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Disclaimer

Intended for adult audiences 18+. Contains sexual content some may find offensive. All characters are 18+ and consenting adults. Reader discretion is advised.


Naughty Excerpt From the Story

[...] I scream as another orgasm rips through me, wetter and wilder than the first. My cunt gushes around him, soaking his cock, dripping down my thighs.

He doesn’t stop.

He slows again, pulling out almost all the way, teasing me with just the swollen head pushing back in, shallow strokes that keep me trembling on the edge. Then, without warning, he slams in—hard, brutal, relentless. The sudden violence knocks the air out of me, the wet slap of his hips against my ass obscene and loud.

“Fuck!” I scream, clawing at the sheets.

His hand leaves my clit, comes down hard on my ass with a crack that echoes off the walls. The sting sears through me, mixing with the stretch of his cock, and I cry out, half in pain, half in ecstasy. He spanks me again, and again, each smack perfectly timed with his brutal thrusts.

The rhythm is savage now—cock slamming, hand spanking, my body jarring forward with every blow. My breasts bounce and sway, my nipples raw from rubbing against the bedspread. My pussy is gushing, noisy, squelching around him. The room smells of sweat, sex, and my arousal, thick enough to choke on.

I force myself to look at David again. He’s stroking faster now, his mouth open, his face twisted in something between agony and awe. His eyes never leave the place where Ryan’s cock is splitting me open.

“Yes!” I scream. “Look at me, David! Look at your wife getting wrecked! His cock is so much bigger than yours! He’s spanking me, fucking me harder than you ever could!”

David groans, his hand pumping his cock faster, precum glistening on his fist. The sound of his ragged breath fuels me, makes me tighten around Ryan even harder.

Ryan snarls, grabbing my hips and pulling me back into him, driving even deeper. “That’s it. Tell him. Tell him what my cock does to you.”

“It destroys me!” I sob, the words pouring out unfiltered. “Oh god, it destroys me! I love it, David, I love his big cock more than yours, I love being his whore while you watch!”

Another orgasm hits me, this one is raw, vicious, clawing its way through me until I convulse, my scream echoing off the walls. My pussy floods, soaking us both, squirting around his cock in a messy gush that splatters the sheets.

Ryan slows again, tormenting me with languid thrusts, fingering my clit until I’m sobbing, shaking, begging. Then he slams back into me, spanking harder, forcing me into another climax before the last has even finished. [...]
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It’s one of those humid summer nights that feels like a hot steam on your bare skin. David’s outside at the grill, already a few beers deep, laughing with the neighbors, tossing out dad jokes.

And me?

I’m inside, the green linen dress I threw on is clinging to me in ways that feel almost sinful, damp down my spine, hugging under my breasts, sticking to the curve of my hips. With the doors open to the backyard, the heat won’t leave me alone, even inside. It wraps around me, heavy and slow, making my pulse beat in places David never pays attention to anymore.

I can hear the men outside through the open doors, their laughter, the scrape of chairs, the low rumble of voices. I lift the wine glass to my lips, watching them from the shadows of the kitchen, the soft porch light spilling over their shoulders.

David hasn’t noticed me all evening.

But the others?

Oh... they see me just fine.

And the heat isn’t the only thing making my dress stick to my skin.

The doorbell rings.

When I open it, Ryan and Maya are standing there. She’s perfect as always, polished, white suit gleaming. He’s carrying a six-pack, his blue eyes locking onto me like he’s already undressing me on the porch.

I paste on my hostess smile. Maya air-kisses my cheek, her perfume sharp and citrusy. Ryan doesn’t kiss, doesn’t hug—just stares. His gaze lingers a beat too long on my collarbone before he follows me inside.

In the kitchen, Maya makes polite chatter about the painting on the wall, but Ryan drifts closer, close enough that the heat radiating from his arm grazes mine. “You throw a good party,” he says, voice low, meant only for me. “Funny, since you hate them so much.”

I nearly choke on my sip of wine. “That obvious?”

“Only to someone paying attention.” His eyes burn into me, waiting, daring.

“You coming out, hon?” David yells.

I hold up the cheese plate like a shield. “I need to take this out. Can you help with the wine?”

Ryan smiles, slow and private, like we’ve just agreed to something. He takes four bottles of wine, two into each of his huge hands. 

Outside, the patio hums with chatter and clinking glasses. David is king of the grill, beaming as Ryan’s wife, Maya, laughs at his jokes, but Ryan finds his way back to me. We stand side by side at the edge of the yard, half in shadow. He tilts his beer toward the group.

“They buy it,” he says.

“What?”

“That this is what you want.” His gaze slides down me again, unapologetic. “I don’t buy it.”

My breath catches. For a second, I forget David’s only twenty feet away, flipping sausages, laughing with our neighbors.

Ryan leans in, just enough that his breath brushes my ear. “You look like a woman waiting for someone to notice how badly she needs it.”

