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  Chapter one
Morning Secrets


I woke to the rumble of Derek's truck engine turning over in the driveway. The clock on my nightstand read 8:47 AM. I lay motionless, staring at the ceiling, listening to the sound fade as he backed out and drove away. 
Yesterday flooded back—the back cab of the truck parked in the woods, the lake outside the window catching the last rays of sunset while Derek pounded into me from behind. The leather seat creaked beneath us, his hands gripping my hips so hard I probably had bruises on them.
And later, the Kroger parking lot on our way home. Nearly empty at ten-thirty on Thanksgiving night. Derek had pulled over suddenly and kissed me desperately.
"I love you, Maddie. I love you so much."
That was what twisted the knife. Not the sex—the sex was the good part. It was just physical. Something I could compartmentalize. But the way he looked at me when he said those words, his eyes searching mine for something I wasn't sure I felt back.
I did want him. Craved him, even. The ache between my legs this morning proved that. But love? The forever kind, the build-a-life together kind?
I did love him. But I didn't love-love him. I wasn't imagining a future with him, planning how we'd make this work, picturing us years from now.
So why the hell was I doing this?
The thrill, maybe. The danger of it. The way it felt like getting back at my mother for every missed recital, every forgotten birthday dinner, every time she chose work over me.
Or maybe it was simpler than that. Maybe I was just eighteen with hormones screaming through my body, and Derek was hung like a goddamn stallion and knew exactly what to do with it.
"Fuck," I whispered to the empty room.
The guilt settled into my chest again, heavier this time. Every time we did this, it followed the same pattern—euphoric pleasure, then crushing shame. Was it worth it? Each time with Derek was incredible, transcendent even, until the guilt returned and made me feel like the worst person alive.
Coffee. I smelled coffee drifting up from downstairs. Mom must be working from home, though I didn't fool myself into thinking she was actually taking the day after Thanksgiving off. She didn't do days off.
I pulled on my robe and made my way down. As I descended the stairs, I heard her voice in the kitchen. On the phone, naturally. Probably berating some poor employee on what should be a holiday.
But her voice sounded different. Soft. Almost sweet.
I froze on the landing.
"Baby, I'll see you tonight. I swear, but I need to spend a little time with my daughter. She's in town from college."
Silence as whoever was on the other end responded.
"Yeah, last night was amazing. And tonight will be even better."
My hand gripped the banister.
"I just have to come up with some excuse to get out of here later."
Another pause.
"Oh god, now I'm not even sure he's having an affair. It sounds like it might be some misunderstanding over a job of his. I'm trying to get Maddie to help me figure it out, but she's being cagey about the whole thing. I think she knows more than she's letting on."
Ice flooded my veins.
"Okay, I've got to go, but send me the address. Until later, my love."
My love.
So she was cheating on him. But with who? Marcus, probably—the polished VP with the corner office and the expensive cologne. The one Derek had mentioned at dinner weeks ago, the one who made him feel small.
And just like that, the guilt evaporated.
I finished my descent and walked into the kitchen. Mom stood at the counter cracking eggs into a bowl, her back to me, silk blouse perfectly pressed despite the early hour.
"Well, there you are, sleepyhead." She turned, smile bright and false. "You and Derek got home late last night from Grandma Shirley's. Did you have a good time?"
The guilt tried to creep back in, but I shoved it down.
Yeah, we had a great time. Especially on the way there, when I let your husband fuck me in the back of his truck.
"It was fine," I said instead. 
"Oh, wonderful." I knew she didn't care one way or the other, as she whipped the eggs with quick, sharp strokes. "Listen, honey, I know you think Derek isn't cheating on me, but I still have my suspicions. Let me know if you see or hear anything suspicious, okay?"
Like overhearing him on the phone with his lover planning to get together later tonight? Skank.
"Sure, Mom."
"It might be important."
That caught my attention. I sat down at the kitchen island. "Why would it be important for both of us?"
Mom poured the eggs into a hot pan and added cheese. "Because I might be filing for divorce." She paused, the spatula hovering. "Actually, honey, I am going to file for divorce. And I make a lot more money than he does. I don't want anything from him, but if I can prove he's cheating on me, then I'll have something to fight with if he contests it or wants alimony or something like that."
I sat in stunned silence. She wanted him to be cheating on her. She hoped he was. That way she could walk away clean, conscience clear, with her lover waiting in the wings.
Then she got even more serious, leaning across the counter toward me. "This is important for you too, dear."
"How's that?" My voice came out flat.
"If something were to happen to me, you would get everything I have. So you don't want him taking half, do you?"
That gave me pause. I'd never thought about my mother's money, about what would happen to it. She was only forty-two—death felt abstract, impossible.
But how much was she worth? A million? More?
I sat there, frozen, not knowing what to say or even think. The eggs firmed up in the pan. I jumped as two pieces of bread jumped up from the toaster.
Mom patted my arm, her touch brief and businesslike. "I know I just threw a lot at you. But it goes without saying—don't mention any of this to him. And keep your eyes and ears open."
I stared at my hands, at the place where her fingers had rested on my skin.
Keep your eyes and ears open.
The guilt was gone now. Completely, utterly gone. But whose side was I on?
* * *
While we ate, her phone dinged on the counter. She glanced at it but didn't pick it up. Must have been her mystery man sending her the address of their rendezvous.
I swallowed my last mouthful of toast. "I'll do the dishes."
She looked surprised, as I rarely volunteered for anything domestic. "That's sweet of you, honey. I'm going to head upstairs and shower." She stood, smoothing her robe. "I have a conference call at ten."
Of course, you do.
I waited until I heard the water running upstairs, then grabbed her phone.
Locked, naturally. I tried her birthday first—nothing. Then mine. Still locked. What number would matter to her? Our old street address, maybe—she'd loved that house before Derek convinced her we needed something bigger, something further out. I punched in the digits.
Nope.
I stared at the screen, mind racing. Then I remembered that ridiculous TV show she loved watching reruns of, the one she called "a guilty pleasure." Beverly Hills 90210.
I typed in 90210.
The phone unlocked.
The water shut off upstairs.
Shit.
I couldn't open the message—she'd see it had been read—but the preview was visible. A text from a number with no name attached, just the first line showing:
2847 Wilcox Road—
I hoped there weren't too many Wilcox Roads.
I set the phone down exactly where she'd left it and grabbed my own, fingers flying over the screen as I typed the address. A location popped up immediately.
Club Paradise.
I'd never heard of it. I clicked through to the website and my eyes went wide.
A swinger's club.
My mother. My buttoned-up, corporate VP, always-in-control mother was going to a swingers' club.
They were hosting a special After-Thanksgiving party tonight. The photos showed an upscale interior—all dark wood and velvet, nothing seedy or cheap about it. This wasn't some back-alley place.
I scrolled through the rules and requirements. Twenty-one and over. Couples only, and there was a $250 cover charge — except single women got in free. 
I had to know who this guy was. Had to see for myself this secret life of hers.
But how the hell was I supposed to get in?
I heard footsteps overhead. Mom moving around her bedroom.
Then I remembered—Rebecca's older brother, Josh. He'd made her a fake ID sophomore year, back when we were still close. He'd offered to make me one too, but I'd been too scared, too worried about getting caught.
Rebecca and I hadn't talked since graduation. We'd been good friends once, but college and distance had a way of killing high school friendships. She probably thought I'd forgotten about her.
I pulled up her number before I could overthink it.
She answered on the third ring. "Maddie Harrison. Haven't heard from you in forever."
Not angry, at least. Just surprised.
"I know, I'm sorry. I want to catch up, I really do, but I have kind of an emergency situation." I heard myself talking too fast. "I need a fake ID. Like, by tonight. Does Josh still make them?"
A pause. Then: "Jesus, Maddie. What's the rush?"
"I just—I need to get into somewhere, and it's important. Please."
Another pause, longer this time. Then she sighed. "I don't know if he's still doing that, honestly. But here's his number."
She rattled off the digits and I typed them in with shaking fingers.
"Thanks, Becca. Seriously."
"Yeah, well. Don't get arrested. And call me sometime, okay?"
"I will. I promise."
I hung up and immediately dialed Josh's number.
"Hello?"
"Josh? It's Maddie. Maddie Harrison. Rebecca's friend from—"
"I know who you are, Maddie." His voice warmed considerably. "Wow. Uh, hi. What's up?"
"I need a favor. A big one."
The warmth cooled slightly. "Of course you do."
I forced enthusiasm into my voice, guilt twisting in my stomach. Josh had always had a crush on me—harmless, puppy-dog devotion I'd never encouraged but never entirely shut down either. "I'd love to see you anyway, though. Catch up. It's been forever."
"Uh-huh." He didn't sound convinced. "What do you need?"
"A fake ID. By tonight."
"Jesus, Maddie. I'm not—look, I stopped doing those after graduation. Too risky. And the technology is pretty advanced now with holograms and stuff."
"Please. I wouldn't ask if it wasn't important."
Silence. I held my breath.
"Well, I know a guy," he said finally. "I could take you over there when I get off work."
"Great. You're a lifesaver. What time do you get off work?"
"Two. Can you pick me up at the Home Depot on Piedmont? My car is in the shop."
"I'll see you then. Thank you so much, Josh."
I hung up and stared at my phone, adrenaline coursing through me.
Tonight. I'd be at Club Paradise. I'd see exactly who—or what—my mother was risking everything for.






