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CONTINUED FROM PART 1......

Please read part 1 of this series if you haven't already.

BLACKED! By my husband's boss Book 1


Prologue

I couldn't sleep.

Ben was snoring next to me. Mouth open, arm draped over his pillow. Forty-one years old and he still slept like a toddler. I stared at the ceiling, my body buzzing, my mind doing laps around the same thought over and over again. It had been three days since I went to that hotel room. Three days since Jermaine Jones — my husband's boss — spread me open on his king-sized bed and fucked me until I forgot my own name.

Three days. And I could still feel him.

Not in some romantic, butterflies-in-my-stomach kind of way. No. I could feel him between my legs. The ache. The soreness that had dulled but never fully left. Every time I shifted in bed, every time I crossed my legs, every time I sat down a little too fast — there it was. That deep, throbbing reminder of what a real cock felt like inside me.

I pressed my thighs together and exhaled through my nose.

Ben stirred. Smacked his lips. Rolled over. His hand brushed against my arm and even in his sleep, his fingers found mine. He held on loosely, like he always did. Like he'd done every night for twelve years.

Idiot. My sweet, stupid idiot.

I didn't pull my hand away. That was the thing about Ben. I couldn't hate him. God knows I'd tried these past three days. I'd lie here at night replaying what Jermaine told me — that Ben was never getting fired, that he offered me up like a signing bonus for a promotion — and I'd feel my blood run hot. My jaw would clench. My chest would tighten. I'd look at his dumb, sleeping face and want to shake him awake and scream until the neighbors called the cops.

But then he'd mumble something in his sleep. Or he'd roll toward me and press his forehead against my shoulder the way he's done since we were twenty-nine. Or I'd remember him standing at the door when I came home that night, smiling at me like I was the best thing he'd ever seen, saying "I love you" in that soft, dumb voice — and meaning it. Actually meaning it. The idiot actually loved me. He just also happened to be the most pathetic, spineless, weak excuse of a man I had ever known.

That was what made it so complicated. I didn't hate my husband. I loved him. In that exhausted, resigned, twelve-years-deep kind of way where you've seen every version of someone and you've made your peace with what you got. Ben was Ben. Small. Soft. Eager to please. Couldn't change a tire, couldn't stand up to his mother, couldn't fuck me properly if his life depended on it. Four inches on a good day. Two minutes if I was lucky. Twelve years of faking it, of lying there afterward while he panted and asked "was that good?" with those big hopeful eyes.

I'd always said yes. Because that's what you do. You love someone, you lie to them gently.

But what he did — offering me to his boss like that — that wasn't love. That was something else. Something small and desperate and ugly. And the worst part wasn't even the betrayal. The worst part was that he didn't have the balls to tell me the truth. He made up some sob story about losing his job, about a million-dollar mistake, about having no choice. He watched me cry. He watched me agonize over it. And the whole time, the truth was just: Ben wanted a bigger office.

Our wedding anniversary had come and gone two days ago. The anniversary Ben had ruined by telling me the night before that I needed to go fuck his boss. I'd spent the actual day — twelve years of marriage — sitting in Jermaine's hotel suite with his cum still inside me, eating room service eggs and trying to figure out what the fuck had happened to my life. Ben had bought a cake. It was still in the fridge, untouched. Happy Anniversary, Leah & Ben. With little fondant hearts.

I should've been angrier. Maybe I was. I couldn't tell anymore because somewhere between the anger and the disgust, Jermaine Jones had put his cock inside me, and everything got very, very blurry after that.

Because the second that man stood up and I saw the outline of him pressing against his slacks, something switched off in my brain and something else switched on. Something I'd been starving for years. Something Ben couldn't give me with his limp little prick and his jackrabbit routine. Jermaine was everything Ben wasn't. Big. Black. Built like a man who'd been a man his whole life. Sixty years old and harder than my husband had ever been. The way he looked at me — like I was a piece of meat he was about to eat raw. The way he grabbed me — like he'd already decided I was his. The way his thick black cock stretched me so wide I thought I was going to split in half.

He came inside me. No condom. No pulling out. Just buried himself to the hilt and emptied his balls into me like it was his God-given right. I was on the pill — had been for three years since we gave up on fertility treatments — but in that moment, with his cock throbbing inside me and his hot cum flooding my insides, I didn't care about a single thing in the world except the way it felt. The pill was a technicality. What mattered was that he'd done it. He'd cum inside another man's wife without asking, without hesitating, like it was his God-given right.

And now, three days later, lying next to my snoring, mouth-breathing, limp-dicked husband in our little suburban bed with his fingers loosely wrapped around mine — all I could think about was when I was going to feel it again.

I didn't hate Ben. I couldn't. He was the man I married. The man I chose. And in some sick, twisted way, he'd given me the best sex of my life by being too much of a coward to keep me out of another man's bed.

My phone sat on the nightstand. No messages. Not yet.

But I knew he'd text. Men like Jermaine don't hit it once and walk away. Not when they've had a taste of a tight white married pussy. Not when they know the door is wide open and the husband is the one who unlocked it.

I squeezed Ben's fingers gently. He mumbled something. Pulled my hand closer to his chest.

Idiot.

I pressed my thighs together. Tighter.

Three days.

It already felt like a year.

*


Chapter 1
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The next four days crawled by like they had weights strapped to them.

I went through the motions. Cooked breakfast. Did laundry. Scrolled through job listings I had no intention of applying to. Smiled at Ben when he came home from work. Asked him how his day was. Nodded while he talked. I was a wife on autopilot — mouth moving, eyes open, brain somewhere else entirely.

Somewhere in a hotel suite on the fourteenth floor.

Ben was being extra. That was the only word for it. Extra nice. Extra attentive. Extra fucking grateful. He brought me flowers on Tuesday — yellow roses, the cheap ones from the gas station, still wrapped in cellophane with the $7.99 sticker on them. He made dinner three nights in a row. He kept touching me — my shoulder when he walked past, my lower back when we stood in the kitchen, my hand across the table like we were on a first date. It made my skin itch.

"I've got my performance review coming up next week," he said Thursday night over meatloaf he'd overcooked. He was grinning. Practically bouncing in his seat. "Jermaine's been really positive with me lately. I think something big might be coming."

I chewed slowly. Looked at him across the table. This soft, pale, thinning-haired man sitting there in his too-big polo shirt, grinning about a performance review — with absolutely no idea that the only reason his boss was being "really positive" was because four days ago, that same boss had his cock buried to the hilt in his wife's pussy.

"That's great, babe," I said.

"I really think this could be it, Leah. The big one. VP of Finance." He leaned forward like he was sharing a secret. "And honestly? I think what you did — talking to Jermaine — I think that really helped. I think he respects me more now."

My fork stopped halfway to my mouth.

Respects you more. Because your wife sucked his cock until he came down her throat. Because she rode him until the headboard cracked against the wall. Because she begged him to cum inside her and he did — raw, deep, and hot — while you were home watching TV and thinking you'd just dodged a bullet.

"Yeah," I said. "I'm sure that's what did it."

Ben smiled at me. That big, dumb, oblivious smile. I wanted to slap it off his face and kiss his forehead at the same time. That was the thing with Ben. He was impossible to fully hate. Like a dog that pisses on the carpet and then looks at you with those big sorry eyes. You can't stay mad. You just clean it up and move on.

But I wasn't cleaning this up. Not this time.

After dinner, I washed the dishes while Ben watched some game show in the living room. My phone buzzed in my back pocket. I dried my hands on the dish towel and pulled it out.

One message. Unknown number. But I knew exactly who it was. I'd deleted his contact after that first night — some paranoid attempt at pretending it never happened. Like deleting a number could delete the memory of a sixty-year-old black man making me cum so hard I saw white.

The message was five words.

'Same hotel. Friday. 8pm.'

No hello. No "how are you." No bullshit. Just a time and a place. A command dressed up as a text message.

My clit kicked. Just once. Hard. Like a heartbeat between my legs.

I looked through the kitchen doorway at Ben. He was laughing at something on TV. Feet up on the coffee table. Completely clueless. Completely safe in his little bubble where his wife had done him a favor and everything was fine now and the big promotion was coming and life was good.

I typed back with one thumb.

'I'll be there.'

Hit send. Deleted the thread. Slipped the phone back in my pocket.

Went back to the dishes.
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Friday came and I told Ben I was going out with Sarah — an old college friend he'd never liked enough to ask questions about. He barely looked up from his laptop.

"Have fun, babe," he said. "Tell her I said hi."

"Sure."

I showered. Shaved everything. Moisturized. Spent twenty minutes in front of the closet before pulling out a black dress I hadn't worn in three years — tight, short, low-cut. The kind of dress that made Ben nervous when I used to wear it to company parties. "You don't think that's a little much?" he'd say. I'd change into something safer. Something beige. Something wife-shaped.

Not tonight.

I put it on and looked at myself in the full-length mirror on the back of the bedroom door. The fabric clung to every curve. My blonde hair fell past my shoulders in loose waves. My tits were pushed up and spilling over the neckline. The hemline sat mid-thigh. I turned sideways. My ass looked round and firm —  forty-one years old and I still had it. I knew I still had it. Jermaine had confirmed that with his hands, his mouth, and his cock four days ago.

I put on heels. Red ones. The ones that made my calves look long and my posture straight. I did my makeup — darker than usual. Smoky eyes. Red lips. I looked like a woman going somewhere she shouldn't.

I looked like exactly what I was.

I grabbed a long coat and buttoned it over the dress. Checked myself one more time. Took a breath. My heart was hammering but it wasn't nerves — not like last time. Last time I was scared, confused, angry. Walking into that hotel room like a lamb being led somewhere she didn't want to go. This time was different. This time my thighs were already slick before I'd even left the house. This time I wasn't doing anyone a favor. I wasn't saving Ben's job. I wasn't getting revenge.

I was going because I wanted to get fucked.

The drive took twenty minutes. Not the same hotel as last time — last time had been a mid-range place downtown, fourth floor, Room 405. This was different. Jermaine had upgraded. A high-rise on the waterfront. Glass and steel and a lobby that smelled like money. The kind of hotel where nobody looked twice at a woman in a long coat and red heels walking through at eight o'clock on a Friday night. I parked in the underground lot. Walked through the lobby with my coat buttoned up to my throat, heels clicking on marble. The receptionist glanced at me and went back to her screen. The elevator doors opened and I stepped in. Pressed 14. Watched the numbers climb.

My reflection stared back at me in the brushed steel doors. Coat buttoned. Hair perfect. Red lips. A married woman on her way to another man's hotel room on a Friday night.

The doors opened. I walked down the hall. Room 1408. I knocked twice.

Jermaine opened the door in a white dress shirt, unbuttoned at the collar, sleeves rolled to his forearms. Black slacks. No shoes. He filled the doorframe — six-foot-three, two-hundred-and-forty pounds of solid black man. His eyes dropped from my face to the coat and back up.

He didn't say hello. Didn't smile. Just stepped aside and let me in.

The suite was the same as before. Big. Clean. King-sized bed already turned down. Bottle of whiskey on the table with two glasses poured. The curtains were open and the city lights bled in from fourteen floors below.

Jermaine closed the door behind me. I heard the deadbolt click. The sound went straight to my clit.

"Take the coat off," he said. That voice. Low and deep like thunder rolling through a valley. It wasn't a request.

I turned to face him. Held his gaze. My fingers found the top button and I undid it slowly. Then the next. And the next. I took my time. Let the coat fall open an inch at a time — first a sliver of cleavage, then the curve of my waist, then the hem of the dress riding up my thighs. I shrugged one shoulder free. Then the other. Let the coat slide down my arms and pool at my feet.

I stood there in the black dress and red heels. Tits out. Legs bare. His eyes crawled over me like hands.

"Turn around," he said.

I turned. Slowly. Gave him the full view. I felt his gaze on my ass, on the backs of my thighs, on the curve of my spine. When I came back around to face him, he was leaning against the wall with his arms crossed and his jaw tight.

"Come here," he said.

I walked to him. Heels clicking on hardwood. I stopped a foot away. He smelled like cologne and whiskey and something underneath — something warm and male and heavy that made my mouth water. His eyes were dark. Locked on mine. He didn't touch me. Just looked.

"You came back," he said.

"You told me to."

Something flickered in his expression. Not a smile. Something harder. Something that said he knew exactly what he was doing and exactly what I was becoming and he liked it.

"Get on your knees," he said.
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I dropped.

Not slowly. Not hesitantly. My knees hit the floor and my hands found his belt and I was pulling it open before he'd even finished exhaling. The leather hissed through the loops. I popped the button. Pulled the zipper. His slacks fell to his ankles and there it was — thick, black, half-hard and already bigger than anything Ben had ever been at full mast. The heat of it radiated against my face. The smell hit me and my pussy clenched — musky, clean, male. I could wrap my pinky finger around Ben's entire dick. This thing needed both hands and I still couldn't close my grip.

I wrapped both hands around it. I could feel the veins pulsing against my palms, feel the weight of it thickening in my grip. I stroked him slowly, base to tip, watching it grow. Watching it get harder. Fatter. Longer. Until it was pointing straight at my face like a weapon. I held it against my cheek. The heat of it burned against my skin. It reached from my chin past my forehead. I'd never be able to look at Ben's little thing again without laughing.

"Mmh," I breathed. I kissed the shaft and looked up at him. "I've been thinking about this big black cock all week."

Jermaine stared down at me with those dark eyes. One hand came to the back of my head. "Yeah? Your little white husband not doing it for you?"

I laughed with my lips pressed against his dick. "Ben? Please." I ran my tongue along the underside, base to tip. "Ben can barely find my pussy with that thing. It's like being fucked with a thumb."

Jermaine chuckled. Low. Cruel. "That's what he gets for offering up his pretty white wife to a black man. Dumb little husband didn't think that through."

"He never thinks anything through," I whispered, and opened my mouth wide.

The stretch was immediate — jaw cranked wide, lips pulled tight around his girth. I moaned around him. Couldn't help it. The taste of him flooded my mouth — skin and salt and that thick, heavy musk that made my eyes flutter shut. I bobbed my head slowly. Took more. Gagged. Pulled back. Took more again. Spit was already dripping down my chin and coating his shaft.

"That's it," he muttered from above me. "Suck that black cock, white girl. Get it nice and wet for that married little pussy."

I sucked harder. My hands twisted around the base of his shaft while my mouth worked the top half. I was sloppy. Loud. The wet, slurping sounds filled the suite and I didn't care. I wasn't the woman who showed up last time — nervous, conflicted, guilt-ridden. That woman was gone. This woman had her husband's boss's fat black cock in her throat on a Friday night and she was dripping through her panties while her loser husband sat at home thinking she was at brunch with a girlfriend.

Jermaine grunted. His hand tightened in my hair. He pulled me off with a wet pop and I gasped — a string of spit connecting my bottom lip to the head of his dick.

"Get up," he said. "Bend over the desk."

I stood. My legs were shaking. I walked to the desk by the window — the same desk that had a lamp and a room service menu on it. I swept them aside with one arm. Planted my hands flat on the surface. Arched my back. Looked over my shoulder at him.

He was behind me in two strides. His hands gripped the hem of my dress and yanked it up over my hips. Cool air hit my ass and my bare thighs. I heard him exhale — a deep, satisfied sound, like a man looking at something he owned.

"No panties," he said.

"No," I whispered. "Not for you."

He slapped my ass. Hard. The crack echoed off the walls and I yelped — then moaned. Heat bloomed across my skin. He did it again. Harder. I bit my lip and pressed my face against the cool wood of the desk.

"Your husband know you're here?" he asked. Casual. Like asking about the weather.

"No."

"What'd you tell him?"

"That I was out with a friend. He didn't even look up." I pushed my ass back toward him. "He's too busy dreaming about his little promotion to notice his wife's dripping wet for another man."

Jermaine laughed. A low, rumbling sound. "Pathetic little white man. Offers up his wife and can't even keep track of her." His big hand squeezed my ass. "This belongs to a black man now. Does he know that?"

"Mmh," I moaned. "He doesn't know anything."

I felt the head of his cock press against my slit. Thick. Hot. Just resting there. Teasing. My pussy was soaked — I could feel it running down my inner thighs. He dragged the tip up and down my lips, coating himself in my wetness. I whimpered and pushed my hips back, trying to take him in, but his hand on my hip held me still.

"Please," I breathed.

"Please what?"

"Please fuck me. Fuck me with that big black cock."

"Say it again."

"Please — fuck me — I need it — Ben can't — he's too small — he's fucking useless — please, Jermaine, please —"

He pushed in. One long, slow stroke that split me open inch by inch. My mouth fell open in a silent scream. My fingers clawed at the desk. He kept going — deeper, thicker, stretching me out around him until I felt his heavy balls press against my clit and his hips flush against my ass. Places Ben had never been. Places his cock had never reached and never would.

"Oh fuuuuck," I groaned. "Oh my God. You're so fucking deep."

He pulled back and slammed in. Hard. The desk lurched forward and my whole body jolted.

"AH!" I screamed.

He did it again. And again. Setting a brutal pace — long, deep strokes that bottomed out inside me every time. The desk was scraping across the floor. My tits were bouncing against the surface. I was moaning — loud, ugly, raw moans that I couldn't control.

"You know your husband's been emailing me?" Jermaine said, not even out of breath. He slammed into me and I cried out. "Every day this week. 'Thank you, Mr. Jones. I really appreciate the opportunity, Mr. Jones.'" He laughed. Thrust harder. "Sent me a fucking gift basket. While I'm over here stretching out his wife's little white pussy."

I laughed. I actually laughed. With his cock buried inside me, hammering my pussy from behind — I laughed. My spineless, tiny-dicked husband sending a gift basket to the man who was raw-dogging his wife twice in one week.

"What — ah — what kind of gift basket?" I panted between strokes.

"Fruit. Cheese. Little crackers." He slapped my ass again. "I threw it away."

"Good," I moaned. "He has shit taste — unh — in everything except women."
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"That little dick loser wouldn't know what to do with a woman like you anyway," Jermaine grunted, slamming into me so hard the desk cracked against the wall. "This pussy was made for black cock. Not whatever that little white boy's been poking you with."

"Unh — fuck — you're right," I whimpered. My face was pressed sideways into the desk. Drool on my chin. Mascara probably already running. "Twelve years — unh — twelve years I let that man climb on top of me with his little — ah — his pathetic little dick — I didn't even know what a real cock felt like until — fuck — until you —"

Jermaine grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back. My spine bowed sharply and a strangled moan ripped out of me. He leaned in close. His breath was hot against my ear.

"Whose pussy is this?" he growled.

"Yours," I gasped without even thinking.

"Whose?"

"Yours — fuck — it's yours —"

"Not your husband's?"

"He never — unh — he never owned it — his little white dick was just — ah, ah — just borrowing it —"

He was pounding me now. Full force. Each thrust rocked my entire body forward and slammed the desk into the wall. The window was right there — fourteen floors up, curtains wide open, city lights watching. I didn't care. Let them watch. Let them see this married white bitch getting her brains fucked out by a sixty-year-old black man while her limp-dicked husband sat at home watching game shows and dreaming about a promotion that cost him his wife.

