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I lay face down on the desk, cheek pressed to the cool wood, my body still humming from the aftershocks. My legs dangled off the edge, thighs slick and trembling. The study smelled thick with sex: sweat, musk, the sharp tang of my own releases, and the heavy, unmistakable scent of Dominic’s cum seeping slowly out of me. Papers were scattered everywhere—Phil’s carefully organized world reduced to chaos.
The door clicked softly behind Dominic as he left to distract Kirsty. The sudden quiet felt deafening.

I took a slow breath, pushed myself up on shaking arms, and turned over. My dress was still rucked around my waist, breasts bare and flushed, nipples tight from the cool air and everything else. I sat on the edge of the desk, legs parted just enough and looked at my husband.

Phil stood a few feet away, slacks still open, cock half-hard in his hand. He hadn’t tucked himself away. His face was flushed, eyes glassy, chest rising and falling too fast. He looked wrecked in the best and worst way, guilty, fascinated, aching.

“Phil, baby,” I said softly. “Are you all right?”

He swallowed hard. His gaze flicked down to where my thighs glistened, then back to my face. “I...I don’t know.”

I tilted my head, studying him. The evidence was right there between his legs. “You look pretty worked up for a man who doesn’t know.”

He let out a shaky laugh that sounded more like a groan. “Kristal...”

I smiled. Small, gentle, teasing. “I noticed how hard you got. How many times you almost came without even touching yourself. You were watching every second.”

His cock twitched at my words. He didn’t deny it.

I leaned back on my hands, letting my legs fall open wider. The movement made more of Dominic’s cum seep out; thick, white, obscene. It slid down my folds and dripped onto the desk beneath me. I watched Phil’s eyes lock on it.

“Did you enjoy watching me fuck one of my students?” I asked, voice low and curious, no accusation. “Your daughter’s boyfriend, balls-deep in your wife, right here on your desk?”

Phil’s breath hitched. “Yes.”

The admission hung between us, raw and honest. I felt a fresh spark of arousal flicker through me, not just from the memory of Dominic’s dominance, but from this new power I held over Phil. It was intoxicating, this shift in our dynamic, and I wanted to explore it gently, lovingly, like unwrapping a gift we’d both been too afraid to acknowledge.

I reached down, trailing two fingers through the mess between my legs, gathering some of Dominic’s release on my fingertips. I held them up so Phil could see the way it clung, glossy and pearlescent. “Did you see how many times he made me come? How hard I shook for him? I lost count after the second one.”

Phil stepped closer, almost involuntarily. His cock was fully hard again now, straining upward, smaller than Dominic’s but so eager it made my chest tighten with a strange mix of tenderness and power. In my mind, the comparisons flooded in unbidden. Dominic’s shaft had been a force, thick, unyielding, stretching me to my limits, making me feel claimed in a way Phil never had. Phil’s was familiar, comforting, but now it seemed almost quaint, like a gentle wave after a tsunami. I realized then, with a quiet pang, that I’d never be the same. My body had been reshaped, my desires awakened to something primal and insatiable. Sex with Phil would always be loving, but it could never match the raw intensity Dominic brought. And strangely, that realization didn’t fill me with guilt; it excited me, because now I had both, my devoted husband and my commanding lover.

“You came so hard you squirted on the carpet,” he whispered, voice rough. “Twice.”

I nodded, my fingers still glistening. “Twice. And he didn’t even finish until the end. He held back while I fell apart. Made me beg for it. God, Phil, the way he controlled me . . . it was everything I didn’t know I needed.”

Phil’s hand drifted to his cock, stroking once, slowly. He looked mesmerized by the sight of me spread open, leaking another man’s seed. I could see the conflict in his eyes, jealousy warring with arousal, but the arousal was winning, and that made my heart swell with affection for him. He wasn’t fighting this; he was embracing it, in his own way.

I reached for him. My fingers wrapped around his shaft, warm, familiar, pulsing. He was smaller, yes, but he was mine. “And here I was worried you were going to be upset,” I murmured, giving him a gentle squeeze. “But look at you. Already getting hard again. My sweet husband, getting excited all over from watching me get ruined by a younger man.”

Phil groaned. In one sudden movement he pushed me back down onto the desk, papers crinkling beneath me. My legs parted wider on instinct. He stepped between them, lined himself up, and slid inside me in one smooth thrust.

I gasped. Not from stretch, there was barely any. Dominic had left me so open, so slick, so used, that Phil slipped in easily, almost disappearing inside the loose, mess-filled heat. The sensation was oddly comforting, like slipping into a warm bath after a storm. But in my head, the differences screamed: Dominic had filled every inch, pressing against my walls, making me ache in the best way. Phil felt like an afterthought, a gentle nudge in a space that had been claimed by something far more commanding. I’d never feel full the same way again, not with him. And yet, this intimacy, this reclaiming—it was its own kind of thrill.

“Oh God,” I breathed. “Phil . . . I can barely feel you.”