  
  Chapter two
Trap-giving


The wig shop smelled like synthetic fiber and lavender air freshener. I stood in front of a wall of heads, each topped with different styles and colors, their vacant eyes staring past me. 
"Can I help you find something?" The woman behind the counter was maybe sixty, with purple reading glasses hanging from a beaded chain.
"I need something completely different from what I've got." I gestured at my blonde curls. "Dark. Straight. Something that changes how I look."
She studied me for a moment, then moved to a section in the back. "How different are we talking?"
"Very."
She pulled down a sleek black bob with heavy bangs that swept across the forehead. "This would cover most of your face. The bangs help hide your features."
I took it, feeling the smooth synthetic strands slip through my fingers. It felt nothing like real hair, but from a distance, no one would know.
In the dressing room, I tucked my curls up and pulled the wig on, adjusting it until it sat naturally. The transformation was startling—the dark hair and severe bangs made my eyes look larger, my face sharper. I barely recognized myself.
"Perfect," I said, emerging from the dressing room.
At the register, I spotted a display of cheap glasses. I tried on a pair with large round lenses that sat low on my nose. They changed the entire shape of my face.
"These too," I said.
* * *
I pulled into the Home Depot parking lot at 1:58 PM. Josh was waiting near the entrance, hands shoved in his pockets against the November chill.
When he climbed into the passenger seat, I did a double-take. Josh had been a rail-thin kid with glasses and persistent acne, the type who spent lunch period behind a building smoking pot. The guy sliding into my car was maybe twenty pounds heavier—all muscle—with clear skin and a fade haircut that actually worked for him.
"Hey, Maddie." His smile was different too. Confident.
"Josh. Wow. You look—"
"Different?" He laughed, buckling his seatbelt. "Yeah. Been trying to bulk up."
But as he turned to look at me, I saw the same expression I remembered from high school—that slightly awed look he'd get whenever I talked to him. Like he couldn't quite believe I was real.
"Thanks for the ride," he said. "My car's been in the shop for a week. Transmission issues."
"It's the least I can do. Seriously, thank you for helping me with this."
He shifted in his seat. "I should be clear—I stopped making IDs after graduation. Too risky once you're eighteen, you know? But I know a guy. In fact, I used to make IDs for him and his crew. When I stopped, I taught him how. I hear he's upgraded all his equipment too. The technology is crazy now—holograms, microprinting, UV features. Not like the laminated cards I made in my garage."
"As long as it works."
"It will. Jamal's good." Josh paused. "Really good."
Something in his tone made me glance over. "But?"
"Well... Jamal's cool, but he can be a little scary. That's all."
I pulled out of the parking lot, following Josh's directions south. "How scary are we talking?"
"Let's just say him and his crew are into things beyond fake IDs."
We drove south of Atlanta, into neighborhoods I'd always avoided. Boarded-up storefronts. Chain-link fences topped with barbed wire. Groups of men on corners who watched us pass with watchful eyes.
"Turn left here," Josh said quietly.
My hands tightened on the wheel. "Josh—is this safe?"
"Not really, but he's the only guy I know who makes IDs. So, it's up to you. How bad do you need it?"
We pulled up in front of a house that looked like every cop show cliché—peeling paint, overgrown lawn, windows covered with sheets instead of curtains. A trap house, I realized. This was an actual trap house.
"Maddie, maybe we should—" But I was already out of the car.
Josh got out of the car and headed up the cracked concrete steps to a door with three deadbolts. Josh knocked in a specific pattern—two quick, one slow, two quick.
The door opened. A guy in a wife-beater and sagging jeans looked us over. I caught the outline of a gun tucked into his waistband, the grip visible against his stomach.
"Josh. Been a minute."
"Hey, Marion. This is Maddie. She needs an ID."
Marion's eyes traveled over me slowly. Not threatening exactly, but assessing. Calculating if I was trouble or not.
"Come on in," he said, licking his lips.
We followed him into a dim hallway that smelled like weed and something chemical. The living room opened up before us—surprisingly clean, with a decent couch and a massive flat-screen TV mounted on the wall.
There was a guy on the couch who was easily three hundred pounds, his stomach spilling over his lap. Marion sat next to him, pulling the gun from his waistband and setting it on the coffee table next to another identical weapon. He picked up an Xbox controller and focused on the screen.
"Jamal!" Marion called toward the back of the house. "You got customers!"
Heavy footsteps approached. Then he appeared.
Jamal was shirtless, his dark skin covered in intricate tattoos that sprawled across his chest, neck, and arms—geometric patterns, script I couldn't read, a portrait of someone who might have been a dead friend. He wore black jeans that hung low on his hips and heavy boots. His face was sharp and angular, with a sharp jawline and eyes that seemed to see straight through you.
He was attractive underneath all the tats. Dangerous and handsome.
"Josh." Jamal's voice was deep, with a slight Southern drawl. "What brings you back?"
"My friend here needs an ID." Josh gestured to me. "This is Maddie."
Jamal's gaze moved to me, traveling from my face down to my feet and back up. Not crude, exactly, but thorough. The way he looked at me made heat pool low in my stomach even as my brain screamed that this was a bad idea and that I should not be here.
"I can do that." He crossed his arms, muscles flexing. I spotted circular scars on his torso—bullet wounds, I realized with a jolt. "Need to take your picture, get your info. Give me a week and I'll have it ready."
"No." The word came out too demanding. "I need it tonight."
Jamal blinked. Then he laughed—a rich, deep sound. "Tonight? Girl, you're crazy. That's impossible. I don't have time for this." He gestured toward the door. "Y'all should go."
I started to turn, disappointed. I'd come all this way, worked myself up to do this, and—
No. I couldn't leave empty-handed.
I turned back. "Please. Is there any way you can do it? I'm willing to pay." I dug in my purse, pulling out five twenties. "I brought a hundred dollars."
The room erupted in laughter. Marion and his friends cracked up on the couch. Even Jamal smiled, showing gold fronts on his teeth.
I saw Josh's head drop, his shoulders slumping.
"What's so funny?" My face burned.
"Maddie." Josh's voice was pained. "I should have told you. It's at least three hundred. For a normal timeframe."
Panic hit me. "I don't have that kind of money."
"And you want it tonight." Jamal shook his head. "That's a rush job, sweetheart. Way more expensive."
"Fuck." I felt tears prickling behind my eyes. "Is there any way I could pay you later?"
More laughter from the couch.
But Jamal wasn't laughing anymore. He looked at me with an expression I couldn't quite read. He stepped closer.
"You know..." He dragged the words out slowly. "I might could do this for you. As a favor."
The air in the room changed. Got heavier.
"If you do me a favor first."
Oh.
Oh.
I understood what he was suggesting. The implication hit me square in the chest, and I struggled to take in a breath. This stranger, this criminal wanted me to—. Every self-preservation instinct I had screamed at me to run.
But beneath the fear, something else stirred. Curiosity. Excitement. The same reckless impulse that had led me to sleep with my stepfather, to watch Mr. Whitmore jerk off, to have sex with my roommate while Mrs. Whitmore directed us.
"What would I need to do?" My voice came out barely above a whisper.
"Maddie, don't." Josh stepped forward, his face pale. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have brought you here."
Something defiant flared in my chest. "I asked you to bring me here. I can make my own decisions."
Jamal's voice cut through the room like a blade. "Josh. Sit the fuck down on that couch. The little lady can make up her own mind about what she's willing to do."
Adrenaline shot through me. The way Jamal spoke to Josh. He was dangerous. Every pair of eyes in the room focused on me—Marion and his friend leaned forward. Jamal was standing close enough that I could smell his cologne mixed with his unique masculine scent.
"If I want to stop," I said, "you'll stop? Right?"
Jamal smiled, gold glinting. "Of course." His voice softened. "I'm not gonna force you to do shit."
For some reason, I believed him.
He approached, towering over me. He had to be at least six feet to my five-four. His hand reached out, fingers catching my chin and tilting my face up to meet his gaze.
"Look," he said quietly, "I can make you your ID, and you can come back next week. But it'll be three hundred. Why don't you just do that? I'm not trying to take advantage of you. You don't wanna fuck with the likes of me."
He paused, his thumb brushing my lower lip.
"But if you do stay, I promise you can leave anytime."
I looked into his dark eyes and saw he meant it. At least in this moment, I was free to walk away.
My gaze dropped to his chest, to the tattoos covering every inch of skin. To the round scars that marked him as someone who'd survived violence I couldn't imagine. Fear and excitement and arousal flooded through me in equal measure.
I'd never thought of myself as particularly adventurous. But in the last month, I'd crossed so many lines—Derek and the Whitmores. And I hadn't regretted any of it.
This was different, though. More dangerous. This could go wrong in so many ways.
I felt like I was floating above my body, watching from a distance as my right hand extended toward the bulge in his black jeans. My palm pressed against him through the denim, feeling him grow harder under my touch.
"That's a good girl." His voice was rough. "You like living on the edge, don't you?"
I looked up into his eyes again. "Yeah. I think I do."
He smiled. "Then take it out."
"Maddie, no." Josh's voice cracked.
Jamal turned his head sharply. "I'm not going to tell you again, motherfucker."
Josh sank back onto the couch.
"Do you have a bedroom we can go to?" I heard myself ask.
Jamal smiled down at me. "No beds here, baby girl."
Another rush of adrenaline. He wanted to do it here. In the living room. With his friends and Josh watching.
This should have been where I stopped. Where I ran.
Instead, my hands reached for his belt buckle.
The metal was warm under my fingers as I worked it open. Button next, then the zipper—sliding it down slowly while my lips found his chest, kissing the ink-covered skin. He tasted like salt and something faintly sweet.
I dropped to my knees on the worn carpet. 
When I pulled him free, I couldn't help the words that escaped my mouth. "Holy crap." He was long and curved, already half-hard and growing harder as I wrapped my hand around him. The head was a slightly lighter brown than the thick shaft, which was also tattooed.
I took him into my mouth, stretching wide to accommodate his size. My other hand reached under and found his balls.
"Fuck, that's good." His hand tangled in my hair, guiding me. "That's it, baby. Take your time."
From the couch, someone whistled. "Damn, white girl can suck dick."
My face burned. I had forgotten there were people watching. But I didn't stop.
I glanced over and saw Marion and his friend with their hands in their pants, watching us. And Josh, sitting rigid, trying not to look but unable to help himself. The tent in his slacks was obvious.
Jamal repositioned himself, sitting in a loveseat opposite the couch. He stroked himself lazily, his eyes locked on mine.
"Strip."
I stood on shaky legs and pulled my sweater over my head. Then my bra, letting it fall to the floor. My jeans and underwear followed.
Goosebumps rose across my breasts, my nipples tightening into hard peaks. I could feel wetness building between my legs, slick and hot, my body betraying just how turned on I was by this fucked-up situation.
I'd never stripped for a guy before. Much less four.
Jamal's eyes roamed over me, dark and hungry. "Touch yourself."
My hand drifted down between my legs. I was soaked, my fingers sliding easily through my folds.
"Now let Josh taste how much you want me."
It wasn't a request. It was a demand.
I crossed to Josh, extending my glistening fingers toward his face. He tried to look away, jaw clenched, but when I pressed them against his lips, they parted. His tongue swept across my digits, tasting me, and I felt him shudder.
"Good girl," Jamal said from behind me. "Come here."
He patted the spot next to him on the loveseat.
As I returned to Jamal, I saw Josh finally give in, his hand disappearing inside his pants. Marion and his friend had already unzipped, pulling their cocks out to stroke openly while they watched Jamal and me.
I sat, and he slid onto the floor between my legs. His hands spread me wide, exposing me to the room.
His lips kissed along my inner thigh—soft, teasing touches that made me squirm. Then his mouth found my clit, and I cried out.
His tongue worked expertly, finding every sensitive spot. One hand came up to play with my breast, pinching my nipples while his other hand slid two fingers inside me. The dual stimulation made my head fall back against the cushions.
"Oh god," I moaned.
I could hear the guys on the couch stroking themselves faster. I knew their eyes were glued to the sight of Jamal between my legs. My friend's brother jerking off to me getting my pussy licked by a drug-dealing gangster.
Jamal's fingers curled inside me, hitting that spot. Stars exploded behind my eyes. His tongue circled my clit as I came apart, crying out as my orgasm crashed through me.
"You ready for my cock?" His voice was rough.
"Yes." The word came from somewhere distant, like I was in a cavern listening to myself speak.
He found his pants on the floor, reaching into the front pocket to pull out a condom. I watched as he rolled it on, the thin latex stretching over his intimidating length.
His hands gripped my hips, pulling me forcefully toward him. He positioned himself between my legs, coating the head of his cock with my wetness before pushing inside.
The stretch was almost too much.
"Breathe, baby girl." He moved slowly, letting me adjust. "That's it."
When he was fully seated, he began to move. Deep, powerful thrusts that made me gasp with each one. His hands gripped my thighs, holding me in place as he fucked me.
He lifted me, standing with my legs wrapped around his waist. He bounced me on his cock, using his strength to move me up and down. He was so strong. He turned, giving his friends and Josh a clear view of his cock disappearing into me.
"Look at that tight little pussy taking all of me," he said to them.
Someone groaned from the couch.
Jamal bent me over the coffee table, my arm resting between the two guns. Seeing them there—the reminder of how dangerous these men were—sent a fresh wave of arousal through me.
A knock at the door.
Jamal slowed his thrusts for just a second. "Marion. Get that."
I listened to footsteps, the door opening and closing. Two sets of footsteps returning.
Marion came around the corner with another guy—this one in a red hoodie. The new guy stopped, took in the scene, and burst out laughing.
"Holy fuck! Jamal, you gettin' some, aren't you?"
He high-fived Jamal, who began fucking me even harder. The new guy settled on the couch, unzipping his jeans.
Five men now. Four watching me, stroking themselves, while Jamal used me from behind.
The thought pushed me over the edge. I began to moan, unable to hold back.
"Damn, she's about to cum," the new guy said.
Jamal slapped my ass. The sting rippled through me, triggering my orgasm. I came harder than I ever had, my whole body shaking with the force of it.
Suddenly, Jamal pulled out. I heard the snap of latex, then felt warm cum splash across my back.
From the couch, four groans in quick succession. I looked up to see them all finishing, making messes of their shirts and hands.
Jamal opened a backpack next to the table, pulling out a pack of wet wipes. He threw them at Josh.
"Clean up your girl, white boy."
* * *
An hour later, we were back in my car. I had my ID—Madison Torres, born March 15, 2003, making me twenty-one.
"Maddie, I'm so sorry." Josh's voice was thick with guilt. "I should never have brought you there. That was—I don't know what I was thinking."
"Josh." I kept my eyes on the road. "I got us into this. I made the choice to do what I did."
"Still—"
He fell silent.
As we left the neighborhood behind, I thought about Jamal’s parting words: “Why don’t you come back sometime? Me and my boys could show you an even better time.”
A shiver ran through me.
Not because I was horrified by the idea.
But because I thought I might actually do it.