"I'm gonna cum," I whimpered. "Fuck, I'm gonna — unh, unh, UNH —"

"Cum on this black dick, you little white slut."

My orgasm hit like a freight train. My legs locked. My pussy clamped around him so hard he grunted. My whole body shuddered and I screamed into the desk — a raw, broken sound that didn't even sound human. Jermaine didn't stop. He fucked me through it. Harder. Faster. My orgasm stretched and crested and I was shaking, drooling, clawing at the wood.

"Inside me," I panted. "Cum inside me — breed this white pussy — give me what Ben can't — please, please, please —"

"Fuck," Jermaine growled. "Fucking take it, bitch —"

He buried himself to the hilt and unloaded. I felt it — hot, thick ropes of cum flooding my insides. His cock throbbed and pulsed and he roared — deep, animal, primal — and I cried out underneath him, feeling every pulse, every thick rope painting my walls. I pressed my hips back into him, milking every last drop, grinding on him, feeling it fill me up and start leaking out around his shaft. So much. So thick. So deep. Ben couldn't cum like this. Ben's little loads barely dribbled out. This man just flooded me like he was claiming territory.

We stayed like that for a long moment. His cock still inside me. My face against the desk. Both of us breathing hard.

Then he pulled out. I felt his cum drip down my thighs — heavy, warm, running all the way to my knees. I didn't move. Just stood there bent over the desk, legs apart, his thick load spilling out of my wrecked little white pussy.

"Same time next week," Jermaine said from behind me.

It wasn't a question.

I straightened up on shaky legs. Turned around. He was leaning against the wall, cock still out, glistening. The gold band on his left hand caught the lamplight. I'd noticed it last time too — the first night, when he'd told me "I'm a married man" like it was supposed to slow me down. It didn't then. It didn't now.

"Does your wife know you do this?" I asked. Not jealous. Not accusatory. Just curious.

Jermaine looked at me. That unreadable expression. "Does your husband?"

I smirked. "My husband arranged it."

"Then I guess we both married the wrong people."

I didn't answer that. I didn't need to. We both knew I'd be here next week. We both knew I'd keep coming back for as long as he wanted me to. Not because I loved him. Not because I owed him anything. But because my loser husband opened a door he couldn't close, and what walked through it was ten inches of thick black cock that ruined me for anything else.

I cleaned up in his bathroom. Fixed my makeup. Pulled my dress back down. Put the coat on. Drove home with his cum still leaking into the leather seat.

Ben was asleep on the couch when I got in. TV still on. Mouth open. Little bulge in his boxers that I couldn't even see unless I looked hard.

I stood over him for a moment. Looked at his soft, peaceful face.

Idiot.

I kissed his forehead, turned off the TV, and went to bed.


Chapter 2
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Ben came through the front door on a Wednesday evening looking like he'd won the lottery.

I was on the couch with a glass of wine and a reality show I wasn't watching. He burst in — literally burst — tie loosened, briefcase in one hand, the biggest shit-eating grin I'd ever seen plastered across his pale, sweaty face.

"I got it," he said. He was out of breath. Like he'd sprinted from the car to the door. "Leah. I got it."

"Got what?"

"VP of Finance." His voice cracked. His eyes were wet. "Jermaine called me into his office today and — babe, I'm the new Vice President of Finance. Effective immediately. Corner office. Company car. Thirty percent raise." He set the briefcase down and ran his fingers through what was left of his hair. "I can't believe it. I can't fucking believe it."

I took a sip of wine.

There it was. The promotion. The whole reason I'd been bent over a hotel desk last Friday with his boss's cock buried in me. The reason Jermaine's cum was still probably stained into the upholstery of my car. The reason I had rug burn on my knees and a hickey on my inner thigh that I'd been hiding under long pajama pants for three days.

VP of Finance. That's what my pussy was worth to Ben. A corner office and a company car.

"That's great, babe," I said. "Congratulations."

Ben crossed the room in three quick steps and scooped me up off the couch into a hug. He squeezed me tight — his skinny arms trembling, his face buried in my neck. I could smell his cheap cologne and his nervous sweat. I patted his back.

"None of this would've happened without you," he whispered. "You know that, right? What you did — going to talk to Jermaine — that changed everything. He's been so different with me since then. So respectful. So... generous."

Respectful. Generous. Right. Because nothing says respect like shooting your load deep inside a man's wife while she begs for more. Very generous with that cum, I'll give him that.

"I'm proud of you, honey," I said. I pulled back and gave him a smile. The wife smile. The one I'd been perfecting for twelve years.

Ben wanted to celebrate. Of course he did. He ordered sushi — the expensive kind, not the grocery store trays we usually got. Opened a bottle of wine that he'd been "saving for something special." Lit candles. Put on music. He was glowing. Radiating. This was the happiest I'd seen him since our wedding day. My useless little husband, finally feeling like a man because someone gave him a bigger title on a business card.

I sat through dinner. Smiled. Clinked glasses. Let him talk about the corner office and the new responsibilities and how Jermaine had personally recommended him. I nodded along. Said "wow" in the right places. It was easy. I'd been performing for Ben our entire marriage. This was just another scene.

After dinner, he kissed me. Soft. Tentative. His little hand on my waist like he was afraid I might break. He pulled back and looked at me with those big, hopeful puppy-dog eyes.

"Do you maybe wanna...?" He glanced toward the bedroom.

I almost said no. The thought of his little body on top of me after what I'd had last Friday was almost physically repulsive. Like being offered a glass of tap water after you've tasted champagne. But he looked so happy. So desperately, achingly happy. And he was my husband. And I wasn't a monster.

"Sure," I said.

We went to the bedroom. He undressed quickly — he always did, like he was afraid I might change my mind if he took too long. I lay on the bed in my bra and underwear and he climbed on top of me. His pale, soft little body pressing against mine. I could feel him poking against my thigh — hard, eager, and so small it barely registered.

He pushed inside me. I felt almost nothing. Just a slight nudge. A vague sense of something being there. After Jermaine, it was like throwing a hot dog down a hallway. My pussy had been stretched, filled, wrecked by a cock three times this size less than a week ago, and now my husband was sliding his little thing in and out of me like he was stirring a cup of tea.

"Oh God, babe," Ben moaned. His eyes were screwed shut. His hips were doing that jackhammer thing — fast, shallow, desperate. "You feel so good. Fuck."

"Mmhm," I said. I stared at the ceiling.

He lasted ninety seconds. Maybe two minutes if I'm being generous. His whole body tensed up, he made a strangled squeaking sound, and then he collapsed on top of me — panting, sweating, done. I felt a tiny, limp dribble inside me. Nothing. Compared to the thick, hot flood that Jermaine pumped into me, Ben's load was like a leaky faucet.

"Was that good?" he panted into my neck.

"Yeah, babe," I lied. "That was great."

He rolled off me and fell asleep within five minutes. Snoring. Mouth open. One hand on his softening little prick.

I lay there in the dark. Unsatisfied. Untouched. My pussy barely acknowledged what just happened. I pulled my phone off the nightstand and held it under the covers. Opened the text thread with Jermaine.

'Ben got his promotion. He's very grateful.'

Three dots appeared almost instantly.

'Good for him. Tuesday. Same time. Wear something easy to take off.'

My clit pulsed. I pressed my thighs together under the sheets.

'Yes sir.'

I put the phone down. Rolled over. Listened to Ben snore.

The new Vice President of Finance. Corner office. Company car. Couldn't make his wife cum if his life depended on it.
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Tuesdays and Fridays. That was the schedule.

Jermaine didn't ask. He told. A text on Monday: 'Tomorrow. 8pm.' A text on Thursday: 'Friday. Same time.' No pleasantries. No emojis. No "how's your day." Just times and places and the unspoken understanding that I would be there, on my knees or on my back or bent over whatever surface he chose, ready to take every inch of him.

And I was. Every single time.

I built a whole architecture of lies. Tuesdays were "yoga class" — I even bought a mat and a pair of leggings to sell it. Left the mat in the car so it would be there if Ben ever looked. Fridays were "drinks with Sarah." Sometimes I'd throw in a Wednesday for variety — "job interview," "dentist appointment," "running errands." Ben never questioned any of it. He was too busy being VP of Finance, too busy feeling important, too busy being grateful to the man who was balls-deep in his wife twice a week.

The sex got rougher. Every session. Harder. Dirtier. Like Jermaine was testing me — seeing how far I'd go, how much I'd take, how much of my dignity I was willing to shed at his hotel room door. And the answer, every single time, was: all of it.

He fucked me on the bed, on the desk, on the floor, against the window with my tits pressed flat against the glass fourteen floors above the city. He fucked me standing up, my legs around his waist, my back against the wall, holding me like I weighed nothing — because to him, I did. He fucked me in the shower with the water running cold because neither of us cared enough to adjust it. He fucked me bent over the room service cart when it was still in the hallway.

But the bathroom counter was where he broke something in me.

It was a Friday. Three weeks into the routine. I'd told Ben I was going to Sarah's birthday dinner — bought a card and everything, left it on the kitchen table for authenticity. Got dressed in a black skirt and a low-cut blouse. No bra. No panties. Jermaine's standing order. I didn't even think about it anymore. Putting on underwear to see him felt wrong. Like showing up in armour to a surrender.

Room 1408. He opened the door in slacks and an unbuttoned shirt. Whiskey in hand. He didn't say hello. He looked at me, took a sip, and said, "Bathroom."

I walked to the bathroom. He followed. The lights were bright — too bright, that harsh hotel bathroom fluorescence that showed every pore, every mark, every flaw. A massive mirror stretched across the entire wall above the double sinks. Floor to ceiling. You couldn't avoid yourself if you tried.

"Bend over," he said. "Hands on the counter."

I bent. Placed my palms flat on the cold marble. My reflection stared back at me — flushed, lips parted, blonde hair falling around my face. Behind me, Jermaine set his whiskey on the counter next to my hand. I could see him in the mirror. Huge. Dark. His chest bare, the muscles in his shoulders rolling as he pushed my skirt up over my hips. His hands were enormous on my pale skin. Dark fingers digging into white flesh. The contrast was obscene. Pornographic. Like something from the sites I used to scroll past and pretend I wasn't interested in.

He kicked my ankles apart. Wider. I spread. I could see everything in the mirror — my bare pussy between my legs, pink and wet and already swollen. His hand reaching between my thighs from behind. Two thick fingers dragging through my folds.

"Already soaked," he said. "Walked in the door dripping. Your husband know you leave the house like this? Pussy this wet, no panties, going to another man's hotel room?"

"No," I whispered.

"No what?"

"No, daddy. He doesn't know."

The word just came out. Daddy. I don't know when I'd started calling him that — somewhere between the first night and the third, somewhere between "sir" and "Jermaine" and whatever this was now. He hadn't told me to say it. I just did. And the way his fingers curled inside me when I said it told me he liked it.

"Because he's a clueless little man." His fingers pushed inside me. Two of them. Deep. My mouth dropped open and my eyes fluttered shut.

"Open your eyes," he said. Sharp. "Watch."

I opened them. The mirror. Me — bent over, skirt around my waist, mouth hanging open, cheeks burning. Him — behind me, towering, his dark face over my shoulder, watching me watch myself get fingered by a man who wasn't my husband.

"Look at yourself, Leah." His fingers curled inside me, pressing upward against the spot that made my knees buckle. "Forty-one years old. Married woman. Bent over a hotel bathroom counter with a black man's fingers in her pussy. What does that make you?"

"Unh —" My hips rocked back against his hand. "A — a slut —"

"What kind of slut?"

"A white slut," I panted. "A married white slut who — mmh — who needs big black cock —"

"Your husband's cock not enough?"

I almost laughed. The laugh came out as a moan. "My husband's cock barely exists — ah — he's got four inches of nothing — unh — he can't reach — he can't even — fuck —"

Jermaine pulled his fingers out. I whimpered at the loss. Then I heard his belt. The clink. The zipper. And I felt him — the blunt, fat head of his cock pressing against my entrance from behind. Hot. Insistent. So much thicker than anything Ben's useless little prick could ever —

He pushed in.

"OH — oh fuck — oh God —" I gasped. My fingers curled against the marble. My spine curved. He sank in slow — inch after inch after inch — filling me up, stretching me open, pushing deeper than Ben had ever been, deeper than Ben could ever be. My pussy gripped him and he kept going. My mouth was open. No sound. Just breath leaving my body in a rush as he hit the end, his hips flush against my ass, his balls heavy against my clit.
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"Watch," he growled.

I watched. In the mirror. His thick dark cock buried to the hilt inside my pale little body. His huge black frame behind mine — broad shoulders, thick arms, a chest that could crush me. And me — small, blonde, flushed, impaled on him like a doll on a fist. My wedding ring glinting under the bathroom lights as my fingers gripped the marble.

He pulled back. Slow. I could see it in the mirror — his cock sliding out, glistening, dark and wet with me. He pulled almost all the way out — just the head still inside, stretching my entrance — and then he slammed back in.

"AH —" My whole body jolted. My tits bounced. My elbows buckled and my forearms hit the counter.

"Back up," he said. "I want you to see this."

I pushed back up. Shaking arms. Locked elbows. Stared into the mirror. He did it again — slow pull, hard slam. My body rocked forward. My tits swung. My mouth opened and a sound came out that I didn't recognize as mine.

"Unh — unh — fuck —"

He found his rhythm. Long, brutal strokes. Each one withdrawing until I felt hollow — achingly, desperately hollow — and then slamming back in until I felt so full my vision blurred. His hands were on my hips, his dark fingers denting my white skin, pulling me back onto him with every thrust. The sound was obscene — wet, thick, the slap of his hips against my ass echoing off the bathroom tiles.

"Look at that white pussy stretched around my black dick," he said. Low. Measured. Not even breathing hard while I was falling apart. "Look how wide I've got you. Your husband's little dick could fit inside you next to mine and you wouldn't even feel it."

"Oh God — oh fuck — unh — unh —" I was panting. Drooling. A string of spit hanging from my lower lip. Makeup was starting to run from the tears pooling in my eyes — not sad tears, sensation tears, too-much-stimulus tears. I could see myself in the mirror and I looked wrecked. Ruined. A forty-one-year-old married woman getting her pussy demolished in a hotel bathroom by a sixty-year-old black man and loving every second of it.

"What would Ben say?" Jermaine asked. He leaned forward. His chest pressed against my back. His mouth at my ear. His cock still pumping into me, the angle changing, going deeper, hitting a spot that made me see white. "If he could see you right now. What would your little husband say?"

"He — he'd — mmph — he'd cry," I choked out. "He'd fucking — ah — he'd cry —"

"Yeah he would. Little white man. Can't fuck his wife. Can't satisfy her. Can't even make her wet." He drove in harder. I yelped. "Had to send her to a real man. Had to offer up his own wife because he couldn't do the job himself."

"YES — fuck — yes — he's pathetic — unh — he's a limp-dicked little — ah, ah, AH —"

Jermaine reached around me. His right hand found my clit. His thick fingers pressed against it and started rubbing — firm, fast, circular. His cock still pounding me from behind. Clit and cock at the same time. My thoughts whited out.

"Oh — oh God — oh fuck — unh — I can't — I'm gonna —"

"Look at yourself," he commanded. "Don't close your eyes. Watch yourself cum on this big black cock."

I forced my eyes open. The mirror. Me. Him.

His dark hand between my pale thighs, rubbing my clit. His dark cock buried inside me from behind. My face — mouth open, cheeks streaked, eyes glazed, jaw slack. A woman who didn't exist six weeks ago. A woman Ben didn't know. A woman who belonged right here, in this bathroom, on this cock.

"Unh — unh — unh — oh fuck — oh fuck oh fuck oh FUCK —"

It started in my clit. A sharp, blinding spark under his fingers that flared and spread — spreading inward, upward, blooming through my pussy in slow, rolling waves. My walls clenched around him. He didn't stop. Didn't slow down. His fingers kept circling and his cock kept driving and the first wave hadn't finished before the second one hit — bigger, deeper, crashing through my hips and into my stomach.

"Ah — AH — AHHH —" My voice cracked. My knees buckled. I collapsed forward onto my elbows but he held me up — one arm around my waist, pinning me against him, keeping me on his cock while my body tried to fold in half.

The third wave hit and I screamed. Not a moan. Not a gasp. A scream — raw, jagged, torn from somewhere deep in my chest. My pussy clamped down on him so hard he grunted. My thighs were shaking — not trembling, shaking, violent, involuntary convulsions that I couldn't have stopped if I'd tried. My toes curled inside my heels. My fingers clawed the marble. I could see myself in the mirror — face contorted, mouth stretched open, tears streaming, body seizing around the thick black cock that was still buried inside me while I came and came and came.

"FUCK — FUCK — UNH — I — I CAN'T — OH GOD —"

It kept going. Pulse after pulse. Each one pulling a sound out of me that was less word and more sound. My clit was throbbing under his fingers. My pussy was pulsing around his shaft in rhythmic squeezes — clench, release, clench, release — squeezing him, gripping him, trying to pull him deeper even though there was nowhere left to go. Wetness was running down my thighs. I could hear it — the slick, squelching sound of my body gushing around his cock with every pulse.

My vision went white. Then dark. Then spotty. My legs gave out completely and the only thing keeping me upright was his arm around my waist and his cock inside me. I was hanging off him. Dead weight. Twitching. My breath was coming in shallow, ragged gasps — hh — hh — hh — like I'd been underwater and just broke the surface.

The last wave rolled through me — slow, heavy, deep — and my whole body went slack. My arms slid off the counter. My head dropped. I was making a sound I'd never heard from myself — a low, broken, shuddering moan that wouldn't stop, that kept vibrating in my throat long after the orgasm had finished ripping through me.

"Mmmmhh — mmh — mmh —" I couldn't form words. My mouth was open but language was gone. Just sounds. Just breath and vibration and the wet, obscene noise of his cock still inside my twitching pussy.

Jermaine held me there. Didn't pull out. Didn't move. Just held me pinned against the counter with his arm around my waist and let me shake myself out. In the mirror, I looked destroyed. Face streaked. Hair plastered to my forehead with sweat. Eyes half-closed and unfocused. Mouth wet and slack. A woman who'd just been fucked out of her own body and hadn't come back yet.

"Good girl," Jermaine said. Quiet. Almost gentle. His lips against my ear. "You did good."

I couldn't answer. I just hung there. On his cock. On his arm. In the bathroom mirror of a hotel room that my husband was paying for with a promotion that my pussy had earned.

My legs were still shaking. My pussy was still clenching. And somewhere in the wreckage of my nervous system, one thought floated to the surface, clear as glass:

I was never going to stop doing this.
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The following Tuesday I was face-down on the hotel bed with Jermaine's hand between my shoulder blades pinning me to the mattress.

Ben still doesn't suspect a thing.

I'd arrived at eight. He'd opened the door, looked at me, said nothing. Grabbed my wrist. Pulled me inside. Kicked the door shut. Within ninety seconds my dress was on the floor, my bra was somewhere near the desk, and I was on all fours on the bed with my face shoved into the pillow and his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave prints.

