I said softly.

He nodded, licking his lips.

“Brian’s coming,” I added. “And Gerard won’t miss it.”

Then I tilted my head, grinned, and whispered:

“You ready to watch me get Brianed and Geralded?”


Chapter 9: I am a Woman, An Animal Primed to Mate

“Pair of boobs, pair of butt cheeks, pair of vaginal lips, pair of eyes, pair of ears – There is a reason she is built in pairs”

I woke up already aching.

Somewhere between the sun cracking through the blinds and the fading dream of Gerard’s hands on my hips, I could feel it — a throb low in my belly, heavy, needy. My thighs still stuck together faintly when I rolled over in bed. I didn’t even bother checking. I knew I was wet.

I lay there for a minute, remembering how it all went down the night before — the way Gerard came in me, the way my husband watched me ride him after, the way Brian’s voice on the phone sent a fresh pulse of heat through my cunt.

Four tickets.

Tonight would be the last night of the festival — the final plunge. And we all knew it.

Brian was coming.
Gerard would be there.
And my husband? He’d finally stopped pretending he wasn’t into it.

I slid out of bed naked, stretching, feeling the ache in my hips. My pussy was still tender, still full. Not sore… just used.

And hungry for more.



The day passed in a blur. I wore something light — loose shorts, tank top, no bra. Every time I passed by my husband, I made sure to brush just a little too close. Let him feel my nipples through the fabric. Let him catch a glimpse when I bent down.

He didn’t say much.

But I saw the way he watched me. Not like he used to — with soft affection.

Now it was possessive curiosity.
Like he didn’t know what I’d do next.

Around four, I went into the bedroom and closed the door.

It was time to choose the outfit.

I’d saved this one.

Tight. Black again — but shorter. Much shorter.

Lace over sheer mesh, clinging like liquid. A halter neckline with a plunging cut that dropped between my breasts, barely hiding anything. The back was open. The hemline wasn’t even trying.

No panties. No bra.

Just skin and confidence.

I stood in front of the mirror for a long moment.

My nipples were already hard. My inner thighs had a faint glisten to them, even before anyone touched me.

I reached for perfume — something darker, muskier, deeper than usual — and misted it over the inside of my thighs, between my breasts, the back of my neck.

When I opened the bedroom door, my husband was leaning against the counter with a drink in his hand.

He froze.

His eyes dragged over me.

And then he swallowed hard.

“You’re not even pretending anymore,” he said quietly.

“Nope,” I smiled, stepping closer. “Tonight’s the finale.”

He shook his head slowly. “You gonna leave with both of them again?”

“I might let them both finish inside me this time,” I whispered. “Would you like that?”

His cock twitched in his jeans.

He didn’t answer.

I kissed him once. Slowly. Then turned away and grabbed my phone.



At 6:42 p.m., Brian texted:

We’re already on our way. I brought something special.

At 6:58, Gerard followed with:

I want round two. But I’m not letting you ride me alone tonight.

I read both texts. Smiled to myself.

Then sent one of my own:

Get ready. I’m not going to be gentle.



Our car ride to the festival was quiet.

Gerard and Brian were already inside the venue. They’d messaged my husband and dropped a pin. VIP section. Side stage access. Private lounge.

As we approached the gate, the music was already heavier. The crowd thicker. The air soaked in sex and sweat and glitter and something electric that hadn’t been there the first two nights.

Everyone knew this was the last chance to let go.

My heels clicked on the asphalt. My dress rode up with every step.

And under it, I was soaked.

We passed through the checkpoint with ease.

The moment we stepped through the final barrier into the full festival grounds, I saw them.

Brian.
Gerard.
Standing side by side near the chain-link gate to the VIP zone.

Brian was in a black tee that hugged his chest like it was made for him, sunglasses pushed into his hair, smirking already.

Gerard wore something tight and dark. His arms crossed, head tilted, cocky and ready.

They looked like trouble.

I walked ahead of my husband. Alone.

And both of them watched me approach like prey.

I walked across the gravel path toward them, heels careful, dress swaying just above my thighs. Every step felt like a performance — and all three of them were in the front row.

Brian’s eyes were the first to sweep down my body. Slow. Intentional. Like he was savoring a familiar flavor, already knowing exactly where he wanted to taste me first.

Gerard? His smirk curved before I even reached them. Like I was the punchline to a joke he couldn’t wait to finish inside.

And my husband followed a few steps behind, silent, watchful. His eyes didn’t miss a thing.

“Damn,” Brian said low when I reached them. “You came ready to destroy us.”

I leaned in, let my lips brush his ear just slightly. “I already did, remember?”

He chuckled — hoarse and turned on. “That was practice. Tonight’s the game.”

Gerard stepped closer. His voice brushed against my other ear.

“And I don’t play nice when I lose.”

I turned to face them both — standing between them now, body heat on either side. The air around us vibrated with something tense and filthy. I could feel it under my skin — a mix of their anticipation and my own.

“Relax,” I murmured. “You’ll both get your turn.”

I glanced back at my husband, who stood a few feet away with his hands in his pockets, expression unreadable but focused.

My smile widened.
He wasn’t just watching anymore.

He was waiting.



The VIP zone was less crowded, deeper in the venue behind tall fencing and a line of trees. Staff passed by with drinks and wristbands. The air felt cooler, but not by much. Everything was closer here — tighter.

A set of couches circled a low table near the stage-left viewing area, tucked under a canopy of lights strung between poles. You could still hear the bass — heavy, constant — but back here, conversations and touches could happen without shouting.

We took the far couch.

Brian on one side of me.
Gerard on the other.
My husband across, watching from a cushioned bench, arms draped loosely over the backrest.

It didn’t take long for the first layer of tension to crack.

Brian’s hand slid to my thigh — casually, like it belonged there.

Gerard poured drinks, handed one to me, then leaned close enough that I felt the warmth of his breath on my neck as he said, “So, are we flipping a coin tonight, or are you just gonna ride whoever gets hard first?”

I sipped. “You think either of you ever went soft around me?”

Brian laughed. “She’s not wrong.”

Gerard smirked. “She’s also not subtle.”

I licked a drop of condensation from my glass. “Subtle’s for amateurs.”

My husband finally spoke from across the way. Voice calm. Low.

“She likes to make the rules. You should know that by now.”

Brian raised an eyebrow. “Yeah? Then what’s the rule for tonight?”

I leaned back between them, letting my knees part slightly, just enough to show the smooth, bare skin under my dress. “Simple,” I said. “I use you how I want.”

Gerard groaned under his breath.

Brian bit his lip.

I didn’t give them time to get too cocky.

I turned to Brian first — slowly — placed my drink down, and swung one leg over his lap, straddling him fully on the couch.

He tensed — but didn’t move.

“Still think I should’ve invited you the other night?” I asked, grinding down once against the bulge already rising beneath me.

“Fuck yes,” he muttered, hands finding my hips.