  
  Chapter three
One Night in Paradise


I waited in my room until I heard the garage door open and close—Mom leaving for her "evening out." 
The moment her taillights disappeared down the street, I pulled out the wig.
The black bob slid over my blonde curls, the heavy bangs hitting just above my eyebrows. I adjusted the large round glasses and studied myself in the mirror. Earlier, I'd stopped at Target and bought a simple black dress—nothing like my usual style. Form-fitting but conservative. The kind of thing a young professional might wear to a cocktail party.
I held up the fake ID next to my reflection.
Madison Torres stared back at me from the plastic card. Same sharp jawline. Same slight tilt to the chin. I turned my head left, then right.
I wouldn't recognize myself from across a room.
Perfect.
I grabbed my purse and rushed downstairs, checking my phone. Derek would be home from the job site any minute. I couldn't risk him seeing me like this, asking questions I couldn't answer.
My car started on the first try. I backed out of the driveway and connected my Bluetooth as I pulled onto the main road.
The address for Club Paradise was already programmed into my GPS. Forty-three minutes southwest.
The route took me past the exit for Jamal's neighborhood. My fingers tightened on the steering wheel as I passed it. I'd been thinking about that trap house all afternoon—his invitation.
Come back sometime.
I forced my eyes forward.
Not tonight. Tonight I had a mystery to solve.
* * *
The industrial district looked like every other industrial district at night—mostly empty parking lots in front of dimly lit warehouses. Until I turned the final corner and everything changed.
Golden light spilled across asphalt. A red carpet stretched from curb to entrance. The parking lot looked like a luxury car dealership—Ferraris, Porsches, at least a dozen Mercedes with their three-pointed stars gleaming under the lights.
I pulled my beat-up Honda Civic up to the front, suddenly conscious of the rust spot on the rear quarter panel.
A valet in a crisp red vest approached. His eyes flicked from my car to me, then back to the car. The corner of his mouth twitched—not quite a smirk, but close.
"Evening, miss." Professional. About my age.
"I'm fine parking myself." 
"No need, miss. We'll take care of it."
I stepped out of the car, took the ticket, and headed toward the entrance.
The lobby was dark wood and crystal. A man behind a sleek desk looked up as I approached, his smile welcoming.
"Good evening. First time at Paradise?"
My heart hammered. I slid Madison Torres's ID across the counter, praying the dim lighting would hide any flaws in Jamal's work.
He barely glanced at it. "Wonderful. Well, Miss Torres, welcome. Have you been here before?"
I shook my head no.
"Single ladies get in free. Let me give you the quick tour." He gestured toward an archway where music pulsed. "That's the main area—bar, dancing, general socializing. Clothing is optional, but most people stay dressed up front." He pointed to another hallway. "Back there, past the locker room, is our more... intimate space. Towels only beyond that point."
My stomach flipped.
"Most of our guests are couples," he continued, "but we do allow single men on Friday nights. They can be a bit aggressive, so if anyone doesn't respect your boundaries, find a staff member immediately. Consent is our number one rule."
The words should have been reassuring. Instead, they made my skin prickle.
"We're BYOB, but soft drinks and water are complimentary." He handed back my ID. "Have a wonderful evening."
I nodded and headed toward the music, my legs feeling unsteady.
The main room was pulsing with energy—bodies moving under chandeliers, loud voices competing with the music, the sharp scent of expensive cologne. I found a corner near the bar and pressed my back against the wall, scanning the crowd.
Where are you, Mom? Are you in here, or have you already gone to the back?
I felt eyes on me. Lots of them.
A man in his forties approached, his wedding ring flickering in the light. "Can I buy you a drink?"
"No, thank you." I kept my voice polite but firm.
He lingered. "You sure? You look like you could use one."
"I'm fine."
He walked away, but two more took his place within minutes. I felt like a rabbit surrounded by wolves—predators sizing me up, deciding if I was worth the chase.
Then I saw her.
Mom. Dancing in the center of the floor, her movements loose and uninhibited in a way I'd never seen. She wore a fitted dress that showed off her figure, her hair down instead of pulled back in her usual professional style.
She moved between partners—first a man in a suit, then another woman, then back to the man. But it was when a redhead and a brunette stepped up behind her that I nearly died.
The women’s hands slid around Mom’s waist. Mom leaned back into the brunette, their bodies moving together in a way that left nothing to the imagination. Then Mom turned, wrapping her arms around the redhead’s neck, and they were grinding, mouths inches apart.
Holy shit.
The redhead's hands roamed—Mom's hips, her back, dangerously close to her backside. Then they were kissing, right there on the dance floor, tongues visible even from where I stood.
My mother. Kissing a woman.
"Want to dance?"
I barely heard the question. "What? No. Sorry."
The man shrugged and moved on. I couldn't look away from the dance floor.
So Mom was bisexual. Or maybe this was just... what? 
What the hell is happening?
The song ended. Mom gave the redhead one last lingering kiss before breaking away, heading toward a corner booth. A man sat there, his back to me—short hair, dark suit. All I could see was his profile as Mom slid in next to him.
He didn't look like a Marcus. This man looked older than I had imagined. South American, maybe, with sharp features and bronze skin.
Mom flagged down a waiter and ordered another drink.
Then Pink's "Let's Get This Party Started" blared through the speakers and Mom lit up. She grabbed the man's hand, trying to pull him from the booth. He resisted at first, shaking his head, but she kept tugging until he finally stood with a laugh.
I got my first good look at him.
He was handsome. Probably in his forties, with dark eyes and a confident smile. His suit was tailored perfectly, and when he stepped onto the dance floor with Mom, he had rhythm. He moved like a natural dancer.
Mom pressed against him, her hands sliding up his chest as they moved together. He spun her out, then back in, and she laughed like she didn't have a care in the world.
My mouth went dry.
At the bar, I ordered a Coke. It came in a thin plastic cup—odd for such an upscale place, but I didn't question it.
I spent the next thirty minutes circling the room, trying to stay inconspicuous. I danced with a few guys to keep from standing out, their hands wandering more than I liked. One slid his palm between my legs while I was distracted watching Mom.
I shoved him away and left the dance floor. I tried not to draw any more attention.
Finally, Mom and her mystery man headed toward the back. The hallway marked with a neon sign: NO CLOTHING BEYOND THIS POINT.
I waited. Fifteen minutes. Giving them enough time to get changed and exit the changing area.
The locker room was chaos—bodies in various states of undress, laughter echoing off tile walls. I found an empty section and opened a locker, my hands shaking as I pulled off the black dress.
Around me, couples stripped casually, comfortable in their skin. A woman across from me shed her bra without hesitation. Two men nearby laughed about something, completely naked, their towels still folded on the bench.
I fumbled with my bra clasp, finally unhooking it and shoving it into the locker. Then my underwear. I grabbed the towel and wrapped it around myself as fast as possible.
In the corner, an overweight man sat on a bench, his towel tented obscenely over his lap. He was staring directly at me, his expression hungry.
My skin crawled.
I turned away and placed the locker key band around my wrist.
Time to find Mom.
I walked toward the door leading deeper into the club, my bare feet cold against the tile. Most of the people knew to bring their own flip-flops.
I inhaled and pushed through the doors into the unknown.
* * *
The air hit me first—thick with sweat, perfume, and musky masculine scents. Music pulsed through the walls, muffled but insistent. The hallway opened into a larger space, dim except for colored lights that swept across bodies in motion.
I pressed against the wall, letting my eyes adjust.
The lounge sprawled before me—a long bar stretched along one wall, circular booths on the opposite side with a small stage in the center, and a pole. People milled about in towels or nothing at all. Some danced. Others talked in small groups, their naked bodies casual as if this were a backyard barbecue instead of a sex club.
I scanned the room until I found her.
Mom sat at the bar with her mystery man, both perched on tall stools. His towel hung low around his waist, revealing a broad chest covered in dark hair. His pecs were defined, shoulders wide, and his arms looked strong enough to lift a woman without effort. A full beard framed his jaw, giving him a ruggedness I hadn’t noticed on the dance floor.
I understood immediately why Mom was drawn to him.
I watched in shock as Mom lowered her towel, leaving her breasts completely exposed. They weren’t as perky as mine—gravity and time just beginning their work—but she didn’t seem to care. She sat there laughing, touching his arm, completely at ease.
I stood frozen against the wall, my own towel pulled up high enough to cover everything from chest to mid-thigh.
Mom leaned in closer, whispering something that made him grin. Then his hand reached up, casual as anything, and pinched her nipple.
I could almost feel it, like a phantom's touch.
Mom didn't flinch. She smiled at him and slid her hand under his towel.
I knew I should look away, but couldn't.
The opening beats of Beyoncé's "Crazy in Love" blared through the speakers, and Mom jumped off her stool. She grabbed the man's hand, tugging him toward the small stage in the center of the room.
He laughed and shook his head, settling back onto his stool with his drink.
Mom didn't need him.
She climbed onto the stage alone, gripping the pole with both hands. A few people glanced up, curious, as she swayed her hips to the beat. Then she unwrapped her towel and tossed it to her mystery man.
He caught it with a grin, holding it in his lap.
Mom was completely naked.
She spun around the pole, her body moving with a sensual energy I didn't know she possessed. Her breasts swayed with each turn, her thighs gripping the metal as she swung herself around. She threw her head back, laughing, utterly free.
A crowd began to form—men mostly, but a few women too. They circled the stage, watching, reaching up to touch her ankle, her calf, her hip.
She didn't stop them.
I shifted to the side, trying to keep her in view. My throat went dry.
This is my mother. Dancing nude in a room full of strangers.
A man stepped up beside me, close enough that I felt the heat radiating off his body. I glanced over.
He was in his forties, maybe. Average height, average build. He watched Mom dance, but every few seconds, I felt his gaze flick over to me.
I looked down.
His towel was rising.
Then he let it drop.
His cock stood at full attention, modest in size but fully erect. He wrapped his hand around it and began to stroke, his eyes alternating between the two of us.
I found it hard to breathe.
Another man appeared on my other side, taller than the first. He didn't say anything. He just let his towel fall and started stroking himself too, his cock thicker, veined, bobbing slightly with each stroke.
They were both taller than me. I could see them glancing down, their attention divided between the show on stage and my presence beside them.
My pulse quickened.
A hand touched my lower back, warm fingers spreading across my skin. I stiffened but didn't pull away. The hand slid lower, slipping beneath the edge of my towel. Fingers grazed my left cheek, squeezing gently.
I felt myself getting wet.
This is insane. You don't even know these men.
Jamal had been a stranger, but at least I'd known his name. No words. No introduction. Just his hand on my body.
And I liked it.
My skin flushed hot. My breathing quickened. The man on my left kept stroking himself, faster now, his breath audible over the music. The other man's hand slid from my back to my thigh, fingers trailing upward until they reached the edge of my towel.
He didn't ask permission either.
His fingers pushed between my legs, finding my pussy lips slick and swollen. He pressed deeper, his middle finger sliding inside me just enough to coat itself in my arousal.
I bit back a sound.
He pulled his hand away and brought his fingers to his lips, tasting me.
Oh god.
This stranger knew what I tasted like.
The song ended. The crowd around the stage erupted into applause and whistles. Mom laughed, breathing hard, and stepped down from the stage. Her mystery man tossed her towel back to her, and she wrapped it around herself again, tying it at her chest this time.
They left the room together, disappearing through a doorway on the far side.
I pulled away from the two men groping me, ignoring their disappointed groans, and followed.
The hallway beyond the main room was narrower, lined with doors on either side. Some were closed. Others stood ajar, revealing glimpses of what lay inside—bodies tangled on beds, moans echoing into the corridor.
I kept my eyes forward, my towel clutched tightly around me.
The air grew heavier here, thicker with the scent of sex—sweat, arousal, the faint chemical tang of lube. Music still pulsed through the walls, but softer, muffled by the sounds of pleasure.
A couple passed me, both naked, their towels abandoned at some point. The woman's breasts bounced as she walked, her nipples dark and large. The man's cock hung soft between his legs, still glistening from recent use.
I pressed myself against the wall to let them pass.
Another doorway revealed a room with a large bed where three people moved together—a woman on her back, a man between her legs, another man kissing her neck. Their bodies slick with sweat, utterly absorbed in each other.
I watched for a few moments before continuing my journey through this hedonistic wonderland.
At the end of the hall, a larger room opened up—dimly lit, with several beds arranged along the walls. More people here. More bodies.
Some were young and fit, their skin smooth, their muscles defined. A man in his twenties lay on his back while a woman rode him, her breasts small and firm, her stomach flat. Beside them, another couple fucked standing up, the man's hands gripping the woman's hips as he thrust into her from behind.
But most of the people here were older.
A woman in her fifties knelt between a man's legs, her breasts sagging heavily as she sucked his cock. Her skin had spots along her shoulders, age marks scattered across her chest. Her belly had a soft roll that folded slightly as she leaned forward.
But she was beautiful.
The man beneath her looked older too—his chest soft, his stomach rounded. Grey hair covered his body in patches. But his hand tangled in her hair with such tenderness, such obvious affection, that I couldn't look away.
On another bed, a woman with stretch marks across her stomach rode a man whose cock looked enormous compared to his slender frame. She moaned loudly, her hands bracing against his chest as she moved.
Beside them, a man with a beer belly and thinning hair kissed a woman with cellulite dimpling her thighs. Their bodies pressed together without shame, without hesitation.
The human body came in so many variations it was mind-blowing.
And the cocks—god, the cocks.
Some were long and thin, others short and thick. Some curved upward, others bent slightly to the side. Some had veins running along the shaft like rivers on a map, others were smooth as marble. One man's cock was so large it looked almost comical, while another's was so small it barely peeked out from beneath his belly.
But each one was wanted. Each one was touched, sucked, ridden. Each one brought pleasure.
My mother's voice cut through my thoughts.
I turned sharply, spotting her near the far corner of the room. She and her mystery man stood beside a bed, talking quietly. He kissed her neck while his hands roamed her body beneath the towel.
Then he pulled it off her completely, letting it fall to the floor.
Mom smiled and untied his towel too.
His cock sprang free—thick, dark. Not the biggest I'd seen tonight, but substantial.
Mom wrapped her hand around it, stroking slowly, and he groaned into her hair.
I should leave.
I should turn around and walk out before this goes any further.
But I couldn't move.