He didn't warm me up.

No foreplay. No fingers. No mouth. He just got behind me, pressed the head of his cock against my entrance, and pushed.

I didn't complain.

My body opened for him like it had been waiting all week. Because it had. Five days since the bathroom counter. Five days of Ben's limp little body next to mine in bed. Five days of his soft, pathetic snoring and his gentle arm around my waist and the nub of his half-hard dick poking against my ass in the morning — a sensation so faint I had to concentrate to confirm it was even there. Five days of lying in the dark, thighs clenched, replaying the mirror. The counter. The sound of my own voice saying things I'd never said before.

And now Jermaine was inside me again and the five days evaporated like they'd never happened.

"Unh —" I grunted into the pillow as he bottomed out. The stretch. God, the stretch. That fullness that started between my legs and radiated up through my stomach, my ribs, my chest. Every inch of him displacing something — air, thought, the memory of any other man who'd ever been inside me. Not that there was much to displace. Ben's cock slid in like a finger. Jermaine's cock announced itself.

He pulled back. Slow. I could feel every ridge, every vein, dragging against my walls as he withdrew. My pussy clenched around him — involuntary, desperate, trying to hold him in. He pulled almost all the way out. Just the head stretching my entrance. Holding. Making me wait.

"Mmh — please — daddy —" I whispered into the pillow.

He slammed back in.

"AH —" My hands fisted the sheets. My back arched. He grabbed a fistful of my blonde hair and pulled — not gentle, not playful, a real pull that wrenched my head back and forced my spine into a curve. My chin came off the pillow. My mouth dropped open. My eyes watered.

He started fucking me.

Doggy style. His favourite. My favourite too, though I'd never known it before him.

Ben and I had tried doggy exactly twice in twelve years of marriage. Both times his little white dick had slipped out within thirty seconds. He'd fumble around behind me, trying to find the angle, trying to push back in — his skinny hands on my hips, his pathetic little prick poking at my thighs, my ass, everywhere except where it was supposed to go. I'd lie there on all fours staring at the headboard waiting for him to figure it out. He never did. He'd give up. Roll me onto my back. Missionary. Two minutes. Done.

Jermaine didn't slip out. Jermaine's cock didn't slip out of anything. He was so thick that once he was inside me, my pussy had to stretch to accommodate him — a tight, wet seal around his shaft that gripped every inch and held on for survival. He could pound me as hard as he wanted from any angle and his cock wasn't going anywhere except deeper.

And he was pounding me.

The bed rocked with each thrust. The headboard knocked against the wall — a steady, rhythmic banging that matched the slap of his hips against my ass. His hand was still in my hair, pulling my head back, and his other hand came down on my ass with a crack that split the room.

"Ah!" I yelped. The sting bloomed across my right cheek — sharp, hot, radiating outward. Before it could fade, he spanked me again. Same spot. Harder. The crack was louder this time and I felt it vibrate through my pelvis and into my clit.

"Unh — fuck —" I panted. My fingers were clawing the sheets. My knees were sliding on the mattress. He was driving into me so hard that I was being pushed forward with each stroke — inching across the bed, gripping the sheets to hold position while his massive body slammed into mine from behind.

He let go of my hair. Both hands on my hips now. Gripping. Bruising. Pulling me back onto him with each thrust so that his cock hit the farthest wall inside me — that spot at the very end, the spot Ben's little dick had never reached, had never known existed. Each time he hit it, my brain short-circuited. A white flash behind my eyes. A sound punched out of me that wasn't a moan or a word — just air forced out of my lungs by the impact of his cock against my cervix.

"Hh — hh — hh — hh —" I was grunting with each thrust. Face down. Ass up. A married woman on all fours in a hotel bed getting her pussy destroyed by a man who wasn't her husband and who would never be her husband and who didn't want to be her husband. He just wanted this. My body. My pussy. My submission. And I gave it to him every Tuesday and Friday like paying rent on a life I actually wanted to live.

His hand found the back of my neck. Pushed my face down into the pillow. Hard. My nose and mouth pressed into the cotton. I couldn't breathe properly — just shallow gasps through the fabric, hot and wet, my own spit dampening the pillowcase. He held me there. Face down. Pinned. His cock driving into me from behind while his hand kept my head exactly where he wanted it.

I should have been scared. I should have pushed back. Said something. Tapped out. But my pussy was clenching around him so hard it ached and the wetness was running down my inner thighs and soaking the sheets beneath my knees and the only thought in my oxygen-starved brain was more.

He let up. I sucked air. Gasped. Choked on my own spit. He grabbed my hair again — yanked me up onto my hands. My back arched. I could see the hotel room through blurred, watering eyes. The desk. The whiskey. The window with the city lights fourteen floors below. My coat draped over the chair. My wedding ring catching the lamplight every time my hand gripped the sheets.

My wedding ring.

Something twisted inside me — not guilt. Not shame. Something hotter. Something that had teeth. I was staring at the diamond Ben had saved eight months for, the diamond he'd proposed with on a beach in Mexico while the sunset turned the water gold, the diamond I'd cried over, the diamond that meant forever — and that diamond was on the hand that was currently clawing a hotel bedsheet while another man's cock rearranged my insides.

The thought didn't horrify me. It made my clit pulse.
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I was a wife. Somebody's wife. Ben's wife. The woman who stood in a white dress and said "I do" and meant it. And right now that wife was face-down, ass-up, getting pounded raw by a sixty-year-old black man who owned her husband's company and her husband's career and, increasingly, her husband's wife. And the wife was dripping. Gushing. Moaning into a hotel pillow on a Tuesday night while her husband thought she was at yoga.

Jermaine's hand came down on my ass again. CRACK. I screamed into the pillow. He spanked me again — the other cheek — and then again, rapid-fire, alternating sides, each one harder than the last. My ass was on fire. I could feel the heat radiating off my skin. Each slap sent a shockwave through my pussy that tightened around him in a spasm.

"Mmph — mmph — unh — unh — oh fuck —" I was babbling. No words. Just sounds. My face was wet — tears, spit, sweat, mascara. The pillow was smeared with it. My body was moving on its own now — pushing back against him, meeting his thrusts, grinding my ass into his hips, trying to take him deeper even though there was nowhere left to go.

He reached under me. His hand found my throat. Not squeezing. Just holding. His thick fingers wrapped around my neck from behind — loose, warm, a reminder. I could breathe. I could swallow. But I could feel his hand there, feel the power in those fingers, feel how easily he could close them if he wanted to. My heart hammered against his palm. My pulse thudded under his thumb.

"Unh — unh — unh —" Each thrust punched the sound out of me. His cock was swelling — getting harder, thicker, the veins standing out against my walls. I could feel him throbbing inside me. His breathing changed — deeper, rougher, a growl building in his chest that vibrated through his hand on my throat and into my spine.

The orgasm started building. Not fast — slow, tidal, gathering somewhere deep in my pelvis like water behind a dam. A pressure that grew with each thrust. Each spank. Each pulse of his fingers on my throat. My clit was aching — untouched, swollen, throbbing in time with my heartbeat. I didn't need his fingers on it. I didn't need anything on it. The cock was enough. The angle was enough. The depravity was enough.

Because that's what was really getting me off. Not just the size. Not just the skill. The fact that I was cheating. The fact that I was a liar and an adulterer and a married woman with another man's cock inside her. The fact that Ben was at home right now — probably on the couch, probably watching the news, probably thinking about his wonderful wife at yoga class — while his wonderful wife was getting her brains fucked out by the man who signed his paychecks. The man who sat at the head of the conference table. The man who'd shake Ben's hand tomorrow morning and say "good work" knowing that twelve hours earlier he'd had Ben's wife on all fours screaming into a pillow.

That was the drug. Not the cock. The betrayal. The secret. The knowledge that I had a life Ben couldn't see and a body Ben couldn't satisfy and a need Ben couldn't even comprehend. Every time Jermaine pushed inside me, it was proof. Proof that my husband was inadequate. Proof that my marriage was a cage. Proof that I was more — hungrier, dirtier, more alive — than the woman Ben thought he'd married.

The dam broke.

"Oh — oh God — oh fuck — I'm — unh —"

It crashed through me. Not waves this time. A wall. A solid, annihilating wall of sensation that hit my pussy and blew outward in every direction. My vision whited out. My mouth opened and I screamed — raw, ragged, barely human — and my entire body seized. My pussy clamped down on him with a force that made him grunt. My legs locked. My arms gave out and I collapsed face-first into the pillow and screamed into it until my throat went hoarse.

"MMMPH — FUUUCK — UNH — UNH — UNH —"

I was convulsing. Full-body. Not trembling — convulsing. My hips bucked against him. My thighs shook so hard the bed was vibrating. My pussy was contracting in hard, rhythmic squeezes — clenching and releasing, clenching and releasing — each one sending a bolt of electricity from my clit to my spine to the back of my skull. I could feel myself gushing — hot, wet, dripping down my thighs, pooling on the sheets between my knees.

And still it kept going. My toes curled so hard my calves cramped. My fingers were white-knuckled in the sheets. Each contraction pulled another sound out of me — not moans, not screams, something primal and shredded and inhuman. My clit was pulsing — untouched, throbbing, sending aftershock after aftershock rippling through my pussy while his cock stayed buried inside me, thick and hard and unmoving, a fixed point while my entire body detonated around it.

I was thinking about Ben. That's the sick part. While my body tore itself apart on another man's cock, my brain was showing me my husband's face. His smile. His little wave goodbye this morning. His "have fun at yoga, babe." And each image made the orgasm hit harder — like guilt was gasoline and I was already on fire. Not guilty enough to stop. Not guilty enough to care. Just guilty enough to cum so hard my vision went black and my ears rang and I forgot my own name for five full seconds.

Jermaine tightened his hand on my throat. Not choking. Holding. Anchoring me while my body came apart. He thrust once — deep, final, his hips flush against my wrecked ass — and came. I felt the heat surge inside me. His cock pulsing. His cum flooding me — thick, heavy, pooling deep. His growl rumbled through his chest, through his hand, through my throat, through my entire body.

"Nnnnhh —" I groaned into the pillow. My pussy clenched around him one last time — milking him, squeezing, pulling everything he had into the lowest depth of me where it would sit and settle and leak out for hours. Into my underwear. Into my car seat. Into the bed I shared with my husband.

We stayed like that. Him buried inside me. Me face-down, ass-up, destroyed. His hand still loosely on my throat. Both of us breathing hard. The room reeked of sex — sweat and cum and the wet, musky smell of a woman who'd been fucked unconscious and hadn't come back yet.

My wedding ring glinted on the sheets. I stared at it until my vision stopped swimming.


6

The shower was too hot and I didn't turn it down.

I stood under the spray with my forehead against the tile and let the water scald me. Steam filled the bathroom. The glass door was fogged over. I couldn't see anything except white tile and my own hands — pruned, shaking slightly, nails still chipped from clawing the sheets ten minutes ago. Jermaine's cum was running down the inside of my thigh, thinned by the water, swirling into the drain between my feet. I watched it go. A month ago that would have horrified me. Now it was just Tuesday.

I tilted my head back. Let the water hit my face. Closed my eyes.

No guilt. That was the thing. I kept waiting for it — kept bracing for the wave of shame and self-loathing that was supposed to come after you spent four hours in a hotel room with a man who wasn't your husband. After you let him fuck you on all fours and spank your ass raw and wrap his hand around your throat. After you came so hard you forgot your own name and then lay there in the wreckage of the sheets and stared at your wedding ring and felt — nothing.

Not nothing. Something. But not guilt. Not remorse. Not the sick, twisting horror of a woman who'd betrayed her vows and couldn't live with herself. I could live with myself fine. I could live with myself better than I'd lived with myself in twelve years of marriage to a man whose biggest contribution to my sex life was teaching me to fake an orgasm convincingly.

What I felt was clarity. The kind of clarity that settles over you when you stop fighting something and let it win. I wasn't conflicted anymore. I wasn't torn. The war between "good wife" and "Jermaine's dirty white bitch" was over and the bitch won and the wife surrendered without a fight and honestly? The wife was relieved. The wife was exhausted from twelve years of pretending that Ben's little white prick was enough. That his two-minute missionary was satisfying. That his limp, fumbling hands on her body at night were doing anything except making her wish she was somewhere else.

I was somewhere else now. Twice a week. And on the days in between, I was counting the hours until I could be here again.
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I turned off the water. Stepped out. The bathroom was thick with steam. I grabbed a towel — one of those big, white, obscenely expensive hotel towels that cost more than everything in Ben's bathroom cabinet combined — and dried off slowly. My body was covered in evidence. Finger-shaped bruises on my hips where Jermaine had gripped me. Red handprints on both ass cheeks — overlapping, layered, some already darkening to purple. A hickey on my inner thigh the size of a plum. Carpet burn on my knees from the first round. My pussy was swollen and tender and still faintly throbbing, like an echo of an echo of an orgasm that wouldn't fully stop.

I wiped the mirror with the towel. My reflection materialized through the steam. Blonde hair wet and slicked back. No makeup — he'd fucked it all off hours ago. My face looked different. Not older. Not tired. Something else. Stripped. Honest. The face of a woman who'd stopped performing and started existing.

I wrapped the towel around myself and walked out of the bathroom.

Jermaine was on the bed. On his back. Naked. Hands behind his head. His big, dark body sprawled across the white sheets like a sculpture displayed on silk. His cock rested against his thigh — softening, still heavy, still longer soft than Ben was hard. The gold wedding band on his left hand caught the light. His wife in Atlanta. My husband in our living room. Two rings. Two lies. Two marriages that existed on paper and nowhere else.

He watched me cross the room. Those dark eyes. Unhurried. The eyes of a man who'd already gotten what he wanted and was deciding if he wanted more.

I stopped at the foot of the bed. My left hand was at my side. The diamond on my ring finger was still there — still sparkling, still catching the light, still doing its job of announcing to the world that I belonged to Benjamin Turner. That I was somebody's wife. That I was claimed. That I was off the market.

I looked at it.

It was a nice ring. Half a carat. Ben had saved for eight months. He'd proposed in Mexico — sunset, beach, the whole postcard. I'd cried. Real tears. Happy tears. The tears of a woman who believed in the thing that ring represented. Commitment. Partnership. "I do." "For better or worse." "Till death do us part."

That woman was dead. She'd died on a hotel room bed in Room 405 two months ago with Jermaine's cock inside her and his cum flooding her womb and the truth about her husband's betrayal ringing in her ears. What was left was something else. Something harder. Something that didn't need a ring to know who she belonged to.

I reached down with my right hand. Gripped the ring. Twisted it off my finger. The skin underneath was pale — a white band where the gold had been, twelve years of marriage reduced to a tan line. I held the ring between my thumb and forefinger. Turned it. The diamond caught the lamplight.

Then I looked at Jermaine.

He was watching. Propped up on one elbow now. His expression was unreadable — or maybe perfectly readable, if you knew the language. One eyebrow slightly raised. The corner of his mouth not quite smiling. Waiting. Watching. The way a man watches a woman decide something.

I held his gaze. Didn't blink. Didn't hesitate.

I brought the ring to my lips. And I spat on it.

A thick, deliberate glob of saliva. On the diamond Ben had saved eight months for. On the gold band that had been on my finger since the day he slipped it on in front of our families and our friends and a minister who'd said "what God has joined together, let no man put asunder." I spat on all of it. On the promise. On the memory. On every anniversary dinner and every "I love you" and every pathetic, fumbling attempt at sex that had left me staring at the ceiling wondering if this was really all there was.

The spit ran down the band and dripped onto my fingers.

I turned to the trash can. The little metal one next to the nightstand, the one with the plastic liner, the one that already held a room service receipt and a whiskey bottle cap. I held the ring over it. Jermaine's eyes on mine. My fingers steady. My pulse calm.

I dropped it.

The ring hit the bottom of the trash can with a small, metallic clink. Such a tiny sound for such a large thing.

The end of a marriage in the weight of half a carat hitting a plastic bag.

Something happened in my body. Something immediate and physical. A rush — not in my chest, not in my head, in my clit. A pulse. A throb. A sudden, swelling heat between my legs that went from zero to aching in the space between one heartbeat and the next. My nipples hardened under the towel. My thighs pressed together. My pussy — still tender, still swollen from the last four hours — clenched around nothing and demanded to be filled again.

Not guilt. Not liberation. Something more basic. More primal. The ring was gone and my body responded the way it had been trained to respond to everything Jermaine-adjacent for the past two months — with arousal so immediate and so total that it bypassed my brain entirely and went straight to the wet, desperate place between my legs.

Jermaine was still watching me. Still propped on his elbow. That not-quite-smile had spread into something wider. Something predatory and satisfied.

I pulled the towel off. Let it fall. Stood there naked in the lamplight with no ring on my finger and no conflict in my chest and nothing between me and whatever came next except ten feet of hotel carpet and the sliding glass door to the balcony.

The night air hit me before I reached it. Warm. Late spring. The city sprawled below — fourteen floors of glass and concrete and ten million people who didn't know or care that a forty-one-year-old married woman had just spit on her wedding ring and thrown it in the garbage and was now walking naked toward a balcony with her pussy throbbing and her clit swollen and her body already aching for the man behind her. I slid the door open. Stepped out. The breeze hit my bare skin — my tits, my stomach, my thighs, the wetness still glistening between my legs. The city lights stretched to the horizon. Cars moved far below like blood cells in veins. The railing was cold metal. I gripped it with both hands. Looked out over the edge. Fourteen floors of nothing between me and the ground.

I looked over my shoulder. Jermaine was off the bed. Standing. Naked. Walking toward me. His cock was hardening again — thickening, rising, that big dark shaft filling with blood as he crossed the room. His eyes were locked on mine. On my bare ass. On the naked, ringless, shameless woman standing on his balcony waiting for him.

"Ready," I said.
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He was behind me in three steps.

His hands landed on my hips — heavy, hot, possessive — and pulled me back from the railing. Not far. Just enough to bend me over it. My stomach pressed against the cold metal bar. My tits hung over the edge. Fourteen floors of open air between my nipples and the parking lot below. The breeze caught them — warm night air swirling around bare skin that had no business being exposed to the city skyline. My hair whipped across my face. My fingers gripped the railing so hard my knuckles went white.

I looked down. Cars. Streetlights. The orange glow of the hotel entrance far below where a valet was parking someone's Mercedes. People on the sidewalk — tiny, insect-sized, going about their night. None of them looking up. None of them knowing that a naked woman was bent over a balcony railing fourteen stories above their heads with a sixty-year-old black man positioning his cock behind her.

Jermaine kicked my ankles apart. I spread. The railing pressed into my stomach. My tits swayed in the open air. My ass pushed back toward him — instinct, reflex, my body knowing what came next before my brain could process the insanity of where we were.

His cock pressed against me. The head — blunt, swollen, radiating heat — nudged through my folds. I was soaked. Still. Again. Always. My pussy didn't know how to be dry anymore. Not around him. Not since Room 405 two months ago when he'd split me open for the first time and rewired every nerve ending south of my navel.