“And now?” I rolled again — this time slower, letting the fabric of my dress slide against his jeans. “Still mad?”

“I’m not mad,” he growled. “I’m hard.”

I kissed him. Hard. Open-mouthed. Let him taste the tension, the leftover salt of the sweat from the last two days.

His hands squeezed my ass, pulled me tighter to his cock. I could feel the pulse of it now — thick and familiar.

I rocked again, already soaking the front of his jeans.

Gerard shifted beside us. I turned to him mid-kiss, my hand reaching blindly for his crotch — palming the already-rising hardness there, stroking once over the denim.

“You two gonna fight for me?” I whispered.

Gerard’s voice was gravel. “No. We’re gonna ruin you together.”

I looked across the lounge — at my husband.

Still seated. Still watching.

But his hand now pressed against his own crotch. His breathing slower. Measured.

He was listening to every word. Watching every move.

Not jealous.

Turned on.



I pulled back from Brian’s lap slowly, my dress bunched high on my thighs, nipples hard under the sheer top.

“I need air,” I said. “Come.”

They followed me out — all three of them.

We slipped past the ropes and onto the edge of the backstage walkway. Loud now. Raw. The stage thundered with bass drops and flashing lights. A girl danced in the shadows barefoot. A guy kissed her neck while his hand disappeared under her skirt.

The world was ready for sin.

I leaned against the metal rail, my back to the crowd, hips pressed lightly into Brian’s as he stepped behind me.

Gerard stood to the side, close enough to touch me if he wanted.

My husband stood behind them both.

Brian’s hands slipped under my dress again — bold now. Confident.

No panties. Just slick, heat-drenched skin.

He hissed. “You’re soaking.”

“Your fault.”

He pushed two fingers in. Right there, against the rail.

Gerard watched openly. His tongue darted out across his lower lip.

My head dropped back onto Brian’s shoulder, eyes fluttering closed.

“You two gonna take turns tonight?” I whispered.

Gerard smirked. “What makes you think we’ll wait our turn?”


Chapter 10:  Not Just Another Base in the Crowd

“There wasn’t shame in it anymore. Just sound, sweat, heat, and hands I couldn’t keep track of.”

I don’t remember who pulled me first.

Maybe it was Brian — fingers already inside me, lips brushing against the shell of my ear, voice low and rough: “Let me show them how you break.”

Or maybe it was Gerard — his palm flat on the small of my back, guiding me into the shadows where the sound was louder and the lights no longer cared about modesty or permission.

Either way, I found myself between them again — hem of my dress already rucked high on my hips, thighs open, crowd closing in around us like a living, pulsing animal.

The bass dropped so hard I felt it in my teeth.

Someone on stage screamed into the mic.
Lights flashed like lightning.
A girl nearby gasped — her boyfriend clearly fucking her with his hand beneath her skirt.

The scent of sweat and weed and perfume clung to everything.

I was no different.

Brian stood behind me, his fingers sliding slick and shameless between my thighs. Two at first. Then three. Working in and out of me with rhythm that synced to the beat.

My hips bucked without permission.

In front of me, Gerard just watched.

His eyes never blinked — fixed on my face, my parted mouth, my knees trembling as I stood in stilettos and nothing else beneath a dress that might as well have been invisible.

My head tilted back onto Brian’s shoulder. I moaned.

Loud. Open. Unafraid.

“I’m close,” I gasped, legs shaking.

Brian didn’t stop. Just curled his fingers slightly. “You gonna come right here?” he whispered. “Let everyone see how pretty you look when you break?”

Gerard stepped closer — close enough to brush his lips against mine.

“You’re filthy,” he murmured, kissing me slow. “Fucking perfect.”

And then—

I came.

My body folded forward. My knees nearly gave. The heat spread outward like a shockwave — curling from my clit to my core to the back of my throat.

My moan disappeared into the sound of the music.

My whole world blurred. I pressed against Gerard’s chest while Brian’s fingers kept moving — slower now, gentler, easing me down from the high while the crowd roared around us, none the wiser… or maybe fully aware.

I wasn’t the only one.

To my left, a woman was straddling her boyfriend’s lap on a folding chair — bouncing slowly, a hand over her mouth as he grinned up at her.

To my right, a couple leaned against the scaffolding — the guy’s hand up her top, her nipple pinched between his fingers, both of them glazed in sweat.

The whole zone was alive with it.

Fucking. Fingering. Moaning. Watching.

No shame.

Just pleasure.

—

When I finally caught my breath, I looked up — and saw him.

My husband.

A few steps away. Still watching.

He hadn’t said a word.

His face was unreadable — but his hand was resting near his crotch now. And I could tell he was hard.

I stepped toward him slowly, my legs weak but purposeful.

Brian and Gerard flanked me on either side — like wolves who’d already fed, but were still circling.

“I need more,” I whispered to no one in particular.

Gerard grinned.

Brian’s breath hitched.

I turned to both of them. “Not here.”

“Where?” Brian asked.

“Somewhere deeper,” I said.

And we moved — quietly, weaving through the crowd again, heading toward the back of the grounds where the tree line thickened and sound got deeper, duller, darker.

My heels sunk into dirt now. The lights faded. Flashlights danced in the distance, but no one followed us this far.

Brian pulled me in again — this time, his cock out. Hard. Ready.

Gerard followed close.

My husband didn’t stop me.

He watched.

We didn’t speak as we walked.

The deeper we moved into the trees, the more the festival fell behind us — sound muffled, lights dimming behind tents and fencing. My heels clicked once on broken pavement, then found earth. I didn’t complain.

I wanted it darker.

I wanted them closer.

The air grew heavier. More humid. My skin was already damp, sticky from sweat, my thighs tacky where my wetness had dried and rewetted itself more than once already.

Brian was behind me. Close. His breath hit the back of my neck. I could feel his cock pressing through his jeans against the hem of my dress.

Gerard walked ahead, parting low brush with one arm. “Here,” he said, gesturing toward a narrow break in the trees — hidden from the path by a wall of hedging and discarded wood planks. It opened to a small clearing, shielded on all sides by heavy brush and ivy-covered fencing.

No lights. No traffic.

Private.

Perfect.

Brian stepped in behind me. His hands slid up under my dress again without hesitation. His fingers found me soaked.

“Jesus,” he whispered, already unzipping.

“Get her on her knees,” Gerard said, voice low but sharp.

I didn’t wait to be told.

I dropped.
Hands on the dirt. Knees bent wide.

Brian’s cock sprang free — thick, already glistening with precum. I licked my lips, opened my mouth, and took him in to the root.

His hand found the back of my head.

But he didn’t force me.
He didn’t need to.

I needed it.

I sucked him slow. Deep. Letting the tip hit the back of my throat before pulling off and licking the underside with long, hungry drags. I made a show of it — messy, drool slicking my chin, my eyes wide and watery.