  
  Chapter four
Deeper into Paradise


I needed air. Space. Anything to stop me from watching what was about to happen. 
I moved quickly down the hall, my bare feet silent on the polished concrete floor. I'd already seen the changing area, the lounge, the row of private rooms, and that group sex area. But Paradise was larger than I'd realized, with corridors branching off in multiple directions.
My curiosity got the better of me, and I headed deeper into the club.
That's when I noticed them.
Four men, all single judging by their lack of partners, had started following me. They maintained a distance of maybe ten feet, whispering to each other as they watched me walk. One had his towel wrapped around his waist. The other two just draped theirs over their shoulders, their cocks visible—one semi-hard, the other fully erect and bouncing with each step.
My skin prickled with awareness. I felt hunted.
I walked faster.
They matched my pace.
The hallway opened into a humid space filled with cedar-scented steam. A sauna. Through the haze, I could make out bodies moving on the benches—two couples tangled together, their moans echoing off the wooden walls. A woman straddled a man while another couple fucked standing against the far wall, her leg hooked around his hip.
I didn't stop. Couldn't stop.
The stalkers behind me grew to five, then six.
The next area surprised me most of all. It was beautiful.
An indoor garden pool area stretched before me, impossibly lush for being inside. Palm fronds cascaded from planters along the walls. The pool itself glowed turquoise, steam rising from its heated surface. Three hot tubs lined one wall, all occupied by couples and groups in various states of intimacy. At the far end, a bar served drinks to naked patrons. And scattered throughout were cabanas with beds, their curtains either drawn for privacy or pulled back to display the activities within.
In the nearest cabana, a Black woman in her early forties reclined on white sheets. Two men attended her—one older, with greying temples and a wedding ring, the other younger, white, with a runner's lean build.
The younger man knelt between her spread thighs, his face buried in her pussy, his shoulders flexing as he worked. The older man—her husband, I assumed—kissed her deeply while his hands cupped her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples.
She was beautiful. Her skin glowed dark against the white sheets, her natural hair cropped close to her head. Her body was real—soft stomach, stretch marks silvering her hips, large breasts that moved with gravity rather than defying it. And the sounds she made, the way her back arched, the genuine pleasure on her face—god, it was mesmerizing.
I stopped walking.
The men behind me stopped too, forming a loose semicircle, their eyes fixed on the scene.
The white guy pulled back from between her legs, his mouth glistening. He looked up at the husband and said something I couldn't hear. The husband nodded.
The man stood, crossed to a bowl on a nearby table, and retrieved a condom from a basket overflowing with them. He rolled it on, his cock hard and substantial, then returned to the bed.
He positioned himself at her entrance and pushed inside.
She cried out—pleasure, not pain—and wrapped her legs around his waist. The husband continued kissing her, his hands still on her breasts, squeezing gently as the other man fucked his wife in long, steady strokes.
The guys around me began touching themselves.
One stroked his cock openly, his breathing heavy. Another had his hand wrapped around himself beneath his towel, the fabric tenting. A third just watched, his erection jutting proudly, pre-cum beading at the tip.
The husband waved one of the men over and she took him in her mouth.
The husband looked up, looking at the crowd gathering. He whispered something in her ear, and she nodded.
The husband stood and walked toward me.
I'd been touching myself. Watching this woman get fucked while her husband watched had made me wet, and my fingers had found my clit without conscious thought. I yanked my hand out from under my towel, my face burning. 
I must've been red as a tomato.
"Hey there," the husband said, his voice warm and Southern. "I'm Frank. You doing okay?"
"I—yes. Sorry, I didn't mean to—"
"Nothing to be sorry about." His smile was genuine, disarming. "My wife noticed you watching. She wanted me to come invite you over."
I blinked. "Invite me over for what?"
His smile widened. "Is this your first night here?"
I nodded.
"Do you like women?"
"I haven't had much experience," I admitted, my voice barely audible over the ambient music and moans.
"No pressure at all," Frank said, his tone reassuring. "But she'd really like to go down on you. Only if you're interested."
I should've thought about it. Weighed the decision. Considered the implications.
But when in Rome, as they say.
"Okay."
Frank's face lit up. "Wonderful. Come on over."
I followed him back to the bed. As we approached, the man fucking his wife pulled out with a grunt, yanked off the condom, and came on her stomach—thick white ropes beautiful against her dark skin.
"Sweetie, this is..."
"Madison," I said automatically, then mentally kicked myself. Wrong name. But the fake ID was in my locker.
"Madison, this is my wife, Angela."
Angela stopped sucking the guy she had in her mouth. He quickly moved between her legs, taking over where the other one had left off. She propped herself up on her elbows, "Hey, baby. Come sit on my face."
My heart started beating in my pussy.
I climbed onto the bed, straddling her head as she positioned herself beneath me. Her hands gripped my thighs, pulling me down, and then her mouth was on me and oh my fucking god.
Angela knew exactly what she was doing.
No one had ever made me feel like that. Not Derek, not Robby, not even Bree. She had tried, but she didn’t have the experience of this woman.
I started by sitting upright, facing the anonymous guy fucking her. He was staring right at me while he thrust into her. Within a minute, my legs were shaking. The tremors traveled up my body, through my spine, radiating out through the top of my head. 
I fell forward, bracing my hands on the mattress on either side of her hips. Her pussy was right there in front of me—swollen and wet, stretched around the stranger's cock as he thrust into her. I could see everything. The way her lips gripped him with each stroke, her juices coating his shaft, the rhythmic push and pull.
A hand settled on my ass, warm and tender.
I glanced back. Frank.
He traced gentle circles over my cheeks, almost soothing, before his fingers dipped lower. One finger slid inside me easily—I was dripping from Angela's attention—and I gasped against his wife's thigh.
Then a second finger joined the first.
Frank worked them in and out while Angela's tongue and lips focused entirely on my clit. My vision blurred. I felt Frank curl his fingers inside me, while Angela sucked hard.
I lowered my mouth to her clit, determined to return the favor. The man fucking her didn't slow down. His stomach occasionally bumped the top of my head, an oddly grounding sensation amid everything else.
Angela moaned against me, the vibrations pushing me closer. I focused on her—tongue flat, then circling, then sucking gently while the stranger's cock continued its relentless rhythm inches from my face.
We came together with me crying out so loudly that I embarrassed myself.
I crawled off her face, dazed, and saw her lips shimmering with my wetness. She pulled me down and kissed me, and I kissed her back, tasting myself on her tongue.
The stranger's moaning caught my attention. He splashed onto Angela's stomach while another waited to take his place between her legs. Another positioned himself at her side, and she wrapped her hand around his throbbing member, stroking him lazily.
As I climbed off the bed, Angela grabbed my hand. "Come back if you want some more, baby."
"I will," I managed. "Thank you."
She smiled at me, "No, thank you."
The mood shifted suddenly. The single guys who'd been watching whispered to each other, then moved as one toward the exit.
Curious, I followed at a distance.
They all seemed to be heading back toward the group sex area—the one I'd fled from just a little while before.
I peeked around the corner, not wanting to run into Mom.
Oh my god. Oh my god. Oh my god.
Mom was in the middle of the room on all fours, her body glistening with sweat and other fluids. A line of men stood behind her, all of them hard, waiting their turn.
Waiting to fuck my mother.
The man currently using her gripped her hips and pounded into her brutally. She moaned, her breasts swaying with each thrust, her head hanging between her shoulders.
I thought I was going to be sick.
This was what she was into? I'd imagined her having sex with her mystery man, maybe another couple joining in. But she was taking pretty much every male in the place.
I turned and practically ran, my bare feet slapping against the floor.
I passed even more men heading toward the room, their excitement palpable. One of them was practically vibrating.
"Is Cat really here tonight?" one asked another.
"Yeah, man. That woman can fuck like all night. I swear I saw her do thirty men one night. She was covered in cum by the end—head to toe."
Oh fuck. I can never unhear that. Fuck, Maddie, why did you come here?
And worse—is that going to be me someday?
In just the last month, I'd fucked my stepfather, let the Whitmores use me, had sex with a drug dealer while his crew watched, and just let a stranger go down on me in front of a crowd of guys jerking off.
All in just the last month.
I certainly couldn't judge Mom.
How long would it be before I was letting a group of men line up to pound away at me?