He pushed in.

"OH — oh God — oh FUCK —" My voice ripped out of me and sailed over the railing into fourteen floors of nothing. The city swallowed it. Nobody heard. Nobody could hear — not from up here, not over the traffic and the wind and the hum of ten million lives happening below. I could scream as loud as I wanted and the only person who'd hear it was the man whose cock was currently buried to the hilt inside me on a hotel balcony.

So I screamed.

"FUCK — unh — oh fuck — oh GOD —"

He started moving. Not slow. Not gentle. He grabbed my hips with both hands and fucked me — hard, immediate, full strokes that rocked my body against the railing and made my tits swing over the edge with each thrust. The metal bar dug into my stomach. My feet lifted slightly off the concrete with each impact — his hips slamming into my ass, the force pushing me forward, my weight tipping toward the railing. Fourteen floors of air. His hands the only thing keeping me from pitching forward into it.

"Unh — unh — unh — unh —" The sounds were punched out of me. Not voluntary. Not controlled. Just the noise a body makes when it's being fucked so hard it can't hold air. My fingers were locked around the railing. The metal was warming under my grip. My tits bounced and swayed — bare, exposed, hanging over the edge of a building like an offering to the city below.

My left hand. I could see it. White-knuckled on the railing. And the finger — the fourth finger, the ring finger — bare. Naked. The pale tan line where the diamond had been for twelve years. Gone now. In a trash can. Spit on and discarded in a hotel wastebasket next to a whiskey bottle cap while the woman who'd worn it got fucked senseless by a man who'd never once pretended to love her.

Something about that bare finger broke something in me. Or finished breaking it. Whatever thin, threadbare thing had still connected me to the woman I'd been before — the wife, the good girl, the woman who faked orgasms and smiled at dinner parties and told herself that Ben was enough — that thread snapped. I could feel it go. A physical sensation in my chest, like a string being cut. And what rushed in to fill the space wasn't grief or loss or even relief.

It was hunger.

"HARDER —" I screamed into the night air. "FUCK ME HARDER, DADDY —"

Jermaine's hand cracked across my ass. The slap echoed off the side of the building — a sharp, percussive report that bounced between the balcony walls and vanished into the sky. My right cheek blazed. He spanked me again. Left cheek. Then right. Then left. Rapid. Brutal. Each one rocking me forward against the railing, each one sending a shockwave through my pussy that made my walls clench around his cock.

"AH — AH — FUCK — AH —" I was screaming with every slap. My voice was raw. Shredded. The city sprawled below me and I was screaming obscenities into it from fourteen floors up with my tits dangling over the edge and my ass getting spanked cherry-red by a man who owned my husband's entire career.

He grabbed my arms. Both of them. Pulled them off the railing and pinned them behind my back — wrists crossed, locked in one of his massive hands. My chest dropped. My tits swung free. My entire upper body was hanging over the railing now with nothing holding me up except his grip on my wrists and his cock inside me. The city yawned below. Wind rushed past my face. My hair whipped wildly. I was suspended — half on the balcony, half over the edge, completely at his mercy.

"Unh — oh God — oh fuck — unh — unh —" I was panting. Gasping. The position was insane — back arched, arms pinned, tits swaying in open air, face pointed at the ground fourteen stories below. Every thrust rocked me forward. Every thrust reminded me that the only things keeping me from falling were his hand and his cock. I should have been terrified. I was. But the terror and the arousal had blurred into something indistinguishable — a single, screaming frequency that vibrated through my entire body and made my pussy pour.
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He fucked me harder. The slap of his hips against my ass was the loudest sound on the balcony — a meaty, wet crack that repeated over and over and over. His cock was reaching places that made my vision strobe. Spots of light. Flashes of black. The city below blurring and sharpening and blurring again with each thrust.

"Whose pussy is this?" he growled behind me.

"YOURS —" I screamed at the skyline. "IT'S YOURS — IT'S ALWAYS BEEN YOURS —"

"Not your husband's?"

"MY HUSBAND'S DICK-HIS LITTLE WHITE DICK CAN'T EVEN GET HARD —" I was screaming it. Fourteen floors up. Into the wind. Into the night. Words I would never take back because I never wanted to. "HE'S GOT A PATHETIC LITTLE WHITE PRICK AND HE CAN'T — UNH — HE CAN'T MAKE ME — AH — HE CAN'T MAKE ME FEEL ANYTHING —"

CRACK. His free hand across my ass. I yelped — a sound that became a moan that became a scream.

"What is he?" Jermaine asked. His voice was steady. Controlled. Not even breathing hard while I was falling apart over the railing. The man was made of iron.

"HE'S A LOSER —" I screamed. "A PATHETIC — UNH — LIMP-DICKED — AH — WHITE FAGGOT WHO — FUCK — WHO BETRAYED HIS OWN WIFE — OH GOD — BECAUSE HE COULDN'T — UNH — COULDN'T SATISFY HER — COULDN'T FUCK HER — COULDN'T DO ANYTHING EXCEPT — AH AH AH — SIT AT A DESK AND PUSH NUMBERS AROUND WHILE A REAL MAN — A REAL — FUCK — A REAL MAN - A BLACK MAN WITH A REAL COCK — UNH — FUCKS HIS WIFE ON A FUCKING BALCONY —"

The words were pouring out of me like the wetness pouring down my thighs. I couldn't stop. I didn't want to stop. Each insult, each degradation, each vile thing I screamed about the man I'd married — it sent a pulse through my clit that ratcheted the pressure higher. I was degrading Ben to the open air and it was making me wetter than anything Jermaine's cock was doing. The betrayal. The cruelty. The raw, unapologetic destruction of a man who wasn't here to defend himself and wouldn't have been able to even if he was.

"Fuck," I panted. "He — unh — he offered me up for a promotion — and I'm — oh fuck — but I'm not his to trade off like that. No, fuck you, Ben. I don't belong to you. I cheated on you, I'm cheating on you, motherfucker and I'm so fucking glad I did — because his laughable little white dick — mmph — never made me feel — AH — never made me feel ONE FUCKING PERCENT of what — UNH — of what your big black cock —"

Jermaine yanked my arms back. Hard. My spine arched like a bow. My tits thrust out over the railing. My face tipped toward the sky. I could see stars. Actual stars past the city glow. And his cock was hitting the deepest part of me on every stroke — the spot that made my brain go blank, the spot Ben didn't know existed, the spot that only Jermaine's ten inches could reach.

The orgasm started.

Not built. Not crested. Started. Like a switch being thrown. One second I was screaming insults into the sky and the next second my entire body detonated.

It began in my clit — a white-hot flare that erupted without warning and without touch. Nobody was touching my clit. Nobody needed to. The cock was enough. The angle was enough. The depravity was enough. The bare ring finger gripping nothing, belonging to nobody, freed from twelve years of pretending — that was enough.

The flare spread. Inward. Deep. It hit my pussy and my walls clamped down on Jermaine's cock so hard he grunted — a sound I barely heard because my own scream was drowning out everything. A scream that started in my chest and tore through my throat and ripped out of my mouth and sailed over the railing into fourteen floors of empty air and kept going — a raw, shattered, guttural howl that didn't sound like pleasure or pain but like something being torn open at the molecular level.

"AAAAHHH — FUCK — DADDY — I'M CUMMING — OH GOD — OH GOD — UNH — UNH — UUUUUNH —"

My pussy erupted. Not dripped. Not leaked. Erupted. A torrent — hot, slick, gushing out of me around Jermaine's cock and down my thighs and onto the balcony concrete in a splatter that I could hear over the wind. My body was clenching in violent, involuntary spasms — my pussy contracting in hard, rhythmic pulses that squeezed his cock and released and squeezed and released, each one forcing more liquid out of me, each one pulling another broken sound from my throat.

"HHH — HHH — NNNH — FUUUCK —"

My legs were gone. Shaking so hard the muscles were seizing — calves locked, thighs vibrating, knees buckling. My vision was white. Then black. Then a kaleidoscope of city lights smeared across my retinas like paint on a window. Tears were streaming down my face — not emotion, just the body's response to a sensation so overwhelming that every system was firing at once. My ears were ringing. A high, thin whine that drowned out the city and the wind and Jermaine's breathing and everything except the catastrophic, full-body detonation still ripping through me.

The second wave hit before the first one finished. It crashed through my pelvis like a freight train — deeper, harder, a gut-level contraction that made my stomach clench and my abs lock and my hips buck backward into Jermaine so hard that his grip on my wrists slipped. My arms flew forward. My hands caught the railing. I gripped it — shaking, sobbing, cumming — and another gush of wetness poured out of me. I could feel it running. Down my thighs. Down my calves. Pooling at my feet. Dripping through the balcony grating. Fourteen floors of air between my cum and the ground.

"HE COULD NEVER —" I choked out. Screaming and crying and cumming all at once. My voice was raw — hoarse, cracking, barely recognizable as human. "HIS LITTLE — UNH — HIS LITTLE WHITE FAGGOT DICK — COULD NEVER — AH AH AH — NEVER MAKE ME CUM LIKE THIS — NEVER — NOT IN A THOUSAND YEARS — NOT IF HE FUCKED ME EVERY DAY FOR THE REST OF HIS — UNH — PATHETIC LITTLE — NNNH —"

I couldn't finish. Language collapsed. Words became sounds. Sounds became sobs. My body was still convulsing — slower now, deeper, rolling aftershocks that made my pussy clench and my thighs tremble and my breath hitch in ragged, broken gasps. Each aftershock pulled one more gush of wetness out of me. Each one made me whimper — a small, wrecked, gutted sound that had nothing left behind it.

Jermaine grabbed my hips. Pulled me back onto him — one final, savage thrust that drove in to the root and stayed. I felt his cock swell inside me. Felt the throb. Felt the heat bloom deep in my pussy as he came — a guttural roar behind me, his fingers denting my hips, his body rigid, his cock pumping load after load into the deepest part of me while my pussy milked him through the last dying spasms of my own orgasm.

"Nnnnhh — mmh — mmh —" I was whimpering. Gripping the railing. My forehead pressed against the cold metal. My body was twitching — little involuntary jerks that made my shoulders shudder and my thighs quake. Cum — his and mine — was running down my legs in warm, slow rivulets. The balcony beneath my feet was wet. The city hummed below, oblivious. The wind cooled the sweat on my back and the tears on my cheeks and the mess between my thighs.

Jermaine's hands loosened on my hips. His cock stayed inside me — softening, still thick, still filling me in a way that Ben's never had and never would. His chest pressed against my back. His breath was warm on my neck. His heartbeat thumped against my spine — slow, steady, the heartbeat of a man who'd just bred his employee's wife on a balcony fourteen floors above the city and wasn't even winded.

I looked down at my left hand on the railing. The bare finger. The tan line. No ring. No marriage. No Ben. Just a white stripe where a promise used to be and a pussy full of another man's cum and a voice so hoarse from screaming that I couldn't have spoken my husband's name if I'd tried.

I didn't try.

Later — after Jermaine had carried me back inside, after I'd collapsed on the bed and stared at the ceiling for twenty minutes waiting for my legs to work again — I fished the ring out of the trash. Wiped off the spit with the bedsheet. Slid it back onto my finger. The diamond sparkled under the lamplight like nothing had happened.

I had to. Ben would notice. Ben noticed nothing about my body, nothing about my mood, nothing about the fact that his wife came home smelling like another man's cologne twice a week — but he would notice the ring. He'd bought it. He was proud of it. It was the one thing about our marriage he still looked at with genuine satisfaction.

So the ring went back on. The costume went back on. And I drove home with Jermaine's cum leaking into the car seat and a diamond on my finger that had been sitting in a trash can forty minutes ago.

The things we do for appearances.
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I was in Room 1408. Same room. Same time. I'd been there for an hour. My dress was on the floor. My heels were still on — Jermaine liked the heels. He liked the way they looked when I was kneeling. He liked the way they clicked on the tile when I walked to him. He liked the way they made my calves flex when I bent over. So the heels stayed on. Everything else came off.

I was between his legs. He was sitting in the armchair by the window. Slacks around his ankles. Shirt unbuttoned. Whiskey in one hand. His cock in my mouth. Tuesday night. The usual.

His phone rang.

I started to pull off — mouth full, spit dripping, the instinct to stop what I was doing because the real world was interrupting the filthy one. Jermaine's hand found the back of my head. Pushed me down. Held me there. His cock pressed against the back of my throat and I gagged — a wet, muffled sound that he ignored.

He answered the phone.

"Ben," he said. Casual. Warm. The voice of a boss who liked his employee. "How's the quarter looking?"

My eyes went wide. I tried to pull back. His hand tightened in my hair. Pushed me deeper. His cock slid past the back of my throat and I choked — a thick, gurgling sound that I prayed to God Ben couldn't hear through the phone speaker.

"That's excellent work," Jermaine said. His voice was perfectly steady. Not a tremor. Not a breath out of place. Meanwhile his cock was throbbing against my tongue and my spit was pooling around his shaft and dripping onto his balls and I was trying not to gag loud enough for my husband to hear me deepthroating his boss over the phone. "The Peterson account especially. You really turned that around."

I could hear Ben's voice. Tinny. Small. Coming through the phone speaker in eager little bursts. I couldn't make out the words but I knew the tone — grateful, excited, the voice of a man who couldn't believe his boss was calling to compliment him. The VP of Finance getting a pat on the head from the man whose cock was currently lodged in his wife's throat.

Jermaine looked down at me. Those dark eyes. That slow, spreading grin. He was enjoying this. Not the blowjob — well, yes, the blowjob — but the phone call. The performance. The fact that he was talking to my husband like a mentor, like a leader, like a man who cared about Ben's career, while Ben's wife gagged and drooled on his cock three feet below the phone.

He pushed my head down again. Slow. I took him deeper. My nose pressed against his groin. His pubic hair tickled my face. My throat convulsed around him and tears streamed down my cheeks. I breathed through my nose in short, desperate gasps. My hands gripped his thighs.

"Listen, Ben — I've been thinking," Jermaine said. He was stroking my hair now. Gently. Like petting a dog. "You've been putting in serious hours. I want to take you and your wife out to dinner this week. My treat. Somewhere nice. You deserve it."

Ben's voice — high, fast, overjoyed. I could picture him at his desk, clutching the phone, eyes wide, already thinking about what tie to wear. Already planning to tell me the good news the second he got home. "Guess what, babe — Jermaine wants to take us to dinner! Isn't that amazing?"

Amazing. His boss wanted to take us to dinner. The same boss who was currently holding his wife's head down on his cock and watching her mascara run.

"Great," Jermaine said. "Friday work? I'll have my assistant book something. Bring Leah — I'd love to see her again. It's your husband," he spoke out of nowhere, his mouth barely inches away from the receiver. I choked. A loud, wet, unmistakable sound. "You wanna say something to him? No?"

My eyes went wide. I shook my head. Tears streaming. His cock still in my mouth. He brought the phone back to his ear and mouth. "Sorry — bad connection. Friday then. Looking forward to it, Ben."

I gagged for a moment.

He hung up. Tossed the phone onto the bed. Looked down at me. I was kneeling between his legs with his cock in my mouth and tears on my face and spit on my chin and my husband's voice still ringing in my ears.

"Good girl," Jermaine said.

He pulled me off his cock by my hair. Stood up. Grabbed my arm and hauled me to my feet. I stumbled — heels on carpet, legs shaking, brain still processing the fact that I'd just sucked his cock while he scheduled a dinner date with my husband.
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He walked to the door. Opened it.

The hallway. Long. Beige carpet. Fluorescent lights. The same corridor I walked through every Tuesday and Friday — past the ice machine, past the elevator, past the doors of rooms where normal people did normal things. Empty right now. But it was a hotel. People came and went. Doors opened. Elevators dinged.

"Jermaine —" I whispered. "What the fuck-No. Not out here."

He grabbed my wrist. Pulled me through the doorway. The carpet was rough under my bare feet — I'd kicked the heels off somewhere between the armchair and the door. I was naked. Completely naked. In a hotel corridor. The door to Room 1408 swung shut behind us with a soft click.

"Jermaine — please — someone's going to —"

He shoved me against the wall. My back hit the wallpaper — rough, textured, cold against my bare skin. His body pressed against mine. His cock — still hard, still wet from my mouth — pressed against my stomach. His hand came up under my chin. Tilted my face up. Made me look at him.

"Shut the fuck up," he said. Not angry. Not heated. But vicious. The way you'd tell a dog to stop barking.

He spun me around on the spot. His hand cracked across my ass. The sound ricocheted down the empty corridor like a gunshot. I yelped — then clamped my mouth shut, eyes darting left and right. The hallway stretched in both directions. Doors. Numbers. The elevator at the far end. Anyone could step out. Anyone could turn the corner. Anyone could see a naked forty-one-year-old married woman pinned against the wall by a sixty-year-old black man twice her size.

"You think you're special?" Jermaine said. He spun me around. Pressed my face against the wall. My cheek flattened against the wallpaper. My tits squished against the cold surface. His hand gripped the back of my neck — pinning me, holding me, his fingers pressing into the muscles on either side of my spine. "You think you're the only bitch I fuck?"

Something cold dropped through my stomach. Not jealousy. Something else. Something that made my pussy clench.

"I fuck bitches like you every week," he said. Low. Conversational. Like he was discussing the weather. "Young ones. Old ones. White ones. Black ones. Married ones. Single ones. I've got bitches in every city I've done business in. You're not special, Leah. You're not different. You're just another slut who got wet for big black cock and couldn't say no."
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He kicked my feet apart. I spread. Against the wall. In the hallway. Naked. My pussy was exposed — swollen, dripping, leaving a wet smear on the wallpaper behind me. I could feel the air on it. The cool, conditioned, hotel-corridor air on my bare, soaking cunt.

"Please —" I whispered. "Please, daddy, let's go back inside —"

The word slipped out. Daddy. I hadn't meant to say it — or maybe I had. Maybe it had been sitting in my mouth since the first night in Room 405, since he'd grabbed my hair and told me to suck his cock and I'd obeyed without thinking. Daddy. The word Ben would never be. The word that meant authority and power and ownership and the kind of man who could fuck you in a hallway and make you thank him for it.

Jermaine's hand tightened on my neck. "Say that again."

"Daddy," I whispered. "Please, daddy — not out here —"

"You want to go back inside?" His cock pressed against my ass. The head nudged between my cheeks, slid lower, found my entrance from behind. Wet. Open. My pussy was a traitor — terrified and soaking, begging him to stop and begging him to fuck me at the same time.

"Yes — please — someone's going to see —"

He pushed inside me.

"OH — oh fuck — oh GOD —" I gasped. My palms flattened against the wall. My fingers curled against the wallpaper. He filled me in one stroke — all the way, deep, that obscene stretch that I felt in my spine. In a hotel hallway. Against the wall. Bare feet on carpet. Naked. Anyone could see. Anyone could walk out of any of these doors and see Jermaine Jones, owner of the company, fucking a naked married woman against the wall of the fourteenth floor.