Gerard knelt behind me.

And I felt it — the press of his cock against my pussy, slick and easy now. I gasped around Brian’s cock as Gerard pushed in — slowly, steadily, filling me with a stretch that made my thighs tremble.

“Fuck…” I whimpered.

Brian groaned. “Shit, your mouth is tight.”

Gerard growled behind me. “She’s wetter than before. You warmed her up for me.”

Now I was full.

Mouth.
Pussy.
Both of them using me at once.

Brian thrust gently into my mouth, hips moving in sync with Gerard’s deeper, rougher strokes from behind. My moans were muffled, wet, obscene.

They didn’t stop.

Gerard gripped my hips harder, pulling me back onto him with force now, his pace building — hard, fast, rhythmic. Every thrust forced Brian deeper into my throat, made tears run from the corners of my eyes.

But I loved it.

I was shaking now, my body being moved between them like a toy.

Their sounds grew louder. Brian’s hand tangled in my hair. Gerard slapped my ass once, hard.

“She’s dripping,” Gerard gasped. “You feel how fucking tight she is?”

Brian groaned. “I want to come in her mouth.”

Gerard grunted. “Then move.”

He pulled out suddenly. My body bucked, left empty and aching.

Brian gripped his cock with one hand, aimed at my mouth.

I opened wide.

Thick, salty spurts hit the back of my throat before I even closed my lips. He groaned, fingers tightening in my hair as he spilled everything onto my tongue and over my lips.

I swallowed. Kept sucking. Cleaned every drop.

Then looked up at him, smirking.

“Better?”

He staggered back, chest heaving. “Fucking perfect.”

Gerard didn’t give me a moment.

He yanked me up by the waist and pulled me back onto his cock in one rough thrust.

I gasped. Loud.

The slick stretch made me cry out, body arching as he began to fuck me hard.

My hands pressed against the ivy-covered fence. My dress hung crooked around my waist. My breasts bounced free.

His cock hit deep. Precise. He angled his hips until every thrust punched against the softest part of me — my moans turning desperate.

He gripped my hair. Yanked it back.

“Say who’s fucking you,” he hissed.

“You are,” I gasped.

“Say it louder.”

“You’re fucking me, Gerard!”

He growled — then slammed into me harder.

I felt my orgasm coming fast — not delicate, not shy. Just hot and sharp and all-consuming.

I braced.
Screamed.
And came soaked all over his cock.

My body buckled. My knees gave out. He held me up with both arms as I trembled, twitching, grinding back against him as the orgasm hit in waves.

Then—

“Inside,” I whispered. “Do it. Now.”

Gerard grunted. Slammed in deep. Once. Twice.

And then I felt it — hot pulses flooding me, his breath ragged against my neck, his hands trembling as he came deep and hard.

He didn’t move for a long moment.

Neither did I.

We stayed tangled. Breathing. Sweating. Slick and filthy.

Then—

From the path behind us:

Footsteps.

I turned, dizzy.

And saw him.

My husband.

Standing still.
Watching us.

Again — too late.
Or maybe exactly on time.

Chapter 11:  Those Buns with White Sauce

“White Suits Me, Saucy White - on My Lovely Browns.”



The clearing was thick with heat.

My knees were raw from the dirt, my throat wet and tingling from how deep Brian had come. My pussy still felt Gerard’s last thrust — the aftershock of that raw, full-body finish — and his cum was dripping, steady, from deep inside me.

But it wasn’t over.

Not yet.

Brian stood just behind me, chest rising hard, jeans open, cock still half-hard and glossy, smeared with the last of his load. His tip glistened in the low light, twitching with aftershocks.

Gerard had pulled out, still breathing heavy as he stepped back. His cock too was coated, streaked with slick and shining.

And behind them, just at the tree line—

My husband.

Watching. Waiting.

His eyes were locked on my body like he was memorizing every spill, every tremble.

I stood slowly, unsteady at first, then balanced.

My thighs were shaking. My pussy still fluttered — wet and wide open, slick with Gerard’s cum, white trails spilling from my folds and winding lazily down the inside of my left thigh.

And Brian?

He hadn’t moved yet.

His cock was still hanging free.

That perfect, flushed tip, the slit still glossy with his seed.

I walked up to him — hips swaying, my dress bunched above my waist, ass bare and glistening with sweat and Gerard’s grip marks.

I didn’t say a word.

I turned around.

Backed up.

And pressed my ass right against the head of Brian’s cock.

He hissed through his teeth. “Fuck…”

I rocked gently, just enough to make his tip nestle between my cheeks.

Then I tilted my hips — angled so that the head of his cock brushed firmly into the crease of my right ass cheek.

I held there.

Rolled once. Smoothed it.

His cum smeared, slick and thick, painting a warm line up and along the curve.

I felt it settle — right there, creamy and unmistakable.

One cheek, marked.

Then I took two fingers, still glistening from between my thighs, and dragged them up my left leg, scooping the steady trail of Gerard’s cum where it was dripping down the back of my knee.

I rubbed that into the curve of my left cheek, higher now — a matching streak.

Two men.

Two sauces.

Two cheeks.

My ass was marked.

Brian’s cum — warm, thick, glistening — was smeared in a creamy streak across my right cheek, freshly rubbed straight from the tip of his cock. It had nestled there like it belonged. His flavor.

On the left, Gerard’s load had flowed the natural way — from deep inside me, sliding from my stretched pussy and dripping slowly across my thigh before I’d smeared it deliberately into the curve.

Each cheek now wore a man.

And just as my husband finished licking the last streaks from my skin — tasting them one at a time, savoring — I heard the rustle behind us.

Zippers.

Brian gave a lazy grunt as he turned toward the ivy wall and pulled himself free again. His cock dangled loose, wet, softening but still smeared, and then—

He began to piss.

Long. Relaxed. Loud.

Gerard joined him with a low chuckle. “Fucking finally.”

He turned and pissed just to Brian’s side, cock angled lazily, his stream arching high before spattering into the brush.

I turned, hands on hips, smirking. My bare ass was still glistening.

I watched them.

Two men. Two cocks I’d just serviced in completely different ways — one with my mouth, the other with my pussy — now pissing like kings after battle, no shame, no rush.

I tilted my head, admiring the scene.

“Damn,” I said, whistling. “Look at you two. Marking territory?”

Brian grinned midstream. “Something like that.”

I walked a little closer, still bare, body still leaking, hips swaying.

“You always piss like that after sex?” I teased.

Gerard smirked. “When we’re this fucking empty? Yeah.”

I licked my lips and stared, watching the arcs. Watched Brian shake it off with a flick at the end, then tuck it back in with a satisfied sigh.

“Honestly,” I said wickedly, “kind of hot.”

Brian raised an eyebrow. “You into watching piss now?”

I grinned. “Only when it’s yours.”

Then I turned back to my husband, eyes shining.

“Okay, my turn.”