  
  Chapter five
Revelations


I went to the bar in the main lounge, wishing I drank, so I could scrub my brain clean of what I'd just witnessed. The bar had practically emptied. Probably all the guys were headed to fuck my mom. 
I sat on a barstool at the far end and asked for a Coke.
The bartender—a guy in his thirties with sleeve tattoos—gave me a sympathetic look. "You look like you could use something harder than that."
"I didn't bring anything."
He leaned in conspiratorially. "I could pour you something from someone else's bottle. Someone who wouldn't notice."
"Thanks, but no. I'm fine with the Coke."
"Are you sure about that?" A smooth, strongly accented voice came from behind me. "I'll be glad to share some of my Patrón Extra Añejo with you."
"No, it's okay, rea—" I turned, and my words died on my lips.
Mystery man. Mom's guy.
He must have seen the shock on my face because he held up his hands. "I'm sorry. I'll leave you alone if you want."
"No." I forced myself to breathe normally. I deepened my voice, thinking I might meet him again one day as Maddie. "I was just taking a break."
"Same with me." He gestured to the barstool beside mine. "My girlfriend's..." He coughed. "Well, she's busy for a little while. I get bored just sitting there watching, so I thought I'd come out here and chat with Greg." He pointed to the bartender.
Girlfriend. He called Mom his girlfriend.
He extended his hand. "Sorry for being rude. Roberto Martinez."
I hesitated, my mind blanking. What name was on my fake ID again?
"Madeline Torres."
Roberto gave me a long look, and my pulse spiked. Had Mom shown him pictures? Did he recognize me despite the wig and glasses?
Then he snapped his fingers and smiled. "I knew you looked familiar. I dated a girl who looked just like you when I first came to the States. God, those were the days. But I'm going to guess that you're not her, since you don't look like you're over forty?"
I exhaled slowly, willing my racing heart to calm. I smiled and said, "No, I'm not quite that old." He was charming.
He settled into the chair beside me, signaling Greg for a drink. "Are you sure your girlfriend won't come looking for you?"
Roberto laughed at that—genuinely amused. "No. It'll be a good hour before she wants to take a break."
I couldn't resist. "Break?"
"Oh yeah. She usually goes for at least two rounds when we come out. She just can't get enough." He said it with such casual pride, like he was bragging about her running a marathon.
"Sorry for being so nosy."
"Nonsense. If you can't be honest in a place like this, where can you be?"
I liked his easygoing, upfront style. And he wasn't hard on the eyes either. I could see why Mom liked him.
I was kind of digging him myself.
Maddie, no. Don't you even think about it. You're already sleeping with her husband. You want to fuck her boyfriend too?
"So you're okay with her having sex with all those men?"
He shrugged, accepting his drink from Greg. "Can't really complain. I met her here. I was one of those guys." He took a sip. "When we first started seeing each other, we talked about it. She was honest about what she liked. Normally, it's just the two of us, but once or twice a month, she needs this, and I want her to be happy."
He leaned in closer, lowering his voice. "Can I tell you a little secret?"
"Sure."
"She's married."
I widened my eyes, trying to look shocked. "Really? How long have you been seeing each other?"
"Two years."
FUCK ME STANDING. Two years?
I kept my cool, just repeated it back to him. "Two years."
He nodded, keeping his voice low even though no one else was around to hear. "She's going to divorce her husband, though. I hope we'll be together after that." 
"So, you plan to get married?"
His eyes lit up. "Oh, no. Neither of us is interested in that. We'd have an open relationship, so we would both be free to pursue our own interests."
I just nodded, not trusting myself to speak.
"The funny thing is, she thinks her husband's cheating on her."
This guy liked to talk. I took a sip of my Coke, trying to appear casually interested.
Then he broke my world apart.
"You want to know the really fucked up thing?"
I looked at him, thinking nothing could surprise me anymore. "Tell me."
He leaned in close and whispered in my ear. "He's fucking her daughter."
My heart literally stopped. I couldn't breathe. My face burned—I was sure I'd gone beet red.
She'd just been playing dumb with me. Was she playing dumb right now? Did Roberto know who he was talking to? No, that wouldn't make sense. She wouldn't let me see all this. That would blow a hole in her whole plan.
I sipped my Coke, forcing myself to appear calm. "That's crazy. How does she know that?"
Roberto settled back in his chair. "He and her daughter have always been close, but after he visited her at college, he came back acting weird. She didn't think anything of it at first, but then he started getting out of bed at all times of the night to text someone. She got into his phone and saw their messages."
So she didn't need me to get onto Derek's phone. She probably already had it all backed up somewhere. She just wanted to see what I would do.
So why not confront me?
"What's she going to do about it?"
"She loves her daughter, and she's not even mad at her husband. She just wants out without having to support him. So she's going to confront the two of them and force him to sign a no-fault divorce."
"She's not mad at her daughter? I would be."
He shook his head. "Not really. She's upset about the lying, but the marriage has been over for a long time. She thinks her daughter's always been a Miss Goody Two-Shoes and needs some adventure in her life." He smiled. "She says the girl's probably going to get her heart broken, but that might be good for her. Help her grow up a little."
I looked down, processing this, and noticed Roberto's towel rising. His eyes had dropped to my chest.
My towel had slipped while we'd been talking, exposing my right breast and nipple.
I quickly pulled it up. "Sorry."
"No, I'm sorry." He had the decency to look embarrassed. "Shouldn't stare."
I tried to play it off. "It's okay. We are in a sex club after all."
He laughed. "Oh shit, speaking of—Cat's probably ready for some water. I left her with one, but she's probably gone through it by now." He signaled Greg for a bottle. "It was nice talking to you, Madeline."
As he started to walk away, I called out, "The pool area is pretty nice. Do you ever go out there?"
"No, she hates water."
I already knew that, but I just wanted to check. I was full of stress and wanted to soak in one of the hot tubs, but didn't want to risk Mom coming out there.
Roberto walked away, and I stared at my Coke.
Mom knew. How was I ever going to face her again? 
She'd known for weeks, maybe longer. And she was going to use it to destroy Derek.






  
  Chapter six
The Weight of Water


I needed to escape. To turn my brain off and just feel something other than this gnawing anxiety eating me from the inside out.
The pool garden beckoned—the one place I knew Mom wouldn't be. She'd always hated water, some trauma from her childhood where she'd almost drowned. 
The humid air enveloped me as I pushed through the glass doors. 
Angela and Frank sat at the tiki bar, wrapped in their towels. Angela spotted me first and waved. I managed a weak wave back, trying to summon a smile that probably looked more like a grimace.
Mom knows. She's known for weeks. How the fuck am I supposed to look her in the eyes ever again?
The main pool stretched before me, groups of people clustered in the shallow end, clearly friends who'd come together. They laughed and splashed, contained in their own bubble. I envied them. I bet none of them were fucking their stepdads, and their mothers knew about it.
All the hot tubs were occupied. Couples intertwined in steaming water, some kissing and blowing and fucking, others just soaking. Fine. I'd swim first.
I stood at the pool's edge, fingers clutching my towel. Everyone else was naked. I couldn't walk into the water wrapped up in my towel. Too late to play modest.
The towel dropped.
No one noticed. No one said anything. No one gasped. I felt my self-consciousness dissipate and stepped down into the water. The pool was warmer than I expected, but still refreshing after the heavy, sweaty heat of the club's interior. Only about four feet deep—a wading pool really—so I leaned forward, letting my legs float up behind me, arms extended.
The water washed over me and I exhaled. Some of the tension bled from my shoulders. I floated there, careful to keep my head tilted up just enough that the wig stayed dry. All I needed was for it to float off like some drowned animal.
But in the water, suspended, I could almost pretend I was somewhere else. Someone else. Not the girl who apparently needed "adventure" and was "going to get her heart broken" as some kind of fucked-up life lesson.
I closed my eyes. Just breathe.
A group climbed out of one of the hot tubs near the far corner, gathering towels, laughing as they headed inside. I didn't see anyone else waiting for it.
I pulled my legs down, stood, and waded to the steps. Water sluiced off my body as I climbed out, and I crossed the tile barefoot toward the vacant hot tub.
The heat hit me the second my foot touched the first step down. Almost too hot, that edge where it's just shy of painful. I descended slowly, as the water enveloped my calves, my thighs, my hips. By the time I sank into one of the molded seats, my entire body had gone liquid.
Oh god, yes.
My head fell back against the edge. Jets pulsed against my lower back. The tension I'd been carrying since I walked into this place—since Thanksgiving, since that first night with Derek—melted into the churning water.
I could stay here forever.
"Mind if we join you?"
My eyes flew open. Angela stood at the tub's edge with Frank, both smiling down at me. Real smiles, warm ones.
"Please," I said, gesturing to the empty space.
They dropped their towels. Angela slipped in gracefully, but I couldn't help watching Frank. His body was stocky and solid, the kind that came from years of physical work rather than gym memberships. Broad chest, slight softness at his stomach, strong legs. His cock hung heavy between his thighs, thick even when soft, darker than the rest of him. Before today, I'd never even seen a black man's cock. Now, I'd lost count, between Jamal and his crew, and the men walking nude around the club.
He caught me looking and I jerked my gaze up, cheeks burning. He just grinned and settled into the water across from me with a groan.
"First time here?" Angela asked, arranging herself next to me.
"That obvious?"
"Little bit." Her smile was kind, not mocking. "You came alone. That's brave. I don't think I'd have the nerve."
Her leg pressed against mine under the water. Casual at first, then deliberate, sliding up and down my thigh in slow strokes.
"So what brings you here?" Frank asked.
"Just curious," I said. "Heard about it, wanted to see for myself."
"And?" Angela's hand joined her leg, fingertips running up my leg.
"It's... different. I mean, I haven't had a lot of sexual experience."
They both laughed. Angela leaned closer. "Do you prefer men or women? Or both?"
"Mostly men, but both, I guess. I'm still figuring it out. I only recently had my first experience with a woman."
Angela's eyes lit up. "Well, you're a quick learner."
Frank shifted, grimacing slightly. "Christ, it's hot."
He pushed himself up to sit on the edge of the tub, legs still in the water. My eyes went there automatically—couldn't help it. He was getting hard, his cock filling out, lifting away from his thigh.
"Oh, look at that." Angela's voice held surprised delight. "Frank, you dirty old man."
"Sorry, I—" He started to climb back down but I interrupted.
"There's nothing to apologize for."
Angela scooted closer, her breast pressing against my arm. She leaned in, lips nearly touching my ear. "Can I ask you a favor?"
"Sure. What can I do?"
She nodded toward Frank. "He hardly ever gets hard anymore. Even with the little blue pills. Then he sees you and bingo." Her breath was warm, tickling. "I suppose I should be jealous, but I'm just glad for him."
She pulled back, looking me in the face. I stared at her, trying to read what she wanted. Does she want me to fuck him? We were at a sex club, but still—asking a near-stranger to fuck your husband seemed like a big ask.
I decided to be blunt. "Are you asking me to sleep with your husband?"
Angela shook her head. "Not exactly. The way our relationship works is that I fuck other men, because he enjoys watching. Even if he can't get hard. But I've never been okay with him fucking other women." She had the grace to look slightly sheepish. "Not fair, I know. But it's how I feel."
I looked at her, confused.
"I'm sorry, I should just be clear." She bit her lip. "It would be great if you gave him a blowjob. Or if you don't feel comfortable with that, then just let him sit there and jerk off."
I looked down at the water, then up at Frank. He was deliberately not looking at us, politely pretending he didn't know what we were discussing. He seemed sweet. Kind. And he was attractive despite his age, or possibly because of it. I liked his solid body and the grey in his beard.
Having made my decision, I pushed off from the side, wading through the churning water toward him. His eyes widened with anticipation as I approached, stopping between his knees. His cock jutted up, fully hard now, flushed dark.
He shook slightly. Imagine that. This large black man shook as I touched him. I found it hard to believe that little old me could cause that type of reaction in such a strong, handsome man as him. It made me feel powerful.
I'd felt it before—this undeniable truth that ran beneath the surface of every sexual encounter she'd had recently. Derek, trembling when I'd dropped to my knees in my dorm room. Mr. Whitmore, stripped bare in his own library, eyes pleading. Even Jamal, with his tattoos and bullet scars and gold fronts, had watched me with something close to desperation when I was deciding to go or stay.
They wanted me. Desperately. Even when they pretended otherwise, even when they acted like they were the ones in control. Did I have them on a leash I didn't even realize I was holding?
I smiled to myself as I wrapped my hand around the base and took him into my mouth.
"Oh, fuck." His voice cracked.
He tasted chlorine mixed with the saltiness of his pre-cum. I worked him slowly, using my tongue the way Derek had instructed me, the way Jamal had seemed to appreciate. Frank's hand came to rest on top of my head, applying just a little pressure.
Frank leaned forward, his right hand disappearing beneath the surface. His fingers found my breasts, cupping them before rolling my nipples between his thumb and forefinger. The pinch sent sparks straight to my core, and I moaned around his now fully rigid staff. Pride surged through me at the thought of him getting hard for me.
I started playing a game—each time he pinched, I flicked the head of his cock with my tongue. He caught on quick, pinching harder, making me squirm.
"I wish we could just take her home with us," Angela said from behind me.
Frank groaned. "I'd be fine with that."
"Can I—can I see your breasts?" he asked, voice rough.
I pulled him off with a soft pop, rising up out of the water enough to expose my powder-white breasts and taut pink nipples. Water streamed down between my breasts as Frank stared, his cock twitching in my hand.
Angela appeared behind me, her hands cupping my them, thumbs brushing my nipples. I leaned my head back and we kissed, deep and thorough. Her hands kneaded my breasts while I stroked Frank's cock.
"Oh god, I'm close," Frank groaned.
Angela broke our kiss, her lips moving to my ear. "Can he cum in your mouth?"
Oh my god. I'd only let Derek do that once. But I put Frank back in my mouth, both hands working his long shaft. His hands went to the back of my head.
"That's it, Maddie," Angela murmured, still playing with my breasts. "Make him cum."
I bobbed my head up and down frantically as I sucked.
"Fill that sweet little mouth of her's with your cum, baby."
Frank tensed, his fingers tightening around my wig. I felt him swell, and I started to pull away instinctively—but his hand held my head still. Not forcefully. Just firm enough to hold me there as he came, flooding my mouth with pulse after pulse of hot, bitter cum.
I coughed around his cock as his grip relaxed.
"Don't swallow it," Angela said quickly. "I rarely get to taste it anymore. Share it with me."
She kissed me again and I let Frank's cum drain into her mouth. She pulled away moaning, looking up at her husband. "Baby, you taste so good."
A strange satisfaction settled over me. Like I'd done something genuinely worthwhile. Ridiculous, maybe, but I felt useful. Like I'd made someone happy without any ulterior motive or fucked-up family drama.
"Thank you," Frank said softly, climbing back into the water.
"Seriously, thank you." Angela squeezed my hand. "That was beautiful."
"It was my pleasure." I could still taste him on my tongue.
They stayed a few more minutes, the three of us soaking in comfortable silence. Then Angela checked her phone. "Shit, we need to get back. Sitter's only good until midnight."
They climbed out, wrapped themselves in towels, and waved goodbye. I watched them walk away, hand in hand, and leaned my head back against the tub's edge.
For just a moment, I felt the weight lift off of me.