He started moving. Not gentle. Not slow. Hard, punishing thrusts that slammed my body against the wall with each stroke. My tits bounced against the wallpaper. The sound of his hips hitting my ass echoed down the corridor — slap, slap, slap — a rhythm that anyone with ears would recognize.

"Unh — unh — unh — daddy — please —" I was whimpering. My cheek pressed against the wall. My eyes squeezed shut. Every thrust pushed the air out of my lungs and replaced it with a sound — a grunt, a moan, a broken little gasp that I couldn't contain no matter how hard I tried.

"You're not special," he repeated. His mouth at my ear. His cock buried in me. His hand still on my neck. "You're just a bitch. A dirty, cheating, cock-hungry white bitch who can't keep her legs closed. But you know what?" He slammed into me harder. I yelped. "But you are my favourite. You know why?"

"Wh — why —" I choked.

"Because you're the most disgusting one." He spanked me. CRACK. The sound bounced off every door on the fourteenth floor. "The most shameless. The most depraved little slut I've ever had on my cock. You've got a husband at home who worships the ground you walk on and you're out here — naked in a fucking hallway — taking black cock from behind and calling me daddy. That's why you're my favourite. Because you're fucking filthy."

Something erupted between my legs. Not an orgasm — not yet — but a surge. A flood. I felt it gush out of me — hot, slick, running down my inner thighs and dripping onto the hallway carpet. A visible, audible gush of wetness that splattered on the floor between my feet. My body's response to being called the most disgusting slut he'd ever fucked. My body agreeing with him. Enthusiastically.

"Oh my God —" I gasped. "Oh fuck — I'm — I just —"

"You just squirted on the floor," Jermaine said. Almost amused. "In a hotel corridor. Like a fucking dog."

He was right. There was a dark spot on the carpet between my feet. Growing. I could feel more running down my legs. My pussy was clenching around his cock in involuntary spasms — not cumming, not yet, but on the edge. On the razor edge. My clit was throbbing. My nipples were scraping against the wallpaper. Every nerve in my body was screaming — half terror, half lust, the two so tangled I couldn't separate them.
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Then I heard it.

The elevator. The ding. The soft, mechanical chime that meant the doors were opening. That meant someone was stepping onto the fourteenth floor. That meant someone was about to walk down this corridor and see —

"Someone's coming," I hissed. "Jermaine — someone — oh God — JERMAINE —"

He didn't stop. He fucked me harder. His hand clamped over my mouth. My screams pressed into his palm. My eyes were wide — staring down the corridor at the corner where the elevator hallway met ours. Footsteps. I could hear footsteps. The soft pad of shoes on carpet. Getting closer. Getting louder.

A man appeared around the corner. Fifties. Business suit. Rolling luggage. He was looking at his phone. He walked three steps before he looked up.

He saw us.

His eyes went wide. His feet stopped. His mouth opened slightly. He was staring — at the naked woman pressed against the wall, at the massive black man behind her, at the position, the sound, the wet spot on the carpet, the hand over her mouth, the obvious and unmistakable act of two people fucking in a hotel corridor at nine-thirty on a Tuesday night.

Jermaine didn't stop. Didn't slow down. His hips kept their rhythm — slap, slap, slap — my body rocking against the wall. His hand stayed over my mouth. His dark eyes locked onto the stranger with an expression that said absolutely nothing and everything at once. Not embarrassment. Not defiance. Just the flat, unblinking stare of a man who owned the room and the corridor and the woman pinned against the wall and didn't give a single fuck who saw it.

The man looked away. Fast. Eyes back on his phone. He walked — quickly, stiffly, his rolling luggage clicking behind him — past us. Three feet away. Close enough that I could smell his aftershave. Close enough that he could hear the wet sounds of Jermaine's cock sliding in and out of me. Close enough that he could see the cum — my cum, from the squirt — glistening on the carpet between my feet.

He didn't look back. He found his door. Room 1416. Key card. Beep. He went inside. The door clicked shut.
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Gone. But he'd seen. He'd seen everything. A stranger. A man I'd never met and would never see again knew what I looked like naked and pinned against a wall getting fucked by a black man in a hotel corridor. He'd carry that image home with him. To his wife. To his bed. To whatever life he was living behind the door of Room 1416. He'd seen me. All of me. The most exposed, degraded, exposed version of me that existed.

My pussy clenched so hard around Jermaine's cock that he grunted.

"Daddy —" I sobbed into his hand. "Daddy — I can't — We can't do this — I'm married — what if someone — what if they — oh God —"

He pulled his hand off my mouth. Spanked my ass. Both cheeks. Rapid. Three, four, five cracks that lit up the corridor like firecrackers. My ass was on fire. My pussy was flooding. My brain was gone.

"You're married?" he growled. He slammed into me. Deep. His balls slapped against my clit. "Where's your ring?"

"I — it's — unh —"

"WHERE IS IT? BITCH!" another crack rippled across my flesh. "WHERE IS YOUR FUCKING RING?!"

"IN THE TRASH —" I screamed. My voice cracked and shattered and echoed off every door on the fourteenth floor. "IT'S IN THE FUCKING TRASH WHERE IT BELONGS — UNH — JUST LIKE MY MARRIAGE — MY FUCKING — AH — MY MARRIAGE IS IN THE TRASH — BEN IS IN THE TRASH — HIS LITTLE WHITE DICK — HIS LITTLE PATHETIC FUCKING — UNH — EVERYTHING ABOUT HIM IS — AH AH AH — IS IN THE FUCKING TRASH AND I DON'T — I DON'T CARE — DADDY I DON'T CARE ANYMORE — I DON'T — FUCK — FUCK — FUUUUCK —"

The orgasm ripped me apart.

It didn't start somewhere and spread. It started everywhere at once. My clit. My pussy. My stomach. The base of my spine. Every nerve ending below my waist ignited simultaneously like someone had pressed a button and my entire lower body exploded. My knees buckled. My legs gave out. The only thing holding me up was Jermaine's body behind me and his cock inside me and the wall in front of me and I was screaming — screaming so loud the hallway rang with it, screaming so loud the man in Room 1416 could hear me through his door, screaming so loud that if there was a God he heard me too and I didn't care.

"AAAAAHHHH — FUCK — DADDY — DADDY — I'M CUMMING — OH GOD — OH GOD — UNH UNH UNH UNH —"

My pussy erupted. Not clenched. Not pulsed. Erupted. A violent, convulsive gush that sprayed out of me around Jermaine's cock — I could hear it, a wet splatter on the carpet, on his thighs, on my legs, a torrent of liquid that my body forced out with each crushing contraction. My walls were seizing around him — squeezing, releasing, squeezing, releasing — each one so hard my stomach cramped and my vision whited out and another jet of wetness burst out of me onto the hotel corridor floor.

"NNNH — HHH — FUUUUCK — DADDY — DADDY — UNH — I CAN'T — I CAN'T STOP — OH GOD —"

My hands were clawing the wallpaper. My nails dragged down the wall leaving marks — long, ragged scratches in the beige surface of a hotel corridor that housekeeping would find tomorrow and never be able to explain. My body was convulsing. Not shaking. Not trembling. Convulsing. My hips slamming backward into Jermaine. My thighs quaking so violently that the muscles were seizing. My tits bouncing against the wall with each spasm. Tears pouring down my face. Spit on my chin. Makeup on the wallpaper where my cheek had been grinding against it.

"BEN'S A — HIS — UNH — LITTLE DICKED — WHITE FAGGOT — AH — AND I'M — I'M CUMMING ON — OH GOD — ON HIS BOSS'S BIG BLACK COCK — IN A FUCKING HALLWAY — UNH UNH UNH — AND I LOVE IT — I LOVE IT — I FUCKING LOVE IT — DADDY — DADDY DON'T STOP — DON'T EVER STOP —"

My voice was raw. Shredded. Not even recognizable as mine. The orgasm was still going — crest after crest after crest, each one forcing another gush of liquid out of me, each one pulling another raw, animal scream from my throat. The carpet beneath me was soaked. A dark, spreading stain that ran from between my feet toward the opposite wall. My cum. In a hotel hallway. On display for anyone who walked by. Evidence of what I was and what I'd become and what I would never stop being.

Jermaine roared behind me. His hands crushed my hips. His cock swelled — impossibly thick, impossibly deep — and he came. I felt it shoot into me like a cannon. Hot. Thick. Endless. His balls pressed against my ruined, twitching clit and pumped his load into me while my pussy milked every drop with convulsions so violent my abs were cramping and my legs were folding and my entire body was trying to collapse onto the wet carpet and the only thing preventing it was his hands on my hips and his cock jammed inside me to the root.

"Nnnnhh — mmh — mmh — daddy — mmh —" I was whimpering. Broken. My face pressed against the wall. My eyes unfocused. Drool running from the corner of my mouth down the wallpaper. My pussy was still clenching — weak, irregular spasms that squeezed out the last of his cum and the last of mine in slow, warm trickles down my inner thighs.

He held me there. Pinned against the wall. Cock inside me. Both of us breathing hard. The corridor was quiet again. Just the hum of the air conditioning and the soft buzz of the fluorescent lights and the obscene dripping sound of our combined mess falling from between my legs onto the carpet. I looked down. The stain was enormous. Dark. Spreading. A puddle on the carpet of a hotel hallway that told a story no one needed to hear because the scratches on the wallpaper and the handprints on my ass and the woman-shaped smear of sweat and tears and mascara on the wall told it perfectly well on their own.

"Can we go inside now?" I whispered. My voice was barely there. A rasp. A croak. "Please, daddy."

Jermaine pulled out. His cum dripped out of me immediately — a thick, heavy glob that hit the carpet and joined the rest of the mess. He turned me around. I was shaking. My legs were rubber. My eyes were swollen. I looked up at him — this man, this sixty-year-old black man who had just fucked me in a public corridor while a stranger watched and my husband's voice was still fresh on his phone and I'd squirted on the floor like an animal and screamed that my marriage was in the trash for everyone on the fourteenth floor to hear.

He wiped a tear off my cheek with his thumb. Gentle. Almost tender. The same hand that had slapped my ass and covered my mouth and pinned me to the wall.

"Now we can go inside," he said.

He picked me up. Scooped me — one arm under my knees, one behind my back. Carried me like a bride over a threshold. The door to Room 1408 opened with his key card. He carried me across the room and laid me on the bed. Pulled the sheet over me. Set a glass of water on the nightstand.

I lay there. Staring at the ceiling. My pussy throbbing. My ass burning. Cum leaking out of me onto the hotel sheets. My ring finger bare.

The ring was still in the trash. I'd fish it out later. I always did. Put the costume back on. Drive home. Kiss Ben's forehead. "Yoga was great, babe."
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My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I reached for it. The screen glowed in the dim room.

BEN.

I cleared my throat. Swallowed. Tried to find a voice that sounded like a woman who'd been at yoga and not a woman who'd been screaming "daddy" in a hotel corridor ten minutes ago.

"Hey, babe," I answered.

"Hey, honey." Ben's voice was tired. Strained. The voice of a man chained to a desk. "Listen — I'm really sorry but I'm not going to make it home tonight. Tokyo's blowing up again and Jermaine gave me a stack of reports that need to be on his desk by morning. I'm going to be here all night."

I looked at Jermaine. He was sitting in the armchair. Naked. Whiskey in hand. Watching me. He'd heard every word — the phone was loud enough in the quiet room. That slow grin spreading across his face.

"Aw," I said. "That sucks, babe. I'm sorry."

"Yeah. It's brutal. But hey — oh, before I forget — did Jermaine tell you? He wants to take us out to dinner this week. Friday. Somewhere nice. He called me today and said I've been doing great work and he wants to reward me. Isn't that amazing?"

The man who'd just fucked me in a hallway while calling me a disgusting slut wanted to reward my husband with dinner. The man whose cum was currently leaking out of me onto hotel sheets wanted to sit across a table from Ben and shake his hand and pour him wine.

"That's so nice of him," I said. "Tell your boss I said thank you."

"I will. He's a great guy, Leah. I'm really lucky to work for someone like that."

"You really are."

"Okay — I gotta go. Love you. Don't wait up."

"Love you too, babe. Don't work too hard."

I hung up. Set the phone face-down on the nightstand. Looked at Jermaine.

He raised his whiskey glass. That grin. Wide. Predatory. Satisfied.

I smiled back. A real smile. The first real smile of the night that wasn't attached to an orgasm.

"Guess I'm not going home tonight," I said.

Jermaine set the whiskey down. Opened his arms.

I crossed the room. Climbed onto the bed beside him. He pulled me against his chest — big, warm, solid. His arm wrapped around me. My head settled into the curve of his shoulder. My bare legs tangled with his. My hand rested on his stomach — dark skin under pale fingers.

I melted. Not romantically. Not lovingly. The way a stray melts when it finds a warm place after being out in the cold. The way a body melts when it's exactly where it's supposed to be. My muscles unclenched. My breathing slowed. My eyes closed.

I could feel his cum. Still inside me. Still warm. A slow, thick trickle leaking out of my pussy and onto his thigh. I didn't wipe it. Didn't shift. Just let it dribble — Jermaine's cum, on Jermaine's skin, in Jermaine's hotel room, on a Tuesday night that my husband thought I'd spent at yoga.

Ben was at the office. Working late. Doing the reports that Jermaine had given him. The same Jermaine whose cum was currently dripping out of his wife onto the hotel sheets. The same Jermaine who'd just scheduled a reward dinner for the man whose wife he'd been fucking twice a week for two months.

I pressed closer. Felt Jermaine's heartbeat under my cheek. Slow. Steady. The heartbeat of a man who had everything he wanted and knew it.

"Goodnight, daddy," I murmured.

His arm tightened around me. His lips pressed against the top of my head.

"Goodnight, Leah."

I closed my eyes. And for the first time in two months of Tuesdays and Fridays, I didn't have to get dressed and drive home and pretend. I could just stay. Right here. In his arms. In his bed. With his cum inside me and his heartbeat in my ear and nowhere else I needed to be.

Ben could have his reports. I had this.


Chapter 3
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I woke up at six.

The room was still dark. The blackout curtains did their job — no light, no city, just the soft hum of the air conditioning and the deep, slow breathing of the man beside me. Jermaine was on his back. One arm behind his head. The other still draped over my waist, heavy and warm, his fingers resting against the curve of my hip. His chest rose and fell in a slow rhythm. Asleep. Completely asleep. That big, dark body stretched across the white sheets like something carved and laid to rest.

I didn't move. Not yet. I lay there in the crook of his arm and felt the weight of him against me — his warmth, his skin, the faint smell of whiskey and sex and cologne that had seeped into the sheets and into my hair and into whatever part of me would carry this night home. His cum had dried on my inner thighs. A stiff, flaky residue that pulled slightly when I shifted my legs. I could still feel the deeper evidence — thick, settled, sitting inside me where he'd left it hours ago. Where he always left it.

His cock rested against his thigh. Soft. Still heavy. Still longer than Ben's at full attention. Even asleep, even spent, Jermaine's body made my husband's look like a rough draft.

I needed to leave.

Not because I wanted to. Because I knew what would happen if I didn't. He'd wake up. He'd roll toward me. That big hand would find my hip, slide lower, and within ten minutes I'd be on my back with my legs over his shoulders making sounds that would keep me here until noon. And noon would become the afternoon and the afternoon would become another night and I'd be trapped in Room 1408 with my phone full of missed calls and my husband wondering why Sarah's birthday dinner turned into a two-day sleepover.

I knew because my body was already asking for it. Lying there in the dark, feeling him breathe, feeling his arm heavy on my waist — my clit was already stirring. Already warming. Already doing that traitorous little pulse that meant I was five minutes away from reaching for him in the dark and starting something I wouldn't be able to stop.

So I moved. Slowly. Lifted his arm off my waist — careful, gentle, the way you'd remove a sleeping person's hand. He shifted. Mumbled something. Didn't wake.

I slid out of bed. My feet hit the carpet. Naked. Sore. My thighs ached from the balcony. My ass still stung from the hallway. My knees had carpet burn and my throat was raw from screaming and my pussy was swollen and tender and leaking the remnants of his cum down the inside of my leg.

I dressed in the dark. Found my clothes by touch — dress crumpled by the armchair, coat on the floor near the door. My heels were somewhere in the hallway. I'd kicked them off when he'd dragged me out there. I cracked the door open and found them — one against the baseboard, one near the elevator. The carpet between Room 1408 and 1416 was dark with a stain that had dried overnight. My stain. My cum and his, soaked into hotel carpet. Housekeeping would find it today. I wondered what they'd think. I wondered if I cared.

I didn't.

I slipped my heels on. Walked to the elevator. Pressed the button. The doors opened and I stepped in and caught my reflection in the brushed steel — smudged makeup, tangled hair, wrinkled dress, the look of a woman who'd been out all night doing exactly what she'd been doing. I looked like a mess. I looked like the truth.

The lobby was empty at six in the morning. One receptionist behind the desk who didn't look up. My heels clicked across the marble and out the automatic doors into cool morning air that hit my face like a slap. My car was in the underground lot. I walked to it. Got in. Sat there for a moment with my hands on the wheel.

I smelled like him. His cologne. His sweat. His cum. I smelled like a hotel room and a hallway and a balcony fourteen floors above the city. I smelled like a woman who'd spent the night somewhere she shouldn't have and didn't regret a single second of it.

I drove home.

The house was quiet. Ben's car wasn't in the driveway — still at the office, still buried under the reports Jermaine had given him. The reports Jermaine had given him so he'd be chained to his desk all night while his wife slept naked in his boss's arms. I almost laughed. Almost. But it was too early and I was too tired and the laugh would've come out wrong — not amused, not bitter, something uglier. Something that sounded like pity.

I unlocked the front door. Stepped inside. The house smelled like the house — clean laundry and the vanilla candle I'd forgotten to blow out yesterday and the faint, stale ghost of the meatloaf Ben had made three nights ago. Normal. Domestic. The smell of a marriage.

I went to the bathroom. Showered. Scrubbed his cum off my thighs and out of my hair and watched it swirl down the drain. I brushed my teeth. Washed my face. Dried off. Stood in front of the mirror and looked at myself — clean, bare, stripped of all evidence. A wife again. A wife-shaped woman standing in a wife-shaped bathroom in a wife-shaped house.

I opened the medicine cabinet. The pink pill case was on the second shelf, where it always was. I popped Tuesday's tablet out of the foil. Placed it on my tongue. Swallowed with water from the tap.

Tuesday. My day with Jermaine. My day with the pill. The two had become linked in my mind — take the pill, see the man, let the man fill me with everything the pill was designed to prevent. A closed loop. A system. The most organized part of my life.

I got dressed. Jeans. T-shirt. Hair in a ponytail. No makeup. I looked like a woman who'd spent the morning at home doing nothing. Which was exactly the point.

I cooked dinner. Chicken. Rice. Green beans. The kind of meal that said "I've been here all day" without having to say it. I set the table. Two plates. Two forks. Two glasses. The geometry of a marriage that still looked like one from the outside.
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Ben came through the door at quarter past six. He looked like he'd been dragged behind a truck. Tie undone. Shirt wrinkled. Dark circles under his eyes. His hair — what was left of it — was sticking up on one side where he'd clearly fallen asleep at his desk. He dropped his briefcase by the door and slumped against the wall.