He stepped closer immediately.

I added with a wink, “You’re coming with me.”

The men called after us, laughing.

“Just do it here!” Gerard barked.

“Yeah,” Brian echoed. “You just saw us — equality, babe.”

I looked over my shoulder, mock-shocked. “Are you insane?”

They laughed louder, shaking their heads as I turned, took my husband’s hand, and tugged him through the brush.

We slipped back behind the tarp-walled loo. Still standing. Still raw and messy from the night.

Inside, it was barely private — but it was ours.

The moment the curtain dropped behind us, I turned around.

Bent forward.

Spread my ass again — showing him everything.

“Look,” I whispered. “Still there.”

His breath caught.

The right cheek still wore Brian’s load like a glossed streak of white. Still shiny, still rich. The left held Gerard’s thicker drip — it had congealed slightly now, with soft strands connecting my inner thigh to the mess higher up.

And between my pussy lips?

Gerard’s last pulse — a glistening line of cream still seeping out. My hole winked around it, trying to close, but the stretch and the slick made it leak freely.

I looked back over my shoulder.

“You see? Gerard’s still dripping between my pussy lips. Brian’s coating my ass.”

I reached back, spread wider.

Then whispered our game’s magic words:

“Now tell me… whose sauce is creamier?”

He knelt behind me again, reverent.

First, he leaned into my right cheek. Licked up Brian’s still-warm trail slowly, noisily — letting it coat his tongue.

Then he shifted.

Left cheek. Gerard’s flavor.

A longer taste. Richer. Thicker.

Then… the middle.

The stream dripping from my pussy.

He caught it with his tongue. Savored it.

I moaned above him, trembling again.

He finally sat back, panting, lips wet.

“Okay,” I asked, softly. “Whose flavor wins?”

He blinked slowly.

Then smiled.

“I… I don’t know. Gerard’s is creamier. Heavier. Brian’s is sweeter.”

He licked his lips again, savoring.

“But you? You’re what makes them both matter.”

I smiled.

Big. Slow. Dirty and satisfied.

I leaned against the thin wooden wall and dropped into a deep squat.

“I still gotta piss,” I said softly.

He stayed crouched beside me. Watching.

I let go.

A loud hiss, steady and fast.

It puddled against the dirt-covered plywood floor — no fear, no shame.

“I’m peeing different,” I whispered. “You see that?”

He nodded, transfixed.

“At home I’m neat. Careful. Legs together. Everything proper…”

I trailed off, voice rich and thoughtful.

“But now? Now I don’t care. I’m not even drunk. I’m just…”

I smiled up at him.

“Drunk on cock and cum.”

He groaned.

Then, midstream, a bubbly little fart escaped me — sudden, shameless.

I laughed.

And as the pee trickled off, another stream of cum slid from me — Gerard’s again, one final drip escaping in time with the aftershock of release.

My husband stared at it.

Then looked me in the eye.

“You are,” he said quietly, “truly amazing.”

I beamed.

Because he meant it.

He reached for his cock. Rock hard again.

But I held up a finger.

“Not yet,” I said, standing with a teasing wink. “Control yourself.”

He groaned again — but obeyed.

I straightened my dress, barely adjusting anything, still messy, still soaked.

Then we walked back into the clearing.

Brian and Gerard were lounging now, smoking lazily. Their cocks tucked away, their grins smug.

I sauntered up to each and kissed them deeply — letting them taste the mix of piss, sweat, and themselves on my tongue.

Then I stood in the center.

Arms out.

“Alright, boys,” I said with a smirk. “I’m starving.”

“Let’s eat.”


Chapter 12: Late Night Snacks and Happy Meal

“What more does a woman need? Good Food and Good Cum.”



The music had softened now — the main stages shutting down, just ambient basslines pulsing in the background like a heartbeat. Campfires dotted the dark patches of trees, laughter flickered like candlelight. And the four of us… we sat in a food circle surrounded by other festival-goers grabbing their midnight bite before bed — or before the next round of mischief.

I hadn’t cleaned myself.

Not properly.

Gerard’s cum had dried into a sticky film along my inner thighs, and Brian’s load still ghosted my right cheek, even if the sweat and friction had smudged it. My pussy tingled with the faint ache of use — delicious and present.

My husband sat directly across from me, his eyes occasionally glassy, almost distant — not from drugs or drink, but from pure mental overload. He was quiet. Alert. Hard.

He hadn’t touched me.
He hadn’t gotten to.

But his devotion was all over his face.

And I could see the hunger in his eyes like it was stitched into his skin.

So, I decided:

Tonight, I’d feed it.

Not by giving him what he wanted.

But by fanning the flame until it burned.



We sat at a wooden bench table near the food stalls — eating off paper trays, surrounded by the smells of charred meat, oil, and grass.

I ordered a loaded sausage roll — thick, greasy, full of sauce — and picked it up with both hands like I didn’t care about the mess.

Brian and Gerard had burgers, hands greasy and shirts a little ruffled from earlier.

“You guys good?” I asked with a crooked grin, voice playful.

“Still recovering,” Brian muttered, taking a long drink. “You nearly sucked the soul out of me.”

“You’re welcome,” I said, then slid my tongue up the side of my sausage, deliberately slow.

Gerard caught it first. His eyes narrowed.

I looked at him while I pushed the sausage deeper between my lips, jaw relaxing, lips forming a tight seal as I deep-throated half the length.

Brian choked on his soda.

I pulled it out slowly, smirking as sauce and mustard ran over my fingers and down my wrist.

“I’m still hungry,” I said.

They laughed — both flushed, eyes darker now.

I licked my fingers, slow and showy.

Brian shifted in his seat. Gerard adjusted his crotch under the table.

“You’re gonna get us hard again,” Gerard muttered.

“Oh no,” I mock-pouted. “Wouldn’t that be a tragedy?”

I leaned across the table slightly, chest pushed forward — just enough to show my husband the sway of my breasts under my thin tank. My foot slid forward under the table until I found his crotch.

He jumped.

I smiled wider.

He was already hard.



Brian started telling a filthy story about some girl he’d once hooked up with in a porta-potty — “don’t judge,” he said, laughing — and Gerard chimed in with a story about getting a blowjob under a DJ booth during a live set. It was absurd. Dirty. Hilarious.

I laughed too — full-bodied and wicked — as I gave my husband’s cock a gentle nudge with my toes beneath the table, teasing him while he tried to sit still and normal.

He looked like he was hallucinating.

And that’s when I noticed Gerard turning slightly away from us — his phone to his ear.

A soft, private voice.

His fiancée.

I caught the look of guilt in his eyes, but it passed quickly. His cock was still half-hard from the earlier action.

I slid off the bench. Moved beside him without a word.

My hand found his thigh under the table. Moved inward.

Brian’s tray was nearly empty. He leaned back, relaxing, unaware.

I slid my other hand onto his lap — Brian’s — and pressed down.