A shiver runs through me, settling between my thighs. I shouldn’t answer, but I do. “Maybe I am.”

His knuckles graze the small of my back, so quick it could’ve been nothing... but it isn’t. It’s everything. My skin flares where he touched me.

Across the patio, David throws me a grin, apron stained, face flushed with beer. He doesn’t see. He never sees. Or maybe he does—and maybe that’s the point.

The neighbors start drifting home, cooler bags in tow, kids whining about bedtime. Maya disappears inside with David to help carry dishes, her laugh sharp as glass through the kitchen window.

That leaves Ryan and me in the damp night air, a mosquito buzzing somewhere near my ear, the lawn chairs abandoned and skewed. He lingers on the back step, bottle sweating in his hand.

His eyes pin me where I stand. Heavy, deliberate. A question. A promise.

“Good night,” he says finally, voice thick with things unsaid.

“Welcome,” I say.

Ryan’s gaze drags down my dress, lingering at my waist, my hem, before snapping back to my face. I let him look. God help me, I want him to.

Maya is brisk, all polite commentary about the new brass light fixture. I smile, tell her it’s David’s project. She nods. Ryan rails after her, one hand grazing the small of her back. He winks at me over her shoulder, quick enough that I might’ve imagined it.

The party ticks along. Wine glasses fill, kids melt down, neighbors peel away. Maya excuses herself to the guest room, murmuring about a migraine. Suddenly it’s quieter, emptier. David and Ryan head out to the porch with beers, and I follow with a tray of snacks.

David holds court, spinning stories with his whole body. Ryan listens politely, but his eyes keep slipping to me. I feel them, heavy as hands. His huge hands.

David drains his bottle and ducks inside for another round. That leaves me and Ryan in the thick, buzzing summer night.

He leans back, arms folded, looking like he owns my patio. “Nice crowd tonight,” he says.

“You make it look easy.”

His voice dips, and this time he doesn’t bother with subtlety. His gaze drags over me slowly, settling right on my chest like it’s the only thing in the room worth studying.

And with the way my dress is fighting to contain me tonight, my heavy tits rising with every breath... I can hardly blame him.

He doesn’t even try to look away.

If anything, he leans in to take a peek down my cleavage.

“But I know better,” he adds, eyes flicking up just long enough to meet mine before dropping right back down to where he clearly wants them.

My throat goes dry. A little pulse beats under the fabric he can’t stop staring at.

“Do you?” I ask.

He rolls his bottle between his palms, light catching on the glass. “You ever think about just getting in your car and driving until all this—” his gesture takes in the yard, the house, the folding chairs—“is far behind you?”

I should laugh it off. Instead, my pulse stammers. “And then what?”

His smile is slow, intimate. “Then you remember what it’s like to be wanted.”

The words hit low in my belly. I glance toward the sliding door, half-expecting David. Nothing. Just the kitchen light glowing, empty.

Ryan tops off my wine, fingers brushing mine on the glass.

“You feel it too,” he says. “Don’t lie.”

I hold his gaze. “I don’t know what you mean.” But the wet heat between my thighs tells on me.

The door bangs open, David’s back, arms full of bottles, cheeks flushed. Ryan sits back, easy grin in place, like nothing passed between us. David cracks jokes, pours whiskey.

“I’ll grab more ice,” David says when the ice bucket is empty. “You two good?”

I nod. “Yeah.”

He disappears inside, the screen door snapping shut.

And then Ryan moves. His knee brushes mine under the table, his hand finding my bare skin just above the hem of my dress.

“You sure?” he asks. “Because if you’re not, I’ll stop.”

I should say no. I should. Instead, I lean in and whisper, “You can go higher...”

His smile is wicked and certain. His hand slides higher, and I already know: this night won’t end the way it’s supposed to.

Maya drifts back onto the porch, phone in hand, a faint crease in her perfect brow. “Ryan,” she says softly, “I think the sitter’s texted twice. My head’s pounding. I should probably go.”

I should move my legs, I should put distance between us, but I can’t. Ryan’s hand is still under the table, still under my skirt. His fingers stroke higher, brushing the damp cotton clinging to me. Every nerve in my body is on fire.

He looks up at his wife, his voice even. “You want me to drive you?”

She shakes her head. “I’ll call a car. It’s fine. Just... don’t stay too late.” She leans down to kiss his cheek, and I nearly choke on the thrill of it—her lips touching him while his fingers tease me through soaked fabric. My thighs tremble, every muscle screaming to spread wider, to let him inside.

“Alright,” Ryan says, giving her knee a reassuring squeeze with his other hand. He’s so calm, so practiced. Like, this is all completely normal. My chest rises and falls too fast, and I pray Maya doesn’t notice.

She straightens and gives me a polite smile. “Thank you again, Hannah. Lovely evening.”

“Of course,” I manage.

When the front door closes behind her, Ryan slides his hand up my thighs and then I feel his
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