"Hey, babe," he said. His voice was flat. Exhausted. The voice of a man who'd spent the night doing spreadsheets while his boss spent the night doing his wife. "Sorry I didn't call this morning. I passed out at my desk around four and woke up with my face on a keyboard. I've got the letter Q imprinted on my cheek."

He turned his face to show me. He did. A faint red mark on his left cheek — the ghost of a key pressed into skin for two hours.

"Oh, honey," I said. I walked over and kissed the mark. "That's adorable."

"It was brutal, Leah." He followed me to the kitchen. Sat down heavy in his chair. Rubbed his face with both hands. "Jermaine wants every Peterson account reconciled by Thursday. Twelve quarters of data. Twelve. I was cross-referencing spreadsheets until my eyes were begging."

Jermaine. The name landed between us like a stone in still water. I turned back to the stove. Stirred the rice.

"That sounds rough," I said.

"It was. I mean — I know he's pushing me because he sees potential. That's what good leaders do, right? They challenge you." He paused. Yawned. Rubbed his eyes. "But God. I haven't pulled an all-nighter since college. I'm forty-one. My back hurts. My neck hurts. Everything hurts."

Everything hurts. My pussy was swollen. My ass had handprints on it. My knees had carpet burn. My throat was raw from screaming another man's name in a hotel corridor. But sure, Ben. Your neck hurts.

"I'm sure it was exhausting, babe," I said. I set his plate in front of him. Chicken. Rice. Green beans. The meal of a good wife. The performance of a woman who'd been home all day and had nothing to hide and definitely hadn't spent the last fourteen hours in a hotel suite being fucked in three different locations by the man who'd assigned her husband's homework.

"You're the best," Ben said. He reached for my hand and squeezed it. His thumb rubbed over my knuckles. Over my ring finger. Over the diamond that had been sitting in a hotel trash can twelve hours ago.

"Eat," I said. "Before it gets cold."

He ate. I sat across from him and watched. My sweet, stupid, clueless idiot. Shoveling chicken into his mouth with the enthusiasm of a man who thought his wife cooked for him because she loved him. And I did love him. In that tired, permanent, twelve-years-deep way that doesn't leave even when everything else does.

But I also had another man's cum inside me eighteen hours ago. And I'd do it again Friday. And the Friday after that. And every Tuesday and Friday until one of us died or got bored, and neither of those things was happening anytime soon.

"Oh —" Ben said through a mouthful of rice. "Almost forgot. The dinner. Friday. Jermaine's thing. You're coming, right? He specifically asked about you."

I took a sip of water.

"Of course," I said. "I wouldn't miss it."
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Friday came and I stood in front of the closet for forty minutes.

Not because I didn't know what to wear. Because I knew exactly what to wear and I was letting myself enjoy the decision. This wasn't for Ben. Ben would've been happy if I showed up in a paper bag — he'd still hold my hand and beam at me like I was the prettiest woman in the room because that's what Ben did. Ben saw what he wanted to see. Always had. It was the thing I loved most about him and the thing that made me want to shake him until his teeth rattled.

No. This was for Jermaine. Everything was for Jermaine now. The dress. The heels. The way I did my hair. The fact that I wasn't wearing panties under a cocktail dress to a company dinner because a sixty-year-old man had told me not to and I obeyed like it was a law of nature.

Sixty years old. I thought about that sometimes. Not often — not when his cock was inside me, not when his hand was on my throat, not when his voice turned my spine to liquid. But in the quiet moments. Getting ready. Driving to the hotel. Lying in bed next to Ben at two in the morning with my thighs still sticky. Sixty. He was sixty. Nineteen years older than me. Old enough to be my father if he'd started young. Gray at the temples. Lines around his eyes. A body that should have been slowing down but wasn't — 6'3", two-forty, solid muscle and bad intentions wrapped in tailored shirts and gold cufflinks.

And he fucked me better than my husband ever had. Better than anyone ever had. A sixty-year-old man with a wife in Atlanta and women in God knows how many other cities — women younger than me, prettier than me, women who probably didn't have twelve years of marriage and a husband who slept with his mouth open and a ring they kept spitting on and throwing in the trash. He had all of them. And he still texted me every Monday and Thursday like clockwork. Still opened the door of Room 1408 with that look in his eyes. Still made me cum so hard I forgot where I was.

Sixty. And Ben was forty-one. My age. The man I'd married. The man who'd had twenty years of youth and vigor and opportunity to figure out how to satisfy his wife and had failed so spectacularly that it took a man two decades older to show me what an orgasm actually felt like. Ben couldn't last two minutes. Jermaine could go for hours. Ben fumbled. Jermaine commanded. Ben asked permission. Jermaine took what he wanted. Ben was forty-one and already soft and small and finished before I'd even started. Jermaine was sixty and he'd held me against a wall in a hotel corridor and fucked me standing up without breaking a sweat.

It wasn't fair. Not to Ben. Not to whatever chance our marriage might've had before Room 405. But fairness had nothing to do with it anymore. This was biology. Chemistry. The brute, biological reality that some men were built for it and some men weren't and my husband — my sweet, earnest, soft, hopeless husband — was not. Would never be. Could never be. No amount of love or loyalty or twelve years of trying was going to turn Ben into a man who could make me scream.

I pulled the dress out. Red. Tight. The kind of red that didn't whisper — it announced. Plunging neckline that showed the inner curve of both breasts. Hemline mid-thigh. Open back that dipped to the base of my spine. I'd bought it three years ago for a New Year's party and Ben had talked me out of wearing it. "It's a little much, don't you think?" he'd said. I'd put it back and worn a navy blue wrap dress instead. Safe. Modest. Wife-shaped.

Not tonight.

I put it on. Zipped the side. Looked at myself in the full-length mirror. Forty-one years old and I looked like a woman who wanted to be looked at. My tits were pushed together by the cut of the fabric — full, round, impossible to ignore. My legs were bare and smooth. My ass filled the dress in a way that would make every man in that restaurant look twice and every wife pretend she hadn't noticed. Red heels. Hair down in loose waves. Dark eyes. Red lips.

I looked like Jermaine's woman. Not Ben's wife. Jermaine's woman walking into a restaurant on Ben's arm to sit across from the man who'd been inside her forty-eight hours ago.

Ben was waiting by the front door. Khakis. Blue button-down. His best shoes — the brown ones he'd bought for his brother's wedding six years ago. He looked clean and pressed and utterly forgettable. A man you'd pass in a hallway without a second glance. He saw me come down the stairs and his face did that thing — the thing where his eyes went wide and his lips parted and he looked at me like I'd just walked out of a magazine.

"Wow," he said. "Leah. You look — wow."

"Thank you, babe."

"That dress is — I mean —" He ran his hand through his thinning hair. Flustered. Blushing. A forty-one-year-old man blushing at his own wife like a teenager seeing a girl in a prom dress. "Jermaine's going to — I mean, everyone's going to — you look incredible."

Jermaine's going to. He'd started that sentence and caught himself but the truth had slipped out before the filter kicked in. Jermaine's going to notice. Jermaine's going to look. That was what Ben was thinking. Not "I'm the luckiest man in the room." Not "I can't wait to show you off." Jermaine. It always came back to Jermaine. Even Ben's compliments orbited the man like satellites.

I pitied him. That was the thing. Not in a cruel way. Not in the way you pity a stranger. In the way you pity someone you've known for half your life — someone who's shown you every version of themselves and you've made your peace with the fact that none of those versions were enough. Ben was Ben. Small. Soft. Eager. Oblivious. He tried so hard. He always tried so hard. The flowers. The dinners. The "was that good?" after sex. The way he held my hand in parking lots like we were still dating. He was an idiot but he was my idiot. My husband. And I loved him for it — loved him the way you love a dog who keeps bringing you the wrong stick but looks so proud of himself you can't bear to correct him.

It didn't change anything. I was still going to sit across from Jermaine tonight in this dress with no panties on and let whatever happened happen. But I loved Ben. In my way. In the only way I had left.
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"Let's go," I said.

We drove. Ben talked the whole way — nervous energy, the kind of rapid-fire chatter he defaulted to when he was excited. The restaurant. The guest list. Who was going to be there. What Jermaine might say. Whether this was a sign that bigger things were coming. I nodded along. Made the right sounds. Watched the streetlights slide past through the passenger window.

The restaurant was upscale — the kind of place with valet parking and a hostess in a black dress and a wine list thicker than a Bible. Ben pulled into the parking lot. Found a spot near the back. Turned the engine off. Sat there for a second.

"Hey," he said. Quiet now. The nervous chatter gone. He was looking at his hands on the steering wheel.

"Hey," I said.

"I just —" He swallowed. Ran his thumb along the leather. "I know I don't say this enough. But — what you did. That night. Going to see Jermaine." He still couldn't say it. Couldn't name it. Couldn't even look at me while he danced around the edges of it. "I know that wasn't easy. And I know I asked a lot of you. And I just — I want you to know that I think about it. Every day. How much you sacrificed for me. For us."

The parking lot was quiet. A couple walked past our car toward the entrance, the woman's heels clicking on asphalt. I could hear Ben breathing. Short. Shallow. The breath of a man who'd been carrying this around for weeks and had finally worked up the nerve to say it out loud.

Sacrificed. He thought I'd sacrificed something. He thought that night had cost me. That I'd given up a piece of myself so he could have his corner office and his company car and his name on a door. He thought I'd done it because I loved him. Because a good wife makes hard choices. Because marriage means putting the other person first even when it hurts.

He had no idea that his sacrifice was the best thing that ever happened to me. That I'd gone back. That I'd been going back twice a week for two months. That the woman sitting next to him in a red dress with no panties had Jermaine's name saved in her phone and Jermaine's schedule memorized and Jermaine's taste burned into her tongue so deep she could summon it by closing her eyes.

But he looked so sincere. So small and earnest and painfully, stupidly grateful. His eyes were shining in the parking lot light. Not quite tears. Close.

I reached over. Took his hand. His little hand — soft, pale, the hand of a man who'd never thrown a punch or gripped a woman's hips hard enough to bruise. I laced my fingers through his. Squeezed.

"Ben," I said. I leaned across the console and kissed him. Soft. On the mouth. The way a wife kisses her husband in a parking lot before a dinner. "I'd do anything for you. You know that."

He smiled. That big, dumb, beautiful, oblivious smile. Squeezed my hand back.

"I love you," he said.

"I love you too, babe."

I meant it. Both of us meant it. And neither of us was talking about the same thing.

"Come on," I said. "Let's not keep your boss waiting."
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The dinner was over. Jermaine had picked up the tab.

Ben had tried. God, he'd tried. The check came in that little leather folder and Ben lunged for it like a man diving on a grenade — "Please, sir, let me, it's the least I can do" — fumbling for his wallet with both hands while Jermaine sat at the head of the table and watched him with that quiet, amused expression. Jermaine placed one hand — big, dark, gold wedding band catching the candlelight — flat on the leather folder and slid it toward himself. Didn't say a word. Just looked at Ben. Ben's hands stopped. His wallet went back in his pocket. "Thank you, sir," he said. Like a boy thanking his father for an allowance.

That was the dinner. Two hours of that.

Ben sycophantic, laughing too hard at every joke Jermaine made. Leaning forward in his chair. Nodding like a dashboard bobblehead. "That's brilliant, sir." "Absolutely, sir." "Leah, did you hear what Jermaine just said?" Yes, Ben. I heard. I heard everything your boss said while his hand was on my thigh under the table.

Because that had happened within the first twenty minutes.

The restaurant was upscale — private dining room, white tablecloth, candles, the kind of place where the waiter introduces himself by first name and describes the sauce as a "reduction." Six executives and their wives. Ben and I at the middle of the long table. Jermaine at the head. He'd arrived last — of course he had — and when he walked in, his eyes found me before they found anyone else. Not obvious. Not showy. Just a glance that started at my face and dropped to the neckline of the red dress and stayed there for one second longer than it should have. One second that said everything.

I'd made sure there was something to look at. The dress did its job — my tits were pushed together, the plunging V showing the inner curve of both breasts, enough cleavage that every man at the table glanced and every wife pretended not to notice. But Jermaine didn't glance. Jermaine looked. The way he looked at me in Room 1408 before he told me to bend over. The way he looked at something he owned.

Twenty minutes in, his hand found my knee under the tablecloth. Casual. His big palm resting on my bare skin while he talked to the CFO about quarterly projections. His thumb traced a slow circle on my inner thigh. I picked up my wine glass and took a sip. Kept my face neutral. His hand slid higher. An inch. Two. His fingers brushed the hem of my dress. I recrossed my legs — opening them slightly, giving him room. His pinky grazed my bare pussy. No panties. His standing order. His fingers lingered there — one slow stroke through my folds, finding me already wet — and then his hand returned to the table like nothing had happened.

I drained my wine.

Ben was telling a story about the Peterson account. Jermaine was nodding along, attentive, interested — the perfect boss. His right hand was on the table. His left hand, under it, had just been between my legs.

It went on like that. Two hours of invisible contact. His knee pressing against mine when he leaned forward to make a toast. His hand returning to my thigh during dessert — higher this time, fingertips brushing my slit, one thick finger pushing in just enough to make my breath catch before pulling away. I gripped the stem of my wine glass so hard I thought it would snap.

When I stood up to use the restroom, Jermaine stood too — "Excuse me" — and intercepted me in the narrow hallway between the private room and the restrooms. His hand found the small of my back. Slid down. Over the curve of my ass. He squeezed — hard, possessive, his fingers digging into the red fabric — and leaned close to my ear.

"No panties," he said. Not a question. A confirmation.

"No, daddy," I whispered. "Never."

His hand squeezed harder. Then released. He walked back to the table. I walked to the restroom on legs that were trembling and locked myself in a stall and pressed my forehead against the door and breathed.

Two hours. Two hours of sitting next to my oblivious husband while the man across the table fingered me during appetizers and groped my ass in a hallway and looked at my tits like he was deciding which way to fuck me later. Two hours of smiling and nodding and "this wine is lovely" while my pussy soaked into the chair cushion and my clit throbbed every time Jermaine's hand moved below the tablecloth.
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And now we were in the parking lot. And Ben's phone was ringing.

"Shit —" Ben pulled it out. Looked at the screen. His face dropped. "It's the Tokyo office. I have to take this. Five minutes, babe. I'm sorry."

He stepped away. Phone to his ear. Walking toward the far end of the parking lot, his free hand running through his hair, his voice already tight and professional. "Hey, Tom. Yeah. No, I saw the discrepancy — listen —"

His voice faded. He turned the corner around a row of parked cars. Gone.

"Tokyo office? Did you-."

A hand closed around my wrist.

Jermaine pulled me between two SUVs. Black paint on both sides. A concrete pillar at our backs. The parking lot was half empty — Friday night, the dinner crowd still inside, the valets at the front entrance forty yards away and around a corner. Nobody could see us. Not from the restaurant. Not from the street. Not from wherever Ben was pacing and talking about Tokyo.

Jermaine dropped to his knees.

I blinked. The man was sixty years old, six-three, two-forty, and he was on his knees on parking lot asphalt in a tailored suit. His hands found the hem of my dress. Pushed it up. Over my thighs. Over my hips. The night air hit my bare pussy and I gasped.

"Jermaine — we can't — Ben's right —"

His mouth was on me.

"Oh — oh fuck —" I slapped my hand over my own mouth. My back hit the side of the SUV. My knees buckled. His tongue — thick, hot, flattening against my clit and dragging up in one slow stroke that turned my vision into static. His hands gripped my thighs. Spread me. Held me open against the car while his mouth went to work.

My eyes darted left. Right. The parking lot. The concrete. The distant sound of traffic and Ben's muffled voice around the corner. Anyone could walk out. The valet could come around. Another couple from the dinner could appear at any second and see the owner of the company on his knees eating his employee's wife's pussy between two cars in a parking lot.

"Mmph —" I bit my hand. My other hand found the roof of the SUV and gripped it. His tongue pushed inside me — thick, probing, curling against the spot that made my legs shake. Then back to my clit. Circling. Sucking. His lips closing around it and pulling gently and then harder and then —

"Hh — hh — oh God — hh —" I was panting through my fingers. Whimpering. My hips were grinding against his face — involuntary, desperate, my body taking what it needed regardless of where we were or who might see. His tongue was relentless. Fast, then slow. Hard, then feathery. Reading every twitch, every tremor, the way my thighs clenched around his head when he hit the right spot.

I looked down. His dark head between my pale thighs. His big hands gripping my legs. The gold wedding band on his finger gleaming under the parking lot lights. A sixty-year-old man in a three-thousand-dollar suit kneeling on asphalt to eat his employee's wife's pussy forty yards from where that employee was talking about quarterly discrepancies.

"Unh — daddy — mmph — I'm — oh God —"

It hit fast. No build. No warning. My clit spasmed under his tongue and the orgasm ripped through my pelvis in one violent contraction. I bit my hand so hard I tasted copper. My thighs clamped around his head. My hips bucked against his mouth. I came — silently, desperately, my whole body shaking against the side of an SUV in a restaurant parking lot with my dress around my waist and another man's tongue buried in my cunt.

"Nnnh — nnnh — mmph —" The sounds leaked through my fingers. Small. Strangled. The sounds of a woman cumming as quietly as humanly possible while her husband negotiated with Tokyo thirty yards away.


7

Jermaine pulled his mouth off me. Stood up. Wiped his chin with the back of his hand. His lips were wet. His eyes were black. He unbuckled his belt. Unzipped. His cock sprang free — hard, thick, throbbing, the head already glistening. He fisted it once. Looked at me.

"On your knees," he said. "Before your little faggot husband comes back."

"Are you — Jermaine, are you crazy?" I hissed. My legs were still shaking. My pussy was still clenching. "We don't have time — he's going to — I can't —"

I was already dropping.

My knees hit the asphalt. The gravel bit into my skin through no stockings. I wrapped both hands around him and opened my mouth. His cock pushed past my lips — hot, salty, the musky taste of him flooding my tongue. I sucked. Hard. Fast. Not slow and teasing like the hotel. This was urgent. Desperate. Borrowed time. My head bobbed. My hands twisted. Spit ran down his shaft and dripped off his balls onto the asphalt. The wet sounds were obscene in the quiet parking lot — slurping, gagging, the thick clicking of a throat being fucked.

"Mmph — mmph — mmph —" I was moaning around him. Eyes watering. Jaw aching. I could hear Ben's voice somewhere in the distance — faint, professional, clueless — and it made me suck harder. Faster. Take him deeper. His cock hit the back of my throat and I gagged and pushed through it and took another inch.

Jermaine's hand found the back of my head. His hips started moving — shallow thrusts into my mouth. His breathing changed. Deeper. Shorter. His cock was swelling — getting harder, thicker, the veins pulsing against my tongue. His balls were tightening. I could feel them against my chin. Drawing up. Getting dense. He was close.