He gasped.

I looked up and whispered: “Hands on the table, gentlemen.”

They both obeyed — stunned, barely breathing.

And under the cover of the tablecloth and the dim lantern light, I began stroking them.



Gerard’s cock was warm and thick under his shorts, already responding despite the fact that he was mid-conversation.

“Yes, baby,” he said into the phone. “Of course. Mhm.”

I worked him slow. Teasing. One finger tracing his length as I listened to him pretend everything was normal.

I stroked Brian harder.

He bucked once, hand gripping the bench edge.

“Jesus,” he hissed.

I leaned into his ear. “I haven’t forgotten how you cried when I sucked your cum out of you.”

He shivered.

I sped up.

He whimpered — no longer even trying to hide it.

Then, he broke.

Brian came with a muffled cry, his hips jerking once under the table, cum spurting hot and sticky all over my hand, wetting the cloth in thick pulses.

I held him gently through it.

He twitched, eyes fluttering, voice soft. “Fuck…”

I kissed his cheek and whispered, “Sensitive boy.”


Gerard was on the phone now — head turned slightly, voice low, trying to sound normal.
But his hand was clenched on the edge of the table.
Because my hand was between his legs.

I moved slowly.

Methodically.

Under the cover of the tablecloth and lantern flicker, I stroked him through his shorts — firm, fluid strokes, fingers pressing his outline through the soft fabric. I could feel the thickness, the weight of him — already half-hard again just from watching me play with Brian a moment ago.

“Yeah, babe,” Gerard was saying softly. “Just winding down. Crowd’s thinning out… yeah, it’s been wild.”

I ran my nails up the underside of his shaft, then cupped him. Squeezed.

He sucked in a breath — barely caught it in time.

I bit my lip and leaned close, whispering against his ear.

“You’re leaking already.”

He didn’t respond. Couldn’t.

Just nodded into the phone and tried to breathe through it.

I rubbed slow, small circles over the head now, pressing through the dampening cloth. I could feel the wet spot growing beneath his waistband — the syrupy pre-cum seeping into his boxers.

“Sorry—what?” he muttered into the phone, blinking. “Oh. Yeah, sorry. Lot of… lot of background noise.”

I slid my hand beneath the waistband now, skin on skin.

And he wasn’t just hard.

He was twitching.

My thumb rolled over his tip, slow and tight.

He shuddered.

“I—I gotta go,” he said suddenly, voice cracking. “Battery low. Love you.”

He ended the call without waiting for a reply.

The moment the screen went black, his whole body sagged back into the bench. One hand gripped the edge of the table, the other clenched his thigh.

“Holy fuck,” he breathed.

I gave him a wicked smile, then dipped under the table.

My lips wrapped around him in one swift, practiced motion — sucking him deep, my cheeks hollowing as I took him to the root. His thighs trembled instantly.

I sucked him with precision — messy, rhythmic, no mercy. One hand fondled his balls while the other gripped his base, and my throat swallowed each subtle pulse as his body tried to fight it.

Gerard cursed — loud — and then clenched his jaw as his cock jumped once, then again.

He didn’t come in one explosion.

No — he spilled.

Thick dribbles of cum leaked from him into my mouth in slow, pulsing waves, his body arching slightly as I swallowed again and again.

I licked him clean before slipping back up, smirking, letting him see the white sheen on my tongue before swallowing with a long, content hum.

He blinked down at me, dazed.

“Jesus. That was…”

“...brilliant?” I finished for him.

He nodded weakly. “That’s the word.”



Brian, still panting from earlier, leaned back on his elbows with his tray long empty.

“You’re lethal,” he said softly.

I looked at him and grinned.

Then glanced across the table.

My husband.

Still in trance.

Still hard.

Still being teased by my foot, which hadn’t left his lap.

I pressed harder with my toes, dragging them slowly along his shaft beneath the table.

His chest rose. His lips parted.

“Poor husband,” Brian said with a crooked smile, still recovering. “Getting none of it while we all get wrung dry like rags.”

I laughed — low and throaty — and answered without turning.

“Poor? Look again.”

They followed my eyes to him.

He sat motionless.

Glass-eyed.

Almost vibrating.

Because I was working his cock with slow, perfect pressure, the ball of my foot rocking in tiny motions against the tip through his jeans. He hadn’t blinked in minutes.

“He’s not poor,” I whispered. “He’s possessed.”



We sat like that a little longer — the men gradually recovering, my husband still wrecked without release.

Someone passed around cold beers — Gerard took one, cracked it with a grunt and leaned against the side of the table.

He looked at me.

Eyes soft now.

Sticky. Spent.

Then — out of nowhere — he stepped close and kissed me.

Slow. Deep. No hunger, just warmth.

When he pulled back, he touched my chin gently.

“I gotta head out,” he said. “Early start. Gonna crash before it’s too late.”

I nodded. “Thank your fiancée for me,” I whispered with a wink.

He snorted. “Don’t remind me.”

He kissed me once more, then gave my husband a single nod — almost respectful.

Then he was gone.

Brian stayed.

Barely.

He looked like a melted man. Slouched, open-mouthed, wrecked.

“You’re insane,” he muttered. “Sex demon.”

“Thank you,” I purred.

But even he started to fade — a yawn pulling from his throat, his eyes closing between blinks.

“I’ll pass out right here,” he warned.

I gave his thigh a final squeeze. “Sleep well, lover.”

He groaned and laid back.

And then it was just me and my husband.


Chapter 13: The Queen on All Fours

“He didn’t take me because he had permission — he took me because he couldn’t hold back a second longer.”



The world had narrowed to this:
My bare feet in his lap, his cock twitching under denim, his jaw clenched like he was choking on every groan he couldn’t let out.

My toes rubbed against the thick line of him, up and down, heel teasing his zipper, sole pressing against his heat.

He sat frozen.

Possessed.

All around us, the festival exhaled. Fires cracked softly in distant camps. Laughter floated nearby. The haze of grilled food and summer air coated everything.

And then—

Brian stood.

Drained, undone, still recovering from the slow handjob I’d milked him through, he grabbed his flannel off the bench, blinking lazily.

“I need a smoke,” he muttered, voice still rough with exhaustion.

He staggered a few feet off toward the side of the food area, out of view.

That left us.

Just us.

My husband looked at me like he hadn’t seen me in years — eyes wide, mouth open slightly, reverent and hungry at once. His hands were on his thighs, knuckles white. His cock throbbed beneath my feet.

I smiled. Whispered:

“Still holding on?”

He looked like he wanted to speak.

But instead?

He moved.



Fast.

He stood and reached for me — not gently, not politely.

His hands slid around my waist and yanked me up, and I gasped in delight, arms instinctively wrapping around his shoulders.

He was trembling.