He froze for a second, buried to the hilt. Then he started moving, slow, shallow thrusts, like he was testing the truth of my words. His face was a mask of concentration, brows furrowed, lips parted as he processed the looseness, the slickness that wasn’t just from me.

“You’re so stretched,” I whispered, wrapping my legs loosely around his waist. “He opened me up so wide. I’m still throbbing from how thick he was. Your cock . . . it’s just sliding around in all that mess. Can you feel it, baby? How much he left me for you?”

Phil’s hips jerked harder. “Fuck, Kristal.”

I ran my hands up his arms, feeling the tension in his muscles, and pulled him closer. 

“Tell me,” he said, voice soft but insistent. “Was it really that great? Did it feel as good as it looked?”

He thrust deeper, as deep as he could go, but it wasn’t the same. We both knew it. His eyes met mine, searching, vulnerable.

“It was life-changing,” I told him honestly, my voice laced with affection. “His cock is . . . God, Phil. You held it in your hand. You felt his power. You stroked the cock that filled me up, that made me scream, that pumped me full. Didn’t that make you feel something? Knowing he’s so much bigger, so much more...?”

Phil’s rhythm faltered. His hands found my breasts, squeezing roughly, thumbs brushing my nipples. “I . . . I did. I touched him. It was . . . huge. Hot. I couldn’t believe it was real.”

“And you liked it,” I said, not a question, but with a gentle smile to soften the tease. “You liked another man dominating me like that. Telling me to call him Master. Spanking me. Making me beg. Making me squirt while you watched. Admit it, honey, it turned you on more than anything we’ve ever done.”

“Yes,” he rasped. “Fuck, yes. Seeing you like that . . . lost in it . . . it was hot. Wrong, but hot.”

I arched under him, letting him feel how loose I was, how easily he moved inside me. In my thoughts, the comparisons deepened: Dominic’s dominance had been effortless, animalistic, pulling moans from me I didn’t know I had. Phil’s thrusts were earnest, loving, but they lacked that edge. I’d crossed a threshold tonight; my body craved the stretch, the control, the forbidden thrill. Phil could never give me that, not anymore. But he could give me this: his devotion, his willingness to share in my pleasure, even if it meant stepping aside. I loved him for it, more than ever.

“You got off on it,” I murmured lovingly, stroking his cheek. “Being compared to him. Hearing me say he’s bigger. Thicker. Better. Hearing me admit I need his big black cock again and again. It made you come without a touch, didn’t it? My poor, sweet cuck.”

Phil’s thrusts grew erratic. His fingers dug into my tits, mauling them the way Dominic had, possessive, desperate. But where Dominic’s touch had been commanding, Phil’s was frantic, like he was trying to reclaim what he’d lost. “I came without touching myself,” he confessed, voice cracking. “Just watching him take you. Watching him claim you. God, Kristal, the way you looked . . . moaning for him . . . it broke something in me.”

I moaned softly, rocking up to meet him. “You did. You shot everywhere while he filled me. While he put his seed where yours used to go. And now you’re inside me, feeling it all mixed together. Doesn’t that feel good, baby? Knowing you’ve both had me?”

Phil groaned, head dropping to my shoulder. “I need you Kristal. I need to make you mine again.”

“Do it,” I whispered, wrapping my arms around him. “Come in your naughty wife. Feel how wet I am for him. Add to the mess. I love you baby, I love you for letting me have it all.”

His hips snapped forward, frantic now. “You’re mine,” he growled, but the words sounded half plea, half surrender. His mouth latched onto my neck, sucking a mark there as he pounded into me, chasing his release.

“I’m yours,” I agreed, even as another slow trickle of Dominic’s cum leaked out around Phil’s thrusting cock. “But I’m his too. And you love that. You love knowing I’ll crave him again, that he’s ruined me. . . don’t you?”

That pushed him over. Phil’s whole body tensed. His mouth found my nipple, sucking hard as he drove in one last time. He came with a broken moan, pulsing weakly inside me, adding his load to the warm, sticky flood already there. It wasn’t the powerful jets Dominic had unleashed, but it was sincere, filled with love and desperation.

I held him while he shuddered through it, stroking his back, whispering soft nonsense against his hair. “That’s it, baby. Give it to me. Fill me up with everything you’ve got.”

When he finally stilled, breathing hard against my neck, I felt the slow seep of both of them leaking out of me, pooling beneath my ass on the desk. The sensation was filthy, empowering. In my mind, I replayed the night: Dominic’s girth splitting me open, his commands making me melt, his seed claiming it’s place deep inside. Phil’s efforts were sweet, but they paled. I’d never be satisfied with just him again; my body had tasted more, and it hungered. But this new reality, sharing, teasing, loving him through the humiliation, it bound us tighter. We were evolving, together.

I loved it.

Phil lifted his head, eyes searching mine. “I . . . I wasn’t sure I’d like this.”

I brushed a damp strand of hair from his forehead. “But you did. More than you expected.”

He nodded, almost sheepish. “More than I should have. Seeing you with him . . . it hurt, but it was sweet
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