I felt the throb. That deep, telltale pulse that meant he was seconds away. His cock swelled against my tongue. His grip tightened in my hair. His hips pushed forward —

He pulled out.

A string of spit connected my lower lip to the head of his cock. His shaft was glistening. His balls were drawn tight. He was right there — right on the edge — and he'd stopped.

I looked up at him. On my knees. Spit on my chin. Mascara smudged. The look on his face wasn't frustration. It was calculation. The look of a man who'd decided this wasn't where he was going to finish. Not in a parking lot. Not like this. This wasn't enough. He wanted more.

I heard it. Ben's voice. Getting louder. Closer. "— yeah, just reconcile the whole sheet and send it Monday. Okay. Okay. Yeah. Bye."

I scrambled up. Wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. Pulled my dress down. Smoothed my hair. My hands were shaking. My lips were swollen. My knees were red and scraped from the asphalt. I could taste Jermaine's cock on my tongue and I was going to kiss my husband in about fifteen seconds.

Jermaine tucked himself back in. Buckled his belt. Adjusted his suit jacket. Not a hair out of place. Not a drop of sweat. The man had just gotten his cock sucked in a parking lot and he looked like he'd stepped off a magazine cover.

We emerged from between the SUVs casually. Two people having a conversation. Two adults enjoying the night air after a nice dinner.

Ben appeared around the corner. Phone in hand. Apologetic face.

"Hey — sorry about that." He was looking at me, then at Jermaine. "Tokyo's having a meltdown over the Nikkei numbers. Sorry, boss. I told them to handle it and I'd review Monday."

"That's fine, Ben," Jermaine said. Easy. Warm. The voice of a reasonable man. A mentor. Not the voice of a man whose cock had been in his employee's wife's mouth ten seconds ago. "You work hard. They're lucky to have you."

Ben beamed. Of course he did.

"Great dinner, sir. Really. Thank you."

"My pleasure." Jermaine paused. Reached into his jacket pocket. Pulled out nothing — just a gesture, a man patting his pockets. "Listen — I think I had too much wine tonight. Shouldn't be driving." He looked at Ben. That expression — open, slightly sheepish, the performance of a man asking for a small favor. "Would it be too much trouble if I crashed at your place tonight? I'll call a car in the morning."

My stomach dropped.

I looked at Ben. Tried to catch his eye. Gave him a look — tight smile, small headshake, the universal wife signal for say no.

"We could call you a cab," I said. Quick. Casual. "Or an Uber. It's no trouble."

Ben didn't even register it. His face had already split into that eager, desperate-to-please grin — the one he wore when Jermaine acknowledged his existence, the one that made him look like a golden retriever who'd just been told he was a good boy.

"Of course, sir!" Ben said. "We'd be honored. Absolutely. Our home is your home."

Our home.

The last space. The only space Jermaine hadn't been. The bed I shared with my husband. The couch where Ben fell asleep watching TV. The kitchen where I cooked dinner and the hallway where our wedding photos hung and the bathroom where I washed Jermaine's cum off my body twice a week before climbing into bed next to the man who didn't know it was there.

Our home. And Ben had just invited the wolf inside.

I looked at Jermaine. He was looking at me. That grin. Slow. Spreading. The grin of a man who'd gotten exactly what he wanted — not because he'd asked for it, but because Ben had handed it to him. The way Ben always handed him things. His loyalty. His gratitude. His career. His wife.

"Wonderful," Jermaine said. "Lead the way."
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He threw me onto the bed.

Our bed. Mine and Ben's. The queen-sized mattress with the gray duvet and the matching pillows and the nightstand with Ben's alarm clock and Ben's reading glasses and the framed photo of us at our tenth anniversary dinner — smiling, holding champagne, two people who looked like they had it figured out.

My back hit the mattress and the frame bounced. The headboard knocked against the wall — the same wall that separated the master bedroom from the hallway where our wedding photos hung in neat rows. Twelve years of posed smiles and white dresses and "I do" and now a sixty-year-old black man was climbing onto my husband's bed and pulling my legs apart with both hands.

Downstairs, Ben was unconscious on the couch. I could hear him. Even from up here, through the bedroom door I'd left open on purpose — or maybe Jermaine had left it open, I couldn't remember, the last two hours were a blur of hands and mouths and the frantic, animal scramble of two people who'd been blue-balled in a parking lot and couldn't wait another second — I could hear my husband snoring. That wet, gurgling, open-mouthed snore that he'd been doing since he was twenty-nine. Three whiskeys and a bottle of wine. He'd been out cold by midnight. Slumped sideways on the couch with his shoes still on and his tie loose and his mouth hanging open while Jermaine carried me past him and up the stairs.

Past the kitchen. Past the family photos. Past the bathroom where I washed another man's cum off my body twice a week. Up the stairs. Into the bedroom. Onto the bed where my husband slept. Where my husband dreamed. Where my husband rolled toward me in the morning and pressed his half-hard little prick against my ass and thought it meant something.

Jermaine was naked. I was naked. My red dress was on the floor next to Ben's side of the bed — crumpled, inside-out, the zipper broken where Jermaine had ripped it getting it off me. My heels were somewhere in the hallway. I'd lost them on the stairs. One of them had landed next to Ben's briefcase. Evidence everywhere. Evidence I didn't care about.

He was on top of me. Missionary. His huge, dark body covering mine completely — shoulders wider than the pillow, chest like a wall, his weight pressing me into the mattress. Into Ben's mattress. The sheets smelled like Ben's laundry detergent. The pillow under my head smelled like Ben's shampoo. And the man between my legs smelled like sweat and whiskey and sex and power and everything my husband would never be.

His cock pressed against my entrance. Hard. Throbbing. That blunt, fat head nudging through my swollen folds. I was drenched — had been since the parking lot, since the couch, since the moment he'd walked into our home and looked around at Ben's little life with that expression of quiet contempt.

He pushed in.

"OH — oh God — oh FUCK —" My voice rang off the bedroom walls. Loud. Obscenely loud. No hand over my mouth. No pillow to scream into. I let it rip through me and bounce off the ceiling and pour through the open door and down the stairs to where my husband was snoring with his shoes on.

He could hear me. If he woke up, he could hear me. And I didn't care. Let him hear. Let him wake up. Let him stumble up the stairs and push open the bedroom door and see exactly what his wife looked like pinned to his bed by a real man with a real cock. Let him see the red dress on the floor and the broken zipper and the heels in the hallway and the sixty-year-old black man buried to the hilt in his wife's pussy in his own bed while his alarm clock ticked on the nightstand.

I wrapped my legs around Jermaine. Locked my ankles behind his back. Pulled him deeper. My arms came up — around his neck, his shoulders, my fingers digging into the thick muscles of his back. I pulled him down. Closer. Chest to chest. My tits flattened against him — pale against dark, soft against hard, the contrast that had owned me since Room 405. Our skin was slick. Sweat. Both of us. The bedroom was hot. The air was thick. Two bodies generating enough heat to fog the windows.

He fucked me. Deep. Slow. Full strokes that pulled all the way out — just the head stretching my entrance, making me gasp, making my legs tighten — and then drove back in to the root. Each thrust rocked the bed. Each thrust knocked the headboard against the wall. A rhythmic banging that punctuated the silence of my sleeping husband's house.

THUD. THUD. THUD.

"Unh — unh — fuck — daddy — unh —"

The nightstand. Ben's nightstand. His alarm clock. His reading glasses. And the photo. The framed photo. Me and Ben. Tenth anniversary. Smiling. Champagne. Happy.

It was looking at me. Ben's face. Smiling at me from behind glass while Jermaine's cock impaled me on the bed where Ben slept. Those big, dumb, happy eyes. That goofy grin. The man who loved me. The man I'd married. The man whose bed I was desecrating with every thrust.

I reached out. Grabbed the frame. Looked at it for one second — Ben's smile, my smile, two people who didn't exist anymore — and slammed it face-down on the nightstand. The glass cracked. I didn't care. I swept it off the edge. It clattered to the floor. Face-down. Broken. Gone.

"Yeah —" I panted. "Fuck that — fuck him — fuck our fucking anniversary —"

Jermaine drove into me harder. The bed groaned. The headboard slammed the wall. His mouth found my neck — biting, sucking, leaving marks that Ben would see tomorrow if he looked, which he wouldn't, because Ben never looked, because Ben never saw anything that wasn't on a spreadsheet.
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My left hand. The ring. The diamond. Still on my finger. Still doing its job. Still pretending.

I pulled it off. Didn't twist. Didn't hesitate. Yanked it over my knuckle and held it up between us — between my face and Jermaine's, between the white woman and the black man, between the wife and the thing she'd become. The diamond caught the bedside lamplight. Sparkled. Beautiful. Half a carat of bullshit.

I spat on it.

A thick, deliberate glob. On the diamond. On the gold. On every promise that ring had ever represented. The spit ran down the band and dripped onto my bare chest.

I threw it. Not into a trash can this time. Across the room. It hit the far wall with a tiny clink and bounced into the corner — into the dark, into the dust, into the pile of Ben's laundry that he never picked up. Lost. Somewhere between his dirty socks and his wrinkled khakis. Twelve years of marriage thrown into a corner of the room where that marriage was dying.

My ring finger was bare. My pussy was full. My husband was downstairs. And something opened inside me — not a door, not a dam, something deeper. Something that had been sealed since Room 405. Something I'd been circling for two months without naming.

I looked up at Jermaine. His face was inches from mine. His dark eyes. His jaw clenched. His hips still driving. I could feel every inch of him — every ridge, every vein, every thick, pulsing inch stretching me wider than Ben had ever been, reaching deeper than Ben could ever dream.

I pulled his face to mine. Kissed him. Not gentle. Not tender. Violent. My mouth crushed against his. My tongue pushed past his lips. His tongue met mine — hot, slick, tasting like whiskey and my pussy. Our mouths locked together. Wet. Desperate. The kiss of two people who weren't in love and didn't need to be because what they had was bigger than love and uglier than love and more honest than anything I'd ever felt in twelve years of pretending.

I locked my legs tighter. Pulled him deeper. Felt his cock bottom out — that impossible depth, that cervix-crushing fullness that made my brain dissolve. My ankles crossed behind his back. My arms wrapped around his neck. My body pressed flush against his — every inch of pale skin pressed against every inch of dark skin, bonded by sweat, glued by heat, two bodies becoming one thing on a dead man's bed.

His hips drove harder. Faster. The bed groaned under us — springs protesting, frame shifting across the hardwood with each thrust. The headboard hammered the wall — THUD THUD THUD — a rhythm so steady and so loud that the wedding photo hanging in the hallway outside rattled on its nail.

"Unh — unh — fuck — daddy — harder — unh —"

He was deep. So deep. Deeper than the hotel. Deeper than the balcony. Deeper than any position we'd ever tried in two months of Tuesdays and Fridays. Missionary. Face to face. Chest to chest. His weight pinning me to my husband's mattress while his cock reached depths inside me that my husband's cock had never found. Places Ben's four inches had never been. Had never come close to. Would never, ever touch.

Jermaine slowed. Not stopped. Slowed. Long, deliberate strokes. Pulling almost all the way out — my pussy clenching around him, desperate, clinging to every inch — and then sinking back in. One slow, devastating thrust that bottomed out against my cervix and made my toes curl and my mouth fall open.

He looked down at me. Those dark eyes. That face — inches from mine, filling my vision, blocking out the bedroom ceiling and Ben's reading light and everything that belonged to the life I was destroying. His expression shifted. Not the grin. Something else. Something harder. Something that looked like a decision being made in real time.

"You want me to cum inside you?" he said. Low. The words barely above a whisper. His hips still moving — slow, grinding, each stroke pressing the head of his cock against my cervix and holding.

"Yes — fuck — yes —" I panted.

"You want me to fill this white pussy up? In your husband's bed?"

"YES — unh — yes, daddy — please —"

He thrust harder. One stroke. Deep. My body jolted. "You want me to breed you, Leah?"

Something cracked open in my chest. Not an orgasm. Not yet. A word. Breed. He'd never said it before. I'd screamed it — on the balcony, in the hallway, five minutes ago when he'd first pushed inside me on this bed. But he'd never said it back. Never acknowledged what I was asking for. Until now.

"Oh God —" I whispered. My eyes were locked on his. My legs tightened around him. My heels dug into the small of his back. "Yes. Yes. Breed me."

"Say it again."

"Breed me — please — daddy, breed me —"

"You want my baby?" He thrust. Deep. Held. His cock throbbed inside me — a single, heavy pulse that I felt in my spine. "You want me to put a baby in you?"

"YES —" The word ripped out of me. Loud. Too loud. Loud enough for the open door and the stairs and the living room where Ben was snoring. "YES — I WANT YOUR BABY — I WANT IT — PLEASE —"

"A black man's baby." His voice was iron. His eyes were fire. "In your white husband's house. In his bed. You want that?"
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"I WANT IT — UNH — I WANT A LIGHT-SKINNED BABY — I WANT YOUR CHILD — A CHILD THAT LOOKS NOTHING LIKE HIM — NOTHING LIKE BEN — UNH — A BABY THAT EVERYONE WILL LOOK AT AND KNOW — AH — AND KNOW IT'S NOT HIS — KNOW HIS WIFE GOT BRED BY A BLACK MAN — OH GOD — OH FUCK —"

Jermaine's rhythm broke. His hips pistoned — not the controlled, measured strokes of before but something unleashed. Raw. Unhinged. The bed frame screamed against the floor. The headboard hammered the wall in a machine-gun staccato — THUD THUD THUD THUD — so loud the lamp on Ben's nightstand vibrated.

"SEVEN YEARS —" I screamed. Tears streaming down my temples into the pillow. Ben's pillow. Sweat running between my tits and pooling in my navel. My body bouncing on the mattress with each impact. "SEVEN YEARS WE TRIED — UNH — SEVEN YEARS OF HIS DEAD LITTLE SPERM — AH — HIS ZERO COUNT — DOCTOR AFTER DOCTOR — UNH — TEST AFTER TEST — AND NOTHING — NOTHING — BECAUSE HIS LITTLE WHITE BODY CAN'T — AH — CAN'T DO THE ONE THING — THE ONE THING EVERY MAN ON EARTH CAN DO — UNH — AND HE COULDN'T DO IT —"

"But I can," Jermaine growled. His mouth was at my ear. His cock was splitting me in half. "I can give you what he can't."

"YES — FUCK — YES YOU CAN — DADDY — DADDY PLEASE — YOUR COCK IS — UNH — SO DEEP — SO FUCKING DEEP — RIGHT THERE — RIGHT WHERE IT NEEDS TO BE — UNH UNH UNH —"

"Take my seed," he said. Not screaming. Not growling. Saying it. Calm. Certain. The voice of a man placing an order he knew would be filled. "Take every drop. You're going to have my baby, Leah."

"NNNH — YES — YES — I'M GOING TO HAVE YOUR BABY — UNH — A BASTARD — AH — A BEAUTIFUL — FUCK — A BEAUTIFUL LIGHT-SKINNED BASTARD THAT BEN WILL RAISE — AH AH AH — THAT HE'LL FEED AND CLOTHE AND LOVE — UNH — AND EVERY TIME HE LOOKS AT IT HE'LL KNOW — NNNH — HE'LL KNOW IT'S NOT HIS — HE'LL KNOW HIS WIFE — FUCK — HIS WIFE GOT KNOCKED UP BY HIS BOSS — BY A BIG BLACK — UNH — BY DADDY'S BIG BLACK COCK — IN HIS OWN BED — IN HIS OWN FUCKING BED — OH GOD — OH GOD — DADDY —"

His hand found my face. Turned it toward him. His eyes locked onto mine — dark, burning, sweat rolling down his temples. His lips hovered over mine. An inch away. I could feel his breath. Hot. Ragged. For the first time tonight — for the first time ever — Jermaine Jones was breathing hard.

"Tell me you want to get pregnant," he said. His cock was swelling inside me. Thickening. The veins engorging against my walls. He was close. I could feel the storm building in his body — the tension in his chest, the tremor in his arms, his balls tightening against me with each thrust.

"I WANT TO GET PREGNANT —" I screamed in his face. Tears and sweat and spit. My fingers clawing his back. My legs crushing his waist. "I WANT TO GET PREGNANT — I WANT YOUR BABY — GIVE IT TO ME — BREED YOUR DIRTY WHITE BITCH — MAKE ME A MOTHER — MAKE ME — UNH — PLEASE — DADDY — PLEASE PLEASE PLEASE —"

It hit.

Not in one place. Everywhere. My clit. My cervix. The walls of my pussy clenching around his cock. The base of my spine. The backs of my knees. My nipples crushed against his chest. Every nerve ending in my body fired simultaneously and the orgasm didn't build or crest or wave — it erupted. Like a charge buried in the center of my pelvis going off and blowing outward in every direction at once.

My mouth found his.

Not reached. Not searched. Found — magnetic, inevitable, my lips crashing into his at the exact moment my body came apart. I screamed into his mouth. A raw, shattered, full-throated scream that vibrated against his tongue and his teeth and his lips. His mouth swallowed it. Took it. His tongue pushed into me and I bit it — tasted blood, his blood, copper and salt — and screamed again. Our mouths locked together. Crushed together. Not kissing. Devouring. Teeth clashing. Lips splitting. Two mouths fused into one wet, desperate, screaming hole while our bodies broke apart against each other.
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"MMMMMPH — MMMMPH — NNNNHH —" The sounds were trapped between our mouths. Vibrating. Buzzing against our locked lips. My tongue was in his mouth. His tongue was in mine. We were breathing each other's air — hot, ragged, insufficient. My lungs burned but I couldn't pull away. Couldn't break the seal. My hands were locked behind his neck. My legs were locked around his waist. My entire body was locked around him like a cage designed to hold a man inside a woman and never let him out.

The first wave ripped through my pussy — a crushing, full-body contraction that clamped down on his cock so hard he grunted into my mouth. My walls seized around him. Squeezed. Held. My abs cramped. My thighs shook. My body lifted off the mattress, pressing my body harder against his — chest to chest, stomach to stomach, hip to hip, every inch of sweaty pale skin welded to every inch of sweaty dark skin.

"NNNH — NNNH — FUUUUCK —" I broke the kiss for one second — one ragged gasp of air — and then his mouth recaptured mine. His hand gripped the back of my head. Held me there. Kissing me. Fucking me. His hips still driving — not controlled anymore, not measured, wild. Erratic. The rhythm of a man losing control. The headboard wasn't thumping — it was cracking. Chips of plaster raining from the wall onto Ben's pillow.

The second wave hit. Deeper. Harder. A gut-level contraction that started in my cervix and radiated outward through my pelvis in concentric rings of white-hot sensation. My pussy bore down on his cock — milking, crushing, convulsing in rhythmic spasms that I couldn't have stopped if my life depended on it. Wetness flooded out of me — soaking his shaft, his balls, the sheets beneath us. Ben's sheets. I could hear it — the obscene, liquid squelch of my body gushing around the cock that was about to breed me.