  
  Chapter seven
Uncut Pleasures


I lost track of time under the heat from the jets. My skin prickled. I felt dizzy. I slid up to sit on the tub's edge, letting the air cool my overheated skin. 
The bliss from my encounter with Angela and Frank lingered, but underneath it, I felt the familiar ache of wanting more. I had pleasured them, but my body was demanding its own satisfaction.
I surveyed the pool garden. To my left, a woman straddled a man on a lounge chair, her breasts bouncing as she rode him. Beyond them, two men took turns with a petite brunette bent over the edge of a hot tub—one in her mouth, one from behind. In the shallow end of the pool, a threesome—two women and a man—moved together in the water like some erotic ballet.
I could probably join any of them. Walk over, slip into their scene.
The single guys were filtering back in through the main doors. The same ones who'd followed me earlier, who'd surrounded me and touched me as I explored the club. They'd probably all taken turns with Mom in the group sex room. The image made my stomach turn.
Ewwww!
It was only a matter of time before they spotted me again. I lowered myself back into the water, sinking down until just my eyes and nose remained above the surface.
"Well, hello again."
I nearly jumped out of my skin. Roberto stood behind me, having entered through the door at my back—the same door Mom might walk through any second.
Fuck fuck fuck.
"Mind if I join you?" His accent made even that simple question sound enticing.
"What about your girlfriend?"
"Oh, she's taking a shower right now. She'll get a drink at the bar, then head back to the group room." He smiled knowingly. "She's not done yet."
Jesus. Not done yet? How much could one person take? I didn't think I had that kind of stamina, even with everything I'd done recently.
I relaxed slightly. He seemed confident she wouldn't be joining us. Thank god. How the fuck would I explain that?
Roberto took my silence as approval and unwrapped his towel.
Oh crap.
There it was. Not as big as Derek's, but still respectable. Maybe seven inches, thick enough. But what caught my attention was that he was uncircumcised. I knew that was possible, of course, but I'd never actually seen one. It looked like his cock was wearing a turtleneck pulled over its head.
He noticed me staring.
"I'm sorry," I blurted, just like I had with Frank. "I didn't mean to—"
Roberto waved it away, stepping into the water. "Have you never seen an uncut man before?"
"No. Never."
His smile widened. "Perhaps I will give you a closer look later."
My blood rose, heat flooding my face. No no no. We wouldn't be doing that. No way could I fuck Mom's new boyfriend. That would be insane. Literally insane.
Roberto settled across from me, his muscular arms stretching along the tub's edge. Water droplets clung to the dark hair on his chest, trailing down his defined torso. He was objectively gorgeous in a rugged, manly way—olive skin, perfect teeth, eyes that crinkled at the edges when he smiled.
"So, Madeline Torres," he said, clearly remembering the fake name. "What brings a beautiful young woman like yourself to Paradise on a Friday night?"
"Curiosity, I guess." Not entirely a lie.
"Ah, curiosity." He shifted closer, his leg brushing mine under the water. Could've been accidental. "The most dangerous quality in a woman. And the most attractive."
I should move my leg. I didn't.
"And you?" I asked. "Why are you here?"
"Me? I don't believe in excuses. I'm here because I enjoy pleasure without apology. Life is too short for shame, don't you think?"
When he looked at me, I felt like the only person on Earth. Like the dozens of naked people around us had simply vanished, leaving just the two of us in this moment.
"I suppose." I tucked a strand of the wig behind my ear.
"You have the most incredible eyes," Roberto said. "Like autumn leaves. Hazel, yes? But with these little flecks of gold when the light hits them."
"Thank you." My voice came out smaller than I intended.
His leg pressed against mine again, more deliberately this time. The contact sent electricity up my thigh.
"And that smile." He grinned. "When you actually let yourself smile instead of thinking so hard, it transforms your whole face."
I laughed despite myself. "You're very smooth, you know that?"
"Smooth?" He feigned ignorance. "I'm simply honest. Why should I pretend not to notice beauty when it's right in front of me?"
His foot slid up my calf beneath the water, the touch intimate but still plausibly accidental.
"So what do you do?" I asked, desperate to steer the conversation to safer waters. "For work, I mean."
"I'm in real estate development. Sustainable luxury properties, mostly. Mixed-use buildings that combine residential, commercial, and green spaces." His eyes lit up when talking about it. "We're trying to prove you don't have to sacrifice environmental responsibility for beauty and comfort."
"That sounds amazing." And it did. I leaned forward without thinking. "Where are your projects?"
"All over. Mexico City, Bogotá, Miami, Austin. We just broke ground on a development in Rio de Janeiro that I'm particularly excited about."
The scope of it blew my mind. This wasn't some small-time operation.
"What about you?" he asked. "What are you studying?"
Shit. I had to remember I was supposed to be over twenty-one and close to graduation. Not a freshman.
"I'm about to graduate from college. I'm studying architecture, actually."
Roberto paused, something flickering across his face. But then his smile returned, warmer than before.
"Architecture. How perfect." His foot slid higher, now resting against my inner thigh. Definitely not accidental anymore. "My company always has openings for bright, talented young women like yourself. Particularly those who appreciate both form and function."
"I'm not sure I'm talented enough for—"
"Please." He waved a dismissive hand. "I can spot talent. It's one of my genuine skills. You have it—I can tell just from the way you look at things, the way you think."
His foot moved higher still, and I should've closed my legs, should've pulled away. Instead, I let them open wider.
"Do you live here in Atlanta?" My voice sounded breathy.
"One of my houses is here, yes. I have a penthouse downtown."
One of his houses.
"Where are the others?"
"Mexico City, Houston, and Rio de Janeiro." He said it so casually, like everyone had four houses across two continents. "My main home is in Mexico City—I'm from there originally—but my US headquarters is here in Atlanta. I'm in town right now picking out artwork for a new building in Mexico City."
"Surely there are artists in Mexico," I said, trying to focus on the conversation instead of his foot now pressing firmly against my inner thigh.
"Many wonderful ones. But there's a gallery here that represents several South American artists, and it's easier to see their work all in one place." He shifted closer, his knee now between my legs. "I have an appointment to visit the gallery on Sunday afternoon. You should join me."
"I couldn't possibly. I have to head back to school Sunday."
"It's early afternoon. I could send a car for you."
I should say no. Should shut this down before it went any further.
"Why don't I give you a call on Sunday?" Roberto suggested. "Give me your number."
"You don't have your phone with you."
"I have an eidetic memory. I won't forget it."
"Is that like a photographic memory?"
"Yes, just the more clinical name for it. But I don't like the term 'photographic' because it only refers to the visual. An eidetic memory remembers images, sounds, smells, numbers..." He tapped his temple. "Everything."
This was a terrible idea. Monumentally stupid.
I told him my number.
"Why aren't you taking your girlfriend?" I asked, trying to inject some sanity back into the situation.
"She's not interested in art. And remember—she's married."
Right. Married to Derek. My stepfather. Who I was also sleeping with.
Jesus Christ, Maddie.
Roberto's foot was now fully between my legs. I should end this, climb out of the tub, walk away.
Instead, I found myself lowering, letting the sole of his foot press against my pussy.
He smiled like he'd won some great battle.
He pressed his foot against me, moving it in slow circles. The pressure and friction sent waves of pleasure radiating up my spine. The rough texture of his sole against my clit was different from fingers or tongues. I bit my lip to keep from moaning too loudly.
Roberto moved closer, taking my foot in his hands and pulling it onto his lap. I could feel his cock pressing against my leg as his strong fingers kneaded my arch, my heel, working out the tension.
It felt like heaven.
Then he brought my foot to his mouth and began sucking my toes.
Okay, another first.
My feet were ticklish and I giggled, squirming. But I also found it incredibly sensual—the warmth of his mouth, the swirl of his tongue, the gentle scrape of his teeth.
"Such beautiful feet," he murmured against my sole. "Short but elegant legs. Perfect proportions."
His left hand slid down my thigh to my pussy while his right hand found mine under the water and guided it to his cock.
I couldn't believe this was happening.
His fingers slipped inside me while his thumb circled my clit. I squirmed, gripping his cock in my hand. The extra skin of his foreskin felt strange but intriguing, sliding over the head as I stroked him.
I was about to cum when he stopped abruptly and stood, his uncut cock now inches from my face.
I started to open my mouth, but he lifted me up effortlessly and placed me on the edge of the tub. Then he sank back into the water, his head between my legs.
"Oh god—" My hands fisted in his hair as his tongue found my clit.
He was skilled, from what I could only guess was years of experience. He knew exactly when to apply pressure, when to back off, when to slip his fingers inside me. The combination of his mouth and hands had my thighs trembling against his face.
"That's it, mi amor," he murmured against my pussy. "Let me hear you."
I came hard, crying out louder than I'd intended. Several people glanced over, but most just smiled knowingly before returning to their own activities.
Roberto stood, water streaming down his muscular body. He guided my head toward his cock.
"Take your time," he instructed gently. "Pull back the skin first—yes, like that. Now you can see the head properly."
It was like his cock was playing peek-a-boo with me. When I pulled back the foreskin, the head emerged, darker.
"The frenulum is very sensitive," Roberto said, his hand resting on top of my head. "Right there—yes. Perfect."
I swirled my tongue around it and he groaned, his cock twitching in my mouth. I took him deeper, letting the foreskin slide back naturally as I did.
"You're a quick learner," he praised, his accent thickening with his arousal.
Before I knew what was happening, he positioned me on the edge of the tub and entered me.
Fuck fuck fuck, Maddie, are you insane?
But I couldn't help it. This man had some kind of psychic control over me. I wrapped my arms around him as he pressed into me, kissing his hairy chest and watching the water drip down his torso.
"So lovely," he murmured in my ear. "So precious. Do you know how beautiful you are like this?"
He flipped me over and took me from behind.
I leaned over the edge of the tub, the splashing of water as his pelvis slapped against my ass deafening. I knew everyone in the room had to be looking at us.
I noticed feet in front of me—some of my audience from earlier were surrounding the tub, watching Mom's boyfriend slam into me from behind.
Thank god none of these people knew.
A wet slap landed on my ass. It stung, but in that good way that made me clench around him.
"This is uncomfortable," Roberto said. "And too hot."
He picked me up easily, carrying me to the closest cabana and throwing me onto the bed with surprising strength. It turned me on—how strong he was, how dominant. I felt like I would do anything he asked.
He laid me on my side and positioned himself behind me, lifting my leg and entering me again. From this angle, he could go deep, so deep I felt him in my stomach. His hand reached around, playing with my nipples.
I closed my eyes, lost in sensation.
Then I felt something on my face.
I opened my eyes. One of the guys who'd been following me all night stood in front of me, his dick pressed against my cheek.
I started to push him away, but Roberto's strong voice came from behind me:
"Take him in your mouth." It was not a request. It was an order.
Fuck. Really? But I didn't argue. I looked up at the man hovering over me—balding, maybe forty-five, with a gut that hung over his waist. Not attractive. Not at all. But I opened wide.
He pushed into my mouth, groaning immediately. I started to suck, trying not to think too hard about what I was doing, when other hands reached for me. Fingers traced my breasts, my stomach, even my feet. They were everywhere.
The balding guy came fast, pulling out to coat my face with his release. It was warm and thick, sliding down my cheek.
Another man stepped up immediately.
"Him too," Roberto said behind me, still buried inside me.
Oh my god. There was a line now. An actual line of men waiting their turn with my mouth.
The next one was Asian—yet another first, I thought. His cock was thicker than the last, and I had to stretch my jaw to accommodate him.
Then I felt something wet hit my toes. I looked down. A guy beside the bed grinned at me, his cock still in his hand, my foot covered in his cum.
Gross. So gross.
I yanked my foot back, but he kept smiling as if he had just won a prize at the fair. Another guy beside him looked at me hopefully, clearly wanting the same.
Fine. Whatever.
I put my foot back down, and he immediately started rubbing his cock against my cum-covered toes.
This was crazy. This was intense. This was... was... hot.
I didn't feel that same feeling I'd had earlier with Frank, where I'd been in control, where I'd chosen what happened. Roberto controlled this. He directed everything. Every touch, every cock, every moment.
I wondered whether he was able to exert this same type of control over Mom. Was he the reason she was behaving the way she was?
An orgasm built in my sex, coming on hard and fast, as I contemplated his control of my body. I shook as it ripped through me, the waves so intense I forgot where I was for a second.
Right as it subsided, the Asian guy came in my mouth. I gagged on it, swallowing reflexively, barely recovering before another stepped up to take his place.
This one had a long, thin penis with a large mushroom-shaped head. I struggled to fit the head into my mouth, my jaw aching. When he came, he pulled out and splashed his release on my face again.
Two guys' cum on my face now.
"You're doing so well, mi amor," Roberto murmured from behind me.
Pride swelled in my chest at his words. Why? Why did I care what he thought? But I did. I wanted to please him.
He withdrew, leaving me feeling empty.
"Suck my cock again."
I twisted around, taking him into my mouth. I could taste myself on him, musky and familiar. While I sucked, hands continued exploring my young, firm body. Someone's fingers raked across my ass cheeks, spreading them. Then between my legs. I felt fingers spreading my lips, then being pushed inside me.
One guy tried to put a finger in my ass, but I wiggled it around until he stopped.
Roberto positioned me on my back on the edge of the bed, spreading my legs wide. Every man in the room could see my most private area—swollen and used. He entered me again.
I could tell he was getting ready to finish. The thought hit me suddenly: What if Mom walks in right now looking for him?
What if she found him here, fucking me, with all these men standing around watching?
I snapped back to reality when I heard him tell the men they could cum on me if they wanted.
They jockeyed for position, surrounding the bed. Then suddenly I was being covered in cum as one after another—sometimes two standing next to one another, finishing at the same time—released onto my body.
I felt Roberto's thrusts increase. I looked down, watching his hairy chest and hips thrusting into me, the pool of cum in my belly button dripping down my sides, and another orgasm ripped through me. For some unfathomable reason, this degradation was turning me on.
"Don't stop!" I yelled. "Holy fuck!"
But he did stop. He pulled out, his release indistinguishable from the cum of all the other men on my body.
I curled up into a ball. I'd experienced a lot in the last few weeks, but this was the most extreme. It all happened so fast, and the orgasms were so intense. My body felt like jello.
Roberto picked me up and carried me to the open shower in the corner of the room. He sat me on a chair, adjusted the water temperature, then helped me stand under the showerhead.
I felt like a sinner having all my sins washed away.
My legs gave out. Roberto caught me, lifting me easily and carrying me back to the bed. He laid me down gently and began massaging my shoulders, my back, my legs.
"So beautiful," he murmured. "You were so sexy just now. So perfect."
His hands worked magic on my exhausted muscles. I melted into the mattress, barely able to keep my eyes open.
He lay next to me, wrapping me in his strong arms. The warmth of his body felt safe, comforting.
"I'm sorry, but I should get back to my girlfriend. She's probably ready to leave soon."
"I understand."
Before he left, he gave me a kiss on the cheek and whispered, "Until we see each other again, Maddie."
I jumped up. He was smiling at me.
"You know who I am?" Did I not have any secrets anymore?
"I have an eidetic memory," he said with his thick accent. "Your mother showed me pictures of you. This disguise is good, but not for me. And Madeline was not exactly a good alias for Madison."
I had to agree with that.
"Does she know?"
He smiled. "No. I did not tell her, and I won't. This will be our secret, no?"
I nodded.
"You wait here thirty minutes, and we will be gone." He kissed my forehead. "I see you Sunday."
I started to object, but I was too physically and mentally exhausted to argue.
I just collapsed back onto the bed and stared at the clock.