He led me — half-carrying, half-dragging — out of the dining circle and behind the nearest food truck. The heavy metal walls still hummed from heat. The rear corner was shadowed by stacked crates, broken-down cardboard, and the smell of grease and diesel.

I was breathless before he even touched me.

He pressed me against the truck — hard.

His hands roamed up my thighs, fingers greedy, desperate.

“You’re wet,” he breathed.

I grinned. “I’m messy.”

His hand found my inner thigh — and the slippery trail of Gerard’s cum still leaking slowly from me.

His jaw clenched. “He’s still in you.”

I arched against him, eyes glittering.

“Yes.”

He moaned — a raw, animal sound.

Then he dropped to his knees.



He buried his face between my thighs — no hesitation, no restraint.

His tongue slid up through my folds, lapping at everything: Gerard’s leftover seed, my own wetness, the slick mix that had dried and rewarmed with my arousal.

I gasped.

One hand gripped the truck wall, the other slid into his hair and held him there.

He groaned against my pussy, tongue moving everywhere, lips wet with the same mess that had made him wait all night.

He licked until I trembled. Until I whimpered.

And then he stood.

His jeans were already unzipped.

I saw his cock for the first time that night — angry, red, hard as iron, twitching with so much pent-up need it looked painful.

I bit my lip.

“Finally,” I whispered.

He grabbed my hips and flipped me, pressing my chest to the warm metal of the food truck wall.

I arched my back, dress still rucked up around my waist, ass exposed.

“You’re gonna fuck me out here?” I teased. “Where anyone could walk past?”

“I don’t care,” he growled.

His cock pressed against my soaked pussy.

I was still slick. Still open. Still used.

But I wanted him now.

Only him.

He pushed in deep. In one solid stroke, buried to the base.

I cried out — not from pain, but from the release of finally being filled by his cock.

His grip on my hips tightened.

And he began to thrust.



The sound of skin against skin was obscene in the quiet.

Wet. Loud. Fast.

My breasts bounced against the truck, nipples stiff through fabric. His balls slapped against me with every deep stroke, his breathing ragged and wild behind me.

“You’re fucking dripping,” he panted. “It’s all over me.”

“I’m yours,” I moaned.

“You smell like them.”

“I taste like them too,” I gasped.

His thrusts grew harder.

Faster.

One hand tangled in my hair, pulling me back, while the other slapped across my ass — right over the faded cum-smear Brian had left earlier.

“I wanted this all night,” he hissed. “Watching them use you — made me fucking crazy.”

“And now?” I said, breathless.

“Now I’m not watching,” he growled. “I’m taking.”

And he did.



I started to cry out again — from the angle, from the stretch, from the way his cock filled me in a way the others didn’t.

But something made me look up.

A flicker.

A shadow.

From just beyond the crates, the faint orange glow of a cigarette…

Brian.

He had returned.

And he was watching.

His back was to the fence. One hand holding the smoke lazily to his lips. The other?

Already unzipping.

I met his eyes mid-thrust.

My husband’s cock was deep inside me — grinding, pulsing — as I locked eyes with the man I’d drained just an hour before.

And I smiled.

Slow.

Filthy.

Inviting.

I licked my lips and raised my voice just enough to be heard.

“Brian.”

He stepped forward slowly.

I could already see his cock rising.

I marvelled at his quick response timing.

This man was Stamina—Personified.  Brian was no marriage material but he was one solid fucking material.


Chapter 14: Sandwiched in the Smokey Midnight Air

“I was already being fucked — and still wanted more.”

Brian stepped forward from the shadows, his cigarette burning low between his fingers, the soft glow of it pulsing like a signal light. His face was flushed, not from embarrassment, but from recognition — of the moment, the invitation, the permission.

He’d already come once tonight.

But his cock was hard again, twitching just above the open waistband of his jeans, rising like it never wanted the night to end.

“Come here,” I said softly.

My voice cracked a little — because my husband’s cock was still thrusting into me from behind, slow and deep, my ass smacking against his hips with every wet, full stroke.

Brian didn’t answer. He didn’t need to.

He walked toward us.

And I was still held in place, bent against the warm steel siding of the food truck — my husband’s hands gripping my hips like he never wanted to let go, his breath heavy against the back of my neck.

He didn’t stop fucking me when Brian approached.

He tightened his grip and shoved in deeper, deliberately.

I moaned — loud, half on purpose.

Brian stood just inches from my face now, looking down at me.

I lifted my chin slowly and opened my mouth — wide and inviting.

His cock was there, flushed and ready, already leaking from the tip. I didn’t even reach for it. He guided it to my lips himself, hand wrapped around the base, the angle perfect.

I moaned again as I took him in.

My mouth wrapped around him just as my husband thrust deeper from behind — the two of them syncing unintentionally, like my body was just made to take them both.

My knees shook.

Brian groaned as his cock slid past my lips, salty and half-slick from his own residual cum. I didn’t care. I wanted it. I welcomed it.

I felt used.

And I felt worshipped.



My pussy was soaked now — not just from my own arousal, but from the way my husband had finally, finally claimed me. Every thrust pushed the last of Gerard’s load out of me in slow, wet drips that ran down my thighs and onto the dirt.

His rhythm picked up now — strong and controlled, but urgent. He was panting.

“Jesus,” he whispered behind me. “You’re tighter than before. Used and still… so fucking tight.”

I moaned around Brian’s cock in response — my mouth full, cheeks hollowing as I sucked him like I was hungry for more cum, even though I was already drenched in it.

Brian’s hand tangled in my hair.

His hips rocked forward.

“Fuck… your mouth,” he hissed. “Still so fucking perfect.”

My throat opened, taking more.

He pulsed in my mouth as my husband growled behind me, one hand sliding up my back to grab my shoulder and fuck me harder — his cock driving into me like it had something to prove.

Like he wanted them to know that no matter what they did to me, he was the one I would be shaking on.



The position was savage.

My face was buried in Brian’s crotch. My ass was bouncing against my husband’s pelvis. My breasts spilled out the top of my dress, nipples rubbing raw against the cold steel truck wall.

And still—

I wanted more.

Brian began to thrust gently into my mouth now, matching the rhythm of my husband behind me.

I was filled.

Used in the best way.

My moans were wet, muffled.

My throat stretched.
My pussy clutched.
My body took them both.

“Look at her,” Brian groaned, brushing hair from my face. “Just fucking look at her.”

My husband didn’t reply. He was grunting now — sharp, guttural, his cock driving faster.

I whimpered — almost lost it right there.

The pleasure from both ends, the heat of being watched and used and held between two cocks, was almost too much.

Brian’s grip in my hair tightened. “You want it again?” he said low. “You want to taste me again while your husband’s fucking you?”

I looked up at him, eyes glassy, spit dripping down my chin.

I nodded.

And he twitched in my mouth.

His cock jerked once.

Twice.

And I knew what was coming.


Chapter 15:   I come; therefore I become….