  
  Chapter eight
The Banana Negotiations


I woke up in my childhood bed, my head pounding. For a few seconds, everything felt normal. Then it all crashed back—the club, Roberto, my mom's new boyfriend, knowing exactly who I was, and him fucking me from behind while anonymous men came on my face and body. 
Jesus Christ.
I heard Mom moving around downstairs. The clink of dishes, the coffee maker gurgling. Normal sounds from an absolutely fucked situation.
I stared at the ceiling, dreading going down there. Facing her, knowing she knew about me and Derek. Knowing I'd watched her last night in that group sex room, surrounded by all those men. I could still see her on all fours, that line stretching behind her, waiting their turn with their cocks hard and ready.
Stop. Stop thinking about it.
At least Roberto hadn't told her I was there. I was almost certain of that. He'd get off on the secret, on knowing something my mother didn't. That seemed like his style—control through information.
None of us had the moral high ground here. Mom was cheating on Derek with Roberto. Derek was cheating on Mom with me. I was fucking—well—both of them.
What a goddamn disaster.
The fact that I'd slept at all was miraculous, but I'd been so physically wrecked I'd passed out the moment I got home and crawled into bed.
I dragged myself to the shower, letting hot water pound against my skull. I scrubbed everywhere, trying to wash away the memory of strange hands on my body, dried cum in my belly button. When I finally emerged, wrapped in a towel, I felt slightly more human.
Slightly.
Downstairs, Mom sat at the breakfast bar with her coffee and two slices of French toast. She looked up when I entered, her expression the same as always—a little distant, a little tired, but caring in her own way. No hatred. No disgust.
I grabbed a glass and poured orange juice with shaking hands, then snagged a banana from the counter.
"Want me to make you some French toast?" she offered.
"I'm not hungry. Just need to eat something." I waved the banana.
Mom cut into her toast. "God, I'm ravenous after last night."
I froze mid-sip. My brain screamed at me not to respond, not to ask, not to engage. Nothing good could come from that conversation. Either she'd tell me the truth—which would be horrifying—or she'd lie, which was pointless.
I peeled the banana slowly, buying time. My mind raced through scenarios, outcomes, possibilities.
Then something clicked into place. A way out. Maybe not a good way, but a way.
"Mom." I set the orange juice down. "If you want to be done with Derek, what if I could talk him into a clean divorce? As long as he could keep the house and make payments to you for your part until it's paid off?"
She stopped chewing, considering me over her coffee mug. "Frankly, I just want this over with. Want to get on with my life." She set the mug down. "So yeah, as long as he doesn't try to get alimony from me. I'd let him buy me out of the house at what we paid for it. Wouldn't even charge him what my half would be worth now."
Relief flooded through me. "Do you know where he is?"
Mom's eyes sharpened slightly. "You'd know more than me."
I kept my face blank, refusing to take the bait. I would rather die than discuss what she knew about Derek and me. Let it stay unspoken forever, buried under layers of polite fiction.
"He's in his workshop," she said finally.
I glanced through the sliding glass door toward the detached garage where Derek spent most of his time. "Okay. I'll go talk to him."
"Maddie." Mom's voice stopped me at the door. "Thank you. For trying to make this easier."
I nodded without turning around, not trusting my voice.
Negotiator. That's what I was now. The person in the middle of this disaster, trying to untangle it before it destroyed everyone.
I stepped outside into the cold morning air, banana still in hand, and headed toward Derek's workshop to save us all from ourselves.
* * *
Derek's workshop had always been my favorite place on the property. The space smelled like cedar and sawdust, with hints of wood stain and machine oil. Hand tools hung on pegboards, power tools secured on their stations, lumber stacked by type and size. A massive workbench dominated the center, scarred from years of projects, its surface dusted with fine particles that caught the morning light filtering through the high windows.
I stood in the doorway, banana in hand, watching him work. He hadn't noticed me yet, too focused on the piece he was shaping. The table saw whined as he guided wood through it, his movements confident. He had this intensity when he worked, a total focus that shut out the rest of the world. It was artistry, really—the way he transformed raw lumber into furniture that would last generations. People paid him well because he was good, because he understood how to shape wood into functional art pieces.
My mind drifted to the situation we were all in. Sure, sleeping with your stepdaughter was pretty sketchy. But he hadn't pressured me into it. I'd wanted it as much as him. So what did that say about me?
I just wanted everyone to come out of this with what they wanted. Mom wanted her freedom—clearly, given what I'd witnessed last night. Derek loved this house and his workshop. And what did I want?
That was harder to answer. I would have said Derek just a few days ago. But I wondered if that was true anymore. Maybe what I really wanted was to live. To have adventures. To have crazy sex with dangerous and alluring men. Then I thought about Vivienne Whitmore. Add women to that list as well.
Maybe Derek was just the first step in me opening up sexually to new experiences.
Thinking about it all turned me on. Him working like this turned me on.
The shop had warmed up despite the cold outside, the saw generating heat. Derek paused, grabbed the hem of his t-shirt, and pulled it over his head. Sweat covered his muscles, glistening as he positioned another board and pushed it through the blade. The definition in his shoulders and back, the way his arms flexed—fucking hell.
I slid a hand under my shirt, touching myself. Playing with my nipples, pinching them. I'd watched him work like this a million times before, but this was the first time since we'd been intimate. The first time since I knew what his cock felt like in my mouth, in my pussy.
God, I was getting wet.
He turned to grab something and almost dropped the piece of wood he was holding. His eyes locked on me, on my hand under my shirt. He started to say something, then stopped. He stood there watching as I slid my hand from under my shirt to beneath my leggings.
"Maddie, what are you doing? Your mom might come out here."
"Don't worry about that."
"Did she leave?"
"Don't worry about it. I know for a fact she won't come out here."
He relaxed, believing me. But he didn't approach. He stood watching, his chest rising and falling.
"So what's happening here?"
"I don't know." My fingers traced lower. "I just came out to talk to you, but when I saw you, something came over me."
"You look cute this morning." His eyes were alternating between my face and the motion of my hand between my legs. "You look different."
"Maybe I'm learning to accept who I am and what I want." My fingers slipped between my wet lower lips and I moaned.
I saw him getting hard behind his pants. I looked at the banana in my other hand, then pulled my leggings down around my ankles and pushed myself up on the table behind me. I spread my knees and positioned the banana between my pussy lips, pushing it inside me slowly.
Derek's hand reached into his pants, stroking himself. Before long, he was undoing his belt. His jeans and boxers joined the sawdust on the floor. He walked over to me and I shifted sideways on the table, my head level with his cock. I took him in my mouth as his hand found mine—the one holding the banana. I let go and he began fucking my face while pushing and pulling the banana in and out of me.
What was it I came in here to do again? Oh yeah. That could wait until we were done. In fact, once he knew Mom knew about us, it might be over between us. I should enjoy this while I could. Although something told me it wouldn't be over between us.
He pressed the banana all the way inside. It felt surprisingly like a cock. My hand reached around him, finding his balls as I took him deeper, choking slightly.
"Fuck, I'm close."
"Not yet."
He pulled out of my mouth, breathing hard. He turned me around and bent me over the table, my leggings still around my ankles. He lifted one leg.
"Spread."
I did. I felt him pull the banana out, then his lips found my pussy. His tongue explored me as his fingers played with my clit. His tongue ventured higher as his hands spread my cheeks. He found my asshole, exploring for a minute before pulling back. I felt him spit, then the tip of the banana pressed against that little hole. He pushed it in slowly, stretching me.
Then he stood and put his cock in my pussy.
"I'm not going to last long," I gasped.
"Me either. Fuck, you're so dirty. When did you get so dirty?" 
I wondered that myself. Should I tell him about everything I'd been doing? Then I decided against it. I think he enjoyed the fantasy of me being his innocent stepdaughter. If he knew about Mr. and Mrs. Whitmore, Bree, Jamal, and Roberto—not to mention all those anonymous men from last night—who knows what he'd think of me.
God, running it all through my head sent me closer to the edge.
He took his hands away from the banana and put them on my shoulders, slamming into me. I could tell he was close from his increased rhythm, the long strokes he liked to take when he came. The banana slipped out and fell onto the floor as I came, quickly followed by him pulling out and finishing all over my ass.
"Fuck." He stepped back, catching his breath. "I was not expecting that this morning."