(I am multifaceted and multiorgasmic)



Brian’s cock pulsed at the back of my throat.

I knew that twitch — the little pre-shudder that came right before he broke.

I moaned, let him hit deeper.
My throat welcomed him like a second home.

Behind me, my husband grunted through his teeth, still thrusting hard into my slick pussy. His grip had turned bruising — fingers digging into my hips like he didn’t care if I could walk straight tomorrow. I could hear him losing control. I felt it in every pump of his cock — deeper now, faster, rougher.

But I wasn’t begging him to stop.

I was offering it all.

And as Brian gripped my hair and let out a strangled gasp, I knew he was about to lose it.

“Fuck, I’m gonna—” he hissed.

He didn’t finish.

His body jerked, hips snapping forward once — and then again — and he came, hard, hot, deep.

Spurt after spurt hit the back of my throat, thick and salty and familiar now — the second load of the night, but no less intense.

I swallowed automatically.

And he kept coming.

I held him in my mouth through it, letting his orgasm flood my tongue even as my husband’s cock pounded deeper into my dripping cunt from behind.

I was held in place, arms trembling, hips slammed forward with each thrust, and still…

I swallowed every drop.

Brian’s breath shook as he pulled back slowly — cock softening, slick with spit and cum.

He stumbled slightly, catching himself against the wall, and just watched.

Watched me.

Watched my husband — still hard, still pounding me.

Watched my body bounce between them.



I looked back — hair wild, mouth still wet, eyes unfocused.

I felt used.
I felt glorious.

“Come here,” I panted to Brian, voice thick and ruined. “Hold me up.”

He blinked, stunned. Then obeyed.

He moved behind me again, opposite my husband, and cradled my upper body — arms around me, supporting my shoulders and head, letting me lean back into his chest.

His hands found my breasts — still exposed, nipples peaked, bouncing freely.

He squeezed, playing with them, mouth near my ear.

“I can feel him fucking you,” he whispered. “I can feel your whole body shake.”

Behind me, my husband’s thrusts turned feral.

I screamed — half-laughter, half-moan — as I was pushed harder against Brian’s chest, my pussy now clenching uncontrollably, trying to milk every inch of cock driving into me.

“She’s close,” Brian said with a gasp. “You’re about to make her come while I’m still tasting myself in her mouth.”

I was shaking.

Unraveling.

Their words, their cocks, their bodies surrounding mine…

And then it hit.



I came like a wave breaking.

No warning, no finesse — just raw, wet, screaming release.

My pussy spasmed around my husband’s cock, pulling him in tighter, flooding him with slick heat. My legs gave out — completely — and Brian held me up as my whole body twitched and bucked between them.

My husband groaned — loud and ragged — then shoved in deep.

And I felt him burst.

Hot spurts filled me.

Over and over.

He held my hips hard, burying every inch, grinding as he emptied himself into me.

I came again just from the feeling of it.

My pussy was drenched — stretched, stuffed, used by three men, and now pulsing with one final load where it belonged: from him.



The world blurred for a moment.

Everything smelled like sweat, cum, grass, grease, and fire.

My body was shaking — my throat raw, my cunt overflowing.

I leaned my head back onto Brian’s shoulder, mouth still parted.

And whispered:

“You see now?”

My husband pulled back, spent.

He looked down at the mess leaking from my thighs — cum sliding in slow, creamy trails down my skin, pooling where it met the dirt.

Brian kissed my shoulder.

My husband kissed my spine.

I was still between them.

Still held.

Still glowing in the heat of it.


Chapter 16: The Celebration of Her

“This wasn’t just a night of sex. It was a ritual. A crowning. A declaration.”



Brian lingered, his fingers still resting lightly on my hip like he didn’t want to let go.

His cock, now soft and flushed from the double release, hung low from his open jeans — still damp, glistening at the tip, lazy and sweet like it had nothing left to give. I looked down and smiled at the sight of it, soft and adorably spent, still shining with my spit, still red from where it had pulsed in my throat.

He caught me looking.

I didn’t look away.

Instead, I reached out, fingers soft, and tucked him back into his pants, slowly, carefully, like I was saying goodbye to something intimate — not just physical, but shared.

He closed his eyes at my touch.

“Thanks for letting me... be part of that,” he said, voice low.

I leaned forward, kissed his cheek.

Then kissed his mouth — soft, full of salt and satisfaction.

“You weren’t part of it,” I whispered. “You were in me.”

He groaned quietly, smiled, pulled me close for one more squeeze.

And then he was gone — swallowed back into the festival’s glow, shirt half-buttoned, hair a mess, lips pink from kissing, cock still carrying the memory of me.

I watched him go.

Then turned to my husband.

He hadn’t stopped looking at me. Not once.

His eyes were wide. Reverent.

I stepped into him, body still sticky, still glowing, still full of them.
His hands came to my waist.

I kissed him.

Long. Deep.

Our tongues met with everyone’s taste still between my teeth.

And he moaned into it.



We walked to our tent in silence. The tent, we had prebooked in case we wanted to spend the night.

Hand in hand. Our bodies humming.

The tent was already half-unzipped from earlier — just canvas and sleeping bags and the lingering warmth of the night. When we crawled inside, he turned on the lantern low, just enough to see.

I stood in front of him and peeled off my dress.

No teasing now.

Just honesty.

Naked. Completely.

He sat on the sleeping bag and watched.

And then I turned slowly.

Bent slightly.

Let him see the mess.

Cum had dried in places. Still glistened in others. Three men had poured themselves into me tonight — Brian down my throat, Gerard inside my pussy, my husband now leaking slowly from me in little glossy streaks that still glided down the back of my thigh.

I looked over my shoulder.

“You want to see?”

He nodded, eyes huge.

I crouched, spread my cheeks wide, and let the lantern light fall across the smeared trail of Gerard’s second load — thicker, almost pearlescent — mixing with my own slick, and beneath that, my husband’s recent release, creamy and slower, still seeping from deep inside.

He moved closer.

One hand gently parted me further.

The other traced the slick trail down my thigh, then back up.

He touched the outer lips of my pussy, watched them glisten. Then dipped two fingers in — slowly, deeply — and pulled out thick with the mix of all three men.

He brought his fingers to my lips.

I opened for them immediately.

The taste hit my tongue.

Salty. Rich. Meaty. My own slick wrapped around it all, tying the flavors together.

I sucked gently.

He watched, transfixed.

I swallowed with a hum. “You like tasting it too?”

He nodded.

And I smiled.



He lay back then, and I crawled onto him.

No rush. No wildness now.

Just want.

His cock was already rising again — not full, but ready. Eager. I straddled him, hips low, pussy still wet and open. I rubbed against him, slow and slippery, back and forth, painting him with everything left inside me.

He groaned.

“You want to be inside me again?” I whispered.

“Yes,” he said, barely audible.

I reached back, took him in hand, and lowered onto him.

His eyes closed. His hands gripped my thighs.

And I started to ride.

Slowly. Rhythmically.

My hips rolled in gentle circles.

He was still inside all of it — not just me, but the entire night. All the flavors, all the sweat, all the cum, all the heat. It lived in me now, and I was feeding it back to him.

“You feel it?” I whispered as I rode him. “You feel all of them inside me?”

He groaned again, eyes fluttering.

“Gerard filled me deep,” I purred. “Brian twice — in my mouth. And now you… the one who waited… but who still got the best of me.”

I leaned down.

Spoke right into his mouth.

“You’re fucking the woman who took three men’s cum tonight.”

He trembled beneath me.

“I’m still dripping with it. Still full. Still hot.”

He moaned again, louder now, and I grinned.

My pace stayed slow.

Not teasing.

Just deep. Intimate. Dirty. Sacred.

And I felt it build again — not hard and sharp like before, but full-bodied, luxurious.

The kind of orgasm that comes from knowing. From being worshipped. From being alive inside your own body.

I came again — gently this time — shaking over him, my breath catching.

He followed, quietly, eyes locked to mine.

His cock pulsed inside me, and I welcomed it — his final gift for the night, buried warm and slow and reverent.



We lay there together after, tangled.

No words for a while.

Just the weight of the night still pressing gently on our skin like heat from the earth.

Then I whispered:

“That wasn’t just a music festival.”

He looked at me. Smiled faintly. Waited.

“That was a celebration,” I continued. “A celebration of being a woman.”

I leaned in closer.

“Of being filled. Worshipped. Seen.”

He nodded, quiet.

I ran my fingers down my belly, between my thighs.

“You know what it really feels like?” I said with a slow smile.

“What?” he whispered.

“To carry the essence of three men inside me.”

He blinked. Just looked at me like I was glowing.

I kissed him — slow, deep, and then laughed softly against his mouth.

“It feels like power.”

He exhaled. “Yeah,” he said, smiling. “The sauce.”

I giggled. “Always the sauce.”

I kissed him again, nose to nose, heart to heart.

Then curled into him.

“Let’s sleep here,” I whispered. “And tomorrow…”

He brushed hair from my forehead.

“Tomorrow, we go home.”

Epilogue: What Stayed Inside

“She took them into her body, but I saw what they left behind.”



The tent was quiet when I woke up.

Soft light poured in through the folds of canvas. I could hear birds. Footsteps crunching far off. The last breaths of the festival fading into morning.

She was already awake. Lying on her side, back to me.

The sheet barely covered her — legs tangled, one hip bare, shoulder peeking out. Her skin was marked in the most beautiful way: light bruises on her thighs, faint red streaks on her ass, and the kind of glow that comes from being touched and taken all night.

I didn’t move.

Just looked at her.

And remembered.



She was still full.

I could see it. Even now.

There were faint trails on her inner thigh — one dried almost white, flaking slightly. Another, glossy and thick, slowly sliding down, like honey melting off the edge of a spoon.

And lower, where her pussy lips parted slightly with how she slept…
There was more.

Not dripping. Not gushing.
Just sitting there. Holding. Heavy.

It was impossible to tell whose was whose. Brian’s had been thinner. Gerard’s, denser and more pearly. Mine, warmer, creamier — I could always tell my own by how it clung.

But now?

It had mixed.

All of them.

And her.

That was the part that made it sacred.

Because she didn’t just let them fuck her.

She took them.

Swallowed one.
Held one.
Rode me with all of it still inside her.

And now she lay there — morning-fresh and utterly fucked — and I’d never seen her more beautiful.



I moved closer and slid my arm around her waist. She pressed back into me immediately. Her skin was still warm.

We stayed quiet for a while.

No need to talk yet.

Eventually she turned to me, blinking slowly.

“Did you sleep?” I asked.

She nodded against my chest.

Then smirked. “You?”

“A little,” I said.

She reached down and rubbed her palm across her inner thigh. It came away sticky. Still messy. She raised her hand and sniffed it — then looked up at me and grinned.

“Sauce cocktail. Blend of flavors… mmm,” she whispered, holding her palm just above her thigh. “Still carrying them.”

I groaned softly and pulled her tighter.



We didn’t talk about it right away.

But a little later, sitting outside the tent, drinking cheap coffee from paper cups, she showed me something on her phone.

A message from Brian.

It was short. Honest.

Still thinking about last night. About how she looked when I came in her mouth while her husband was inside her. Never felt anything like that before. Not even guilty. Just grateful.

She didn’t say much.

Just let me read it.

Then she showed me her own note — one she’d typed but hadn’t sent to anyone.

Just her own thoughts.

I didn’t just get fucked. I got filled. And I didn’t just let it happen — I made it happen. Every drip of it stayed in me on purpose. That night wasn’t about music. It was about being seen. Being used. Being adored. I am still glowing.

I read it twice.

She wasn’t saying it to impress me.

She was just being honest.

I looked at her — bare legs crossed, a soft hoodie pulled over nothing underneath, skin still carrying the scent of the night — and I knew:
She didn’t need anyone’s permission to feel this powerful.

She just needed to be witnessed.

And I had witnessed everything.



When we packed the tent that afternoon, she didn’t bother cleaning all the way.
She let the stickiness linger.

Under her shorts, on her skin.

One last mix of three different men still resting inside her.

And as I rolled up the sleeping bag, she came over and kissed my neck.

“I want to sleep in our own bed tonight,” she whispered. “But I want this to stay with us.”

I turned to her. She smiled.

She didn’t look like someone coming down from something wild.

She looked like a woman who had finally tasted everything she wanted.

Not drunk. She hardly drinks. She is mostly high on nutritional drinks and cum.

Just satisfied.



As we walked away from the tents, toward the dusty parking lot and the world beyond, I held her hand and thought:

This wasn’t a festival.

It was a celebration.

Of her body.
Her power.
Her choice.

And everything she let us leave inside her.

Postscript: The Stealthy White Drop 💧

Back home, she stepped into the shower without a word — still naked from bed, her thighs still tacky where sleep had only half-dried what the night had left in her. I followed. Quiet. Watching her from behind as the water warmed her skin. And then I saw it: a single pearl-thick drop of cum, sliding slow down the inside of her thigh, pale and glossy like honey melting from the corner of her. I stepped in, knelt behind her. Kissed that leg where the drop had run. And then tasted it. Faint now. Mixed with water, with skin, with her. But still there. Still them. Still us.

She turned slightly, looked down at me, her fingers running through wet hair. She didn’t stop me. Just smiled — soft and knowing — and whispered, “You really couldn’t let it go, could you?” I kissed her again, lower this time. My hands held her hips gently as I let my mouth explore one last trace of the night she’d given away — and brought back to me. Not to clean her. Not to erase it. But to savor it. Her moans echoed off tile and glass. And I thought: this isn’t the end. It’s what stays inside that makes everything real.
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