"I didn't expect it either when I came out to talk to you."
He grabbed a shop towel and began cleaning me up. "What did you want to talk about?"
* * *
I didn't know where to start, so I dove in. "Mom knows about us."
The air left his lungs like I'd sucker-punched him. His hand stopped midway to his pants.
"What?" He struggled to pull up his pants, nearly tripping as he backed toward the wooden chair he'd made last spring. He collapsed into it. "How? For how long?"
"Don't ask too many questions." I pulled my leggings up, suddenly feeling exposed. "I just know. And she's known for a while."
"Fuck." He dropped his head into his hands. "We're so fucked. I'm so fucked."
"Not really." I crossed my arms. "I can't explain why, but—"
"What do you mean not really? Maddie, she could—"
"I talked to her this morning and—" I stopped, realizing the trap I'd walked into. "Okay, this is all so complicated, but she doesn't know I know and... shit. I'm not making any sense. But just trust me."
He looked up at me, completely lost. The confusion on his face would've been comical if the situation weren't so messed up.
"Just answer me one thing." I stepped closer, needing him to focus. "If she wanted out of the marriage and was willing to let you buy her out of her part of the house for what she paid for it, would you?"
He stared at me for a few seconds, processing. Then his shoulders relaxed slightly. "Yeah. I'd be fine with that. I could get a home equity loan to pay her off." His eyes narrowed. "Would she really do that? I mean, I cheated on her. With her daughter."
The words hung there between us, ugly and true.
"Yeah." I swallowed hard. "I'm so sorry, but I can't explain all the ins and outs of it. But I could get her to agree to that if you accept those terms."
"Yeah. Sure." He nodded slowly, still confused but grabbing onto the lifeline I'd thrown him. "If you can get her to agree to that." His gaze drifted to the workshop around us. "I love this house and my workshop. My buddies Jimmy and Antonio are looking for a place. I could get them to move in—that would probably cover the mortgage. And I'd have a free place to live and a free workshop."
Relief washed over me so intensely my knees went weak. He didn't need to know about Roberto. Mom wouldn't have to weaponize her knowledge of us in divorce court. Everyone could get out of this clean. Well, as clean as possible given the circumstances.
I bent down and kissed him. He kissed me back, his hand coming up to cup my face.
But it felt different.
The realization hit me immediately. The kiss was still good—he was still hot. But the edge was gone. That electric current that had run through every touch, every stolen glance, every whispered word.
The forbidden element had evaporated the moment I'd said Mom knows.
I pulled back and looked at him. He seemed to sense it too, his thumb stroking my cheek uncertainly.
"So," he said quietly. "What happens now?"
* * *
The rest was pretty easy. I went back in and explained to Mom that Derek was in agreement. After a few trips back and forth from the house to the shop relaying messages, it was decided that Mom would move into my room and start looking for a place. Derek could get a lawyer if he wanted, or if he trusted her, she would have her lawyer draw up papers stating exactly what they'd agreed to in plain English. He had no problem with this. No one seemed angry or upset.
She told me she'd sleep on the floor tonight, but I said I needed to get back to Athens anyway. I'd just leave this afternoon.
Once everything was settled, Derek joined us in the kitchen. They actually hugged. I stood there watching, feeling as if I'd slipped into some surreal dream and was about to wake up in my dorm. 
I retreated to my room and pulled out my phone, fingers trembling slightly as I typed out a message to Roberto. Just wanted to let you know everything worked out. They're getting divorced. No drama. I'm heading back to Athens this afternoon, so I won't be able to make it to the art gallery tomorrow. It was not a good idea anyway.
I tossed the phone on my bed and started gathering my things. 
My phone buzzed.
You do not return to Athens today. You do that tomorrow. Tonight you stay with me at penthouse downtown.
I stared at the screen. 
I don't think that's a good idea.
The reply came almost immediately. Nonsense. Then an address appeared on my screen.
My stomach did that flip thing it does when I'm about to make a bad decision.






  
  More of Maddie's Taboo College Stories
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If you would like to read more of my Taboo stories about Maddie and others, visit my Sophisticated Erotica Substack or purchase them on my PayHip store (link found on my website).
And don't forget to join my mailing list at skylarreyes.com to get free ebooks and updates on all my new releases.
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Visit my Substack for Exclusive Access to:
	Ongoing erotic soap operas (serials)

	New chapters of all my books as I write them

	Audio versions of many of my stories

	NSFW Character Images

	Vintage Erotica Library

	Social Posts



https://skylarreyes.substack.com/







  
  Chat with Maddie


Have you ever wished you could chat with your favorite character(s) from my books? Now you can! 
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Introducing a new concept in Adult Erotic fiction. I have partnered with Nectar.ai, a leader in this technology, to create "companions" out of some of my characters. They gave me exclusive access to their creation engine to create "companion" versions of my characters. I fed in their character profiles, character images, and plots to the stories featuring them. There is even a character based on me.
You can talk to them as if they were real people and the results are pretty impressive, but this is still in the experimental phase. So, let me know what you think: skylar@skylarreyes.com
Here is a link to get you started:
https://www.k0mgd8qtw3trk.com/43FBP5/2CTPL/?uid=5
[image: Come Chat with Us Image of Skylar and Chris]
https://www.k0mgd8qtw3trk.com/43FBP5/2CTPL/?uid=5
then click on your favorite character (companion) to get started. Or click on fantasies to chose from a number of pre-scripted fantasies that I have already created.






  
  More by Skylar Reyes


Join my mailing list at https://skylarreyes.comfor free stories and updates on my new books.





Skylar's Swinger Stories
Neighbors with Benefits (Book 1 – Amazon)
Depths of Desire (Book 2 – Amazon)
The Price of Pleasure (Book 3 – Amazon)
Shared at Club Paradise (Book 4 – Amazon)
Skylar's Swinger Stories: Books 1-4 (Amazon)
Serving Up Desire (Book 5 – Amazon)
Shared on my Husband's Birthday (Book 6 – Amazon)
Tides of Passion (Book 7 – Amazon)
Masters of Desire (Book 8 – Amazon)
Skylar's Swinger Stories: Books 5-8 (Amazon)
 Tight Surrender (Book 9 – Amazon)
Dangerous Temptations (Book 10 – Amazon)

The Education of Skylar (Prequel – Substack, Ream)




      [image: ]The Education of Skylar
Rescued By My Dad's Best Friend (Book 1 – Amazon)
Used By My Best Friend's Dad (Book 2 – Ebook on Amazon / Audio on Substack)
Freeuse Game Day (Book 3 – Ebook on Amazon / Audio on Substack)
The Puppet Master (Book 4 – Ebook on Amazon / Audio on Substack)
New Chapters of Ongoing Web Series (Substack)
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 These are ongoing series with new chapters published weekly on Substack and Ream.
The Education of Skylar (Substack, Ream)
Maddie's Taboo College Stories (Substack, Ream)
Fannie Hill (Substack, Ream)








      [image: ]Standalone Stories
Composition In Flesh (Substack, Ream)
The Burgundy Scarf (Amazon, Substack, Ream)




      [image: ]Wrestling with Desire
Claimed by Santa (Book 1 – Amazon)
The Ultimate Submission (Book 2 – Amazon)
Submission Holds (Book 3 – Amazon)
Wrestling With Desire: Complete Collection (Amazon)







      [image: ]Maddie's Taboo College Stories
Scoring with My _______ (Payhip, Substack, Smashwords)
Cute Little Monster: Indecent Proposals (Payhip, Substack, Smashwords)
Stuffed By My _______ (Payhip, Substack, Smashwords)




      [image: ]Misc. Stories
Eden's Wet Awakening (Payhip, Substack, Smashwords, Ream)
Eden's First Golden Shower (Payhip, Substack, Smashwords, Ream)
Eden's Golden Domination (Payhip, Substack, Smashwords, Ream)




      [image: ]Home For the Holidays
The Politics of Desire (Britney's Story) (Book 1 – Amazon)
Alpine Attraction (Suji's Story) (Book 2 – Amazon)
Forbidden Flavors (Sofia's Story) (Book 3 – Amazon)
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A Naked Tip (Book 1 – Amazon)
A Model Student (Book 2 – Amazon)
Best Dinner Party… Ever! (Book 3 – Amazon)
Naughty Holiday Games (Book 4 – Amazon)
Lost Best: Series 1 Collection (Book 1-4)






      [image: ]Historical Fiction
Circle of Desire: A Tale of Lust and Longing in Gilded Age New York (Amazon)









      [image: ]The Education of Eden
The Education of Eden (Book 1 – Amazon)
Tethered (Book 2 – Amazon)
Switch (Book 3 – Amazon)  
Dirty (Book 4 – Amazon)
Mistress Eden (Book 5 – Amazon)
The Education of Eden: The Complete Series: Books 1-5 (Amazon)
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Taming a Silver Fox Millionaire (Book 1 – Amazon)
Code of Submission (Book 2 – Amazon)



      [image: ]Carnal Nightmares
Raven's Hollow: A Spicy Ghost Story (Amazon)
Invitation to Hell: An Erotic Horror Story (Payhip, Smashwords)
Sacrificial Lamb: An Invitation to Hell Bonus Chapter (Free on Substack, Ream, Website)
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Domination & Submission: A Comprehensive Guide to BDSM (Amazon)


Find them all at: https://skylarreyes.com
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