"AH — AH — AH —" I was screaming into his mouth with each thrust. Each contraction. Each pulse of my clit that sent another shockwave through my body. Tears streamed from the corners of my eyes into my hair. Sweat poured between our bodies. The bedroom was an oven. The air was thick and wet and reeked of sex — raw, feral, the smell of two bodies pushed past every limit.

Jermaine's cock swelled.

I felt it. Inside me. Getting thicker. Harder. The veins distending against my convulsing walls. The head expanding — pressing against my cervix, pressing against the entrance to my womb, pressing against the exact spot where his cum would go and what it would do when it got there. His body went rigid. Every muscle in his chest, his arms, his shoulders, his thighs — turned to iron against me. His heart was hammering so hard I could feel it through both our ribcages, pounding against mine, two hearts slamming together through layers of bone and muscle and sweat-slicked skin.

He broke the kiss. Pulled back an inch. His face filled my vision — dark, glistening, jaw clenched, eyes burning. His lips were swollen. Bitten. Bloody. His breath came in short, sharp bursts against my mouth.

"Take it," he said. "Take my fucking seed."

"GIVE IT TO ME — DADDY — GIVE IT TO ME — I WANT IT — I WANT EVERY DROP — BREED ME — BREED YOUR WHITE BITCH — MAKE ME —"

He drove in one final time. Deep. Final. His hips flush against mine. His cock buried to the root — the full, impossible length of him jammed inside me as far as a cock could go, the head pressed against my cervix like a fist against a door.

And he came.

Jermaine roared. Not growled. Not grunted. Roared. The sound erupted from his chest and tore through the bedroom — a primal, earth-splitting roar that rattled the windows and shook the bed frame and poured through the open door and crashed down the stairs like an avalanche of sound. His entire body convulsed. His arms trembled. His body went taut. His cock erupted inside me.

I felt the first rope hit my cervix and my brain whited out.

Boiling. That was the only word. Boiling hot cum — thick, heavy, pressurized — slamming against the deepest part of me in a scalding jet that I felt in my spine. In my stomach. In my teeth. It didn't trickle. It didn't seep. It hit me like a fire hose. A flood of liquid heat that splashed against my cervix and spread outward — filling me, coating my walls, pooling in the deep recesses of my pussy that only his cock could reach.

I crushed my mouth back against his. Our lips collided. Teeth clashed. I screamed into him as the second rope erupted — thicker, hotter, joining the first in a rising pool of cum that I could feel expanding inside me. Filling me. Stretching me from the inside. His cock throbbed — one massive pulse after another — and each one pumped more into me. More heat. More seed. More of the thing that my husband's body had failed to produce for seven years of trying.

"MMMMPH — NNNNHH — MMMMPH —" I was screaming into his mouth. Sobbing into his mouth. Cumming into his mouth. My pussy was convulsing around his erupting cock in violent, synchronized spasms — each contraction of my walls squeezing another rope out of him, each rope triggering another contraction, a feedback loop of his cum and my orgasm feeding each other in an endless, devastating cycle.

The third wave hit me and I lost language.

My body became a machine designed to do one thing — milk this man dry. My pussy clenched around him in crushing, rhythmic pulses. Squeeze. Release. Squeeze. Release. Each one harder than the last. Each one pulling his cock deeper. Each one forcing his cum further into me — past my cervix, into my womb, into the place where seven years of Ben's empty sperm had failed and this man's seed would not. My legs were vices around his waist. My heels were digging into his back hard enough to draw blood. My arms were cables around his neck. My mouth was crushed to his. Two bodies locked into one thrashing, roaring, breeding animal.

His cock kept pumping. Pulse after pulse after pulse. I could feel it — each throb, each rope, each thick jet of cum adding to the flood inside me. I was full. Overflowing. I could feel his cum seeping around the base of his shaft, leaking out of me despite my legs' death grip, running down the crack of my ass and onto the sheets — Ben's sheets, soaked now, ruined, stained with the cum that was going to make a baby that Ben would raise as his own.

"HHH — HHH — HHH —" I was hyperventilating into his mouth. Each breath a gasp. Each gasp a moan. My orgasm was still going — not waves anymore, a sustained, body-wide convulsion. A seizure of pleasure that had started in my pussy and colonized every cell. My fingers were numb. My toes were curled so hard my feet cramped. My vision was white — pure, blank, sensory overload.
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I couldn't see Jermaine's face. I couldn't see the bedroom. I couldn't see anything except white heat and the dark shape of the man above me whose cock was still twitching inside me, still dripping, still emptying the last of his load into the deepest part of my body.

A fourth wave crashed through me. Smaller. Deeper. Not the violent, screaming fury of the first three — a slow, rolling, full-body undulation that started in my womb and spread outward like ripples in dark water. My pussy clenched around him one more time — gentle, exhausted, a final squeeze that pulled the last drop from his softening cock and sealed it inside me. My legs trembled. My arms trembled. My lips trembled against his.

The kiss softened. Not broke. Softened. From violent to desperate to tender to something that had no name. Our mouths moved against each other — slow, wet, the lazy motion of two people who'd just destroyed something and were lying in the wreckage. His tongue found mine. Not fighting. Not devouring. Just there. Tasting. Touching. The taste of blood and sweat and tears and whiskey and something deeper — the taste of two people who'd crossed a line they could never uncross and were kissing on the other side of it.

I unlocked my jaw. Our mouths separated. A string of spit connected our lower lips for one second before it broke.

Silence.

Not silence. Ben. Downstairs. Snoring. That wet, rhythmic, mouth-open snore that I'd listened to for twelve years. Drifting up the stairs. Through the open door. Into the bedroom where his wife lay pinned beneath another man with that man's cum pooling in her womb.

Jermaine's forehead pressed against mine. His breathing slowed. His heartbeat decelerated against my chest — still fast, still pounding, but coming down. His eyes opened. Dark. Close. Inches from mine. Sweat dripped from his brow onto my cheek.

My body was still twitching. Little aftershocks. Involuntary clenches of my pussy around his softening cock. Each one shifted the cum inside me — heavy, warm, settling deeper. I could feel the volume of it. The weight. More than he'd ever given me. More than any night at the hotel. As if his body had known what this was and had saved everything for this moment. For this bed. For this womb.

I looked up at him. My ring finger was bare. The photo was face-down on the floor. The sheets were soaked. My legs were still wrapped around him — looser now, but there. Holding. Not letting him pull out. Not yet.

"Stay inside me," I whispered. My voice was gone. Shredded to a rasp. "Don't pull out. Please. I want it to stay."

He didn't move. His cock stayed buried. His body stayed pressed against mine. His weight on me — heavy, solid, real. More real than anything in this house. More real than the man snoring downstairs. More real than twelve years of a marriage that had been dying so slowly I hadn't noticed until it was already dead.

I reached for the nightstand. My birth control. The pink pill case sitting where it always sat — next to Ben's alarm clock, next to his reading glasses, in the same spot it had occupied for three years since I'd given up on ever getting pregnant. Tuesday through Sunday. Each tab in its little foil bubble. The daily ritual. The tiny pink shield between Jermaine's cum and what it was designed to do.

I'd taken today's pill this morning. The cum inside me right now — this load, this flood, this ocean of hot seed pooling in my womb — today's pill would probably stop. Probably. Maybe. The pill was ninety-nine percent effective and for two months that one percent hadn't mattered because I hadn't wanted it to matter.

Now I wanted it to matter.

I popped tomorrow's pill out of the foil. Saturday. A tiny pink disc. I held it between my thumb and forefinger. Looked at it. Then looked at Jermaine.

He was watching. Still inside me. Still pressed against me. His dark eyes tracked the pill between my fingers. He didn't speak. Didn't nod. Didn't tell me what to do. Just watched. The way he'd watched me spit on my ring. The way he'd watched me walk naked to the balcony. The way he'd watched me become every version of myself that Ben never knew existed.

I dropped it on the floor.

The pill bounced once on the hardwood. A tiny click. Then silence.

Jermaine's grin spread. Slow. Wide. Not surprise. Not triumph. Recognition. The grin of a man who'd known this was coming before I did. Maybe since the first night. Maybe since Room 405. Maybe since he'd looked at the desperate, married, blonde woman Ben had offered up and seen not a wife but a mother waiting to be made.

"Good girl," he said.

I closed my eyes. Tightened my legs around him — one final, gentle squeeze. Felt his cum shift inside me. Heavy. Warm. Settling into the place where it would do what Ben's body never could. Where it would make what Ben's sperm never would. A baby. A light-skinned baby with dark eyes and a jaw like iron. A baby that would look nothing like the pale, soft, thinning-haired man sleeping on the couch downstairs. A baby that everyone would see — every neighbor, every coworker, every stranger at the grocery store — and know. Know without asking. Know without being told. A baby that would announce to the world what Leah Turner had done and who had done it to her and that she had wanted it.

Not love. Not romance. Not a fairy tale.

A decision.

Ben snored downstairs. The alarm clock ticked. Somewhere in the corner of the room, a diamond ring sat in a pile of dirty laundry, forgotten. On the floor next to the bed, a tiny pink pill lay in the dust. Two things discarded. Two things that used to matter.

And in my husband's bed, in my husband's house, with my husband's boss still buried inside me and my husband's boss's cum settling into my womb — I made the only choice that mattered.

I was going to be a mother. I didn't care that Ben was NOT going to be the father.
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But that was later. Hours later.

Let me go back.

The car ride home was fifteen minutes of torture. Ben drove. Jermaine sat in the back seat. I sat in the passenger seat with my thighs pressed together so tight my muscles ached, staring out the windshield at the yellow center line, feeling Jermaine's eyes on the back of my neck like two hot coals.

Ben talked the entire time. Of course he did. Ben filled silence the way he filled everything — nervously, excessively, with too many words and not enough substance. He was giddy. His boss was coming to his house. To his home. The man he idolized, the man who'd given him the corner office and the company car and the title he repeated to himself in the bathroom mirror every morning — that man was sitting in the back seat of his Honda Accord and Ben was practically vibrating with the honor of it.

"The guest room's a little messy but I can clear it out in five minutes — we've got clean towels — Leah, do we have clean towels? I think there's some in the dryer —"

"We have clean towels, Ben."

"Great. Great. And I've got some good scotch — well, pretty good — it's not what you're used to, sir, I'm sure, but it's a decent single malt, I got it at —"

"That sounds fine, Ben," Jermaine said from the back seat. That voice. Low. Calm. The voice of a man who was sitting in the back of another man's car, going to another man's house, with another man's wife's taste still on his tongue from fifteen minutes ago in a parking lot. He didn't sound excited. He didn't sound grateful. He sounded like a man walking into a place he already owned.

I glanced at the rearview mirror. His eyes were already there. Waiting. Dark and steady and completely still. He held my gaze for two seconds. Three. Long enough for my clit to pulse once — hard — and my hands to tighten on my thighs. Then he looked out the window. Casual. Like he'd been watching the scenery the whole time.

Jermaine didn't touch me in the car. Didn't try. Didn't brush his knee against my seat. Didn't reach forward to graze my shoulder. Nothing. He sat in the back seat like a guest. A colleague. A boss being graciously hosted by his best employee. The restraint was deliberate and I knew it was deliberate because I knew him — knew the man who'd dragged me naked into a hotel corridor, who'd fucked me on a balcony fourteen floors up, who'd put his mouth on my pussy in a parking lot ten minutes after a company dinner. That man didn't have restraint. That man took what he wanted when he wanted it.

Which meant he was waiting. Planning. Letting the evening unspool at the pace he'd decided on before he'd ever suggested staying the night. The too-much-wine excuse. The sheepish grin. The "would it be too much trouble." All of it choreography. All of it designed to get him exactly where he was right now — in the back of Ben's car, on the way to Ben's house, with Ben opening the door and pouring the drinks and arranging his own humiliation like a butler setting a table.

We pulled into the driveway. Our house. Small. Suburban. White siding, green shutters, a lawn Ben mowed every other Saturday. A house that looked like every other house on the street — safe, boring, the kind of house where nothing happened because nothing was supposed to happen. I stared at it through the windshield and something shifted in my chest. Not dread. Not excitement. Weight. The weight of knowing that whatever this house had been before tonight, it would be something else by morning.

Ben parked. Jumped out. Practically ran around the car to open Jermaine's door. "Right this way, sir." I half expected him to bow.

Inside. Ben flicked on lights. Took Jermaine's jacket. Offered him the good chair — the leather recliner, the one Ben had saved six months for, the one he sat in every night to watch his game shows. Jermaine sat in it like a throne. His big body filling the leather. His legs spread. His arms on the rests. He looked around the living room — at the family photos on the mantle, at the discount furniture, at the Target throw pillows and the IKEA bookshelf and the twelve years of a middle-class marriage arranged in beige and gray and safe, forgettable neutrals — and he didn't sneer. Didn't smirk. Just absorbed it. The way a buyer looks at a property he's about to acquire.

"Scotch?" Ben called from the kitchen. Already rattling glasses. Already pouring.

"Neat," Jermaine said. His eyes found mine across the living room. I was standing in the doorway between the hall and the living room. Arms crossed. Leaning against the frame. My heart was hammering but my face was still. He looked at me the way he always looked at me — like I was already naked, like the dress was a formality, like he could see through the red fabric to the bare, wet, ringless woman underneath.
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I looked away first. Went to the kitchen. Helped Ben pour drinks.

Hours. That's how long it took.

Not minutes. Hours. Jermaine sat in Ben's recliner and drank Ben's scotch and talked to Ben like a mentor, like a father, like a man who genuinely cared about the career of the small, eager, desperate-to-please man sitting across from him on the couch. He asked about Ben's goals. His five-year plan. His thoughts on the company's direction. Ben ate it up — leaning forward, gesturing with his glass, talking faster and louder as the scotch hit his bloodstream.

I sat in the corner of the couch. Sipping water. Watching.

Jermaine was patient. That was the thing about him that separated him from every other man I'd ever known. He was patient the way predators are patient — not passive, not waiting for something to happen, but actively holding still while the moment he wanted arranged itself around him. He nursed his scotch. He let Ben pour himself a second glass. A third. He laughed at Ben's jokes. He nodded at Ben's ideas. He said "that's really smart, Ben" and "you've got great instincts" and each compliment hit Ben like a drug and Ben rewarded himself with another sip and another sip and another sip.

By ten-thirty Ben was drunk. By eleven he was slurring. By eleven-thirty his head was bobbing — chin dipping to his chest, snapping back up, the fight between alcohol and consciousness that alcohol always wins.

"Maybe you should slow down, babe," I said. My third time saying it. My voice neutral. My concern performed. Because I didn't actually want him to slow down. I wanted him unconscious. I wanted him gone. I wanted the drunk, slurring, bobble-headed version of my husband to tip over and disappear into sleep so the man in his recliner could do what we both knew he was here to do.

"I'm fine," Ben mumbled. His eyes were at half-mast. His glass was listing in his hand. "Jus' one more. Sir, can I top you off?"

"I'm good, Ben," Jermaine said. He'd been on the same glass for an hour. The ice had melted. He hadn't taken a sip in forty minutes. "You enjoy yourself. You've earned it."

Earned it. Ben's face glowed. Even through the drunk glaze, the praise hit. His boss said he'd earned it. His boss was in his house telling him he'd earned it. His boss was sitting in his chair drinking his scotch saying nice things about his career and Ben was the happiest man alive and he celebrated the only way he knew how — he poured himself another glass with hands that could barely grip the bottle.

Midnight. Ben's head dropped. His chin hit his chest and stayed there. The glass tipped in his hand and scotch dribbled onto his khakis. He made a wet, snuffling sound. Then — the snore. That familiar, gurgling, open-mouthed snore that I'd listened to every night for twelve years. His body slumped sideways on the couch. His shoes were still on. His tie was loose. His mouth was hanging open and a thin line of drool was already forming at the corner of his lip.

Out. Gone. A forty-one-year-old man passed out in his own living room while his boss sat six feet away in his recliner with the patience of a man who'd been waiting for exactly this.

The house went quiet. Just the hum of the refrigerator. The tick of the wall clock. Ben's snoring — rhythmic, dependable, the metronome of a man who had no idea what was about to happen in the house he paid for with the career his wife's body had bought.

Jermaine set his glass down on the side table. Quiet. Deliberate. The soft clink of crystal on wood.

He looked at me.

I looked at him.

Between us, on the couch, my husband snored.

Jermaine stood up.


15

I was on him before he took a step.

I don't know what happened. Something between Part 6's patience and this moment snapped the leash I'd been choking on for three hours. Three hours of sitting in the corner of my own couch sipping water while my husband got drunk and my lover sat six feet away looking at me like I was a meal he'd ordered and was waiting to be served. Three hours of crossed legs and clenched thighs and the taste of his cock still on my tongue from the parking lot. Three hours of watching the clock and watching Ben's glass and watching the slow, inevitable slide of my husband's consciousness toward black.

And now Ben was out and the leash was gone and I launched myself across the living room like something feral.

I hit Jermaine mid-stride. My hands found his belt. My fingers ripped at the buckle. The leather hissed through the loops. I popped the button. Tore the zipper. His slacks dropped and I dropped with them — my knees hitting the carpet of my own living room, the same carpet where Ben and I had opened Christmas presents last year, the same carpet where we'd sat cross-legged eating takeout on our anniversary because we couldn't afford the restaurant.

His cock was right there. Half-hard. Hanging heavy between his thighs. Even at half-mast it was thicker than Ben at full attention. The smell hit me — musk and skin and the faint salt of the parking lot where I'd had him in my mouth an hour ago — and my mouth flooded with saliva. I grabbed him with both hands. Wrapped my fingers around the shaft and squeezed. Felt it pulse. Felt it thicken in my grip.

"Mmh —" I moaned. Not quiet. Not careful. A full, throaty, desperate moan in the middle of my living room with my husband passed out on the couch four feet to my left.

I opened my mouth and swallowed him.

Not slow. Not teasing. I shoved him into my mouth until the head hit the back of my throat and I gagged — a loud, wet, retching sound that bounced off the walls of the living room. My eyes watered. Spit poured from the corners of my lips and ran down his shaft. I pulled back, gasped, and shoved him in again. Deeper. Past the gag. Into my throat. My nose pressed against his groin. His pubic hair scratched my face. My throat convulsed around him and the sound was obscene — gllk, gllk, gllk — wet, choking, the sound of a woman trying to swallow something her body wasn't built to take.

"Fuck," Jermaine muttered above me. His hand found the back of my head. Not pushing. Just resting. Feeling me work.

I pulled off with a gasp. A thick rope of spit connected my lower lip to the head of his cock. I looked up at him — face wrecked, lips swollen, chin slick with drool. Then I looked to my left.

Ben. Right there. Four feet away. Slumped on the couch. Mouth open. Snoring. His hand had fallen off his lap and was dangling toward the floor, fingers loose, palm up. The scotch stain on his khakis was spreading. He looked dead. He looked like a prop. A piece of furniture. The man I'd married, reduced to background noise while I knelt on his carpet with his boss's cock glistening with my spit.
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I turned back to Jermaine. Gripped his shaft. Stroked it — slow, twisting, both hands, base to tip. Watching it grow. Watching it harden. Watching it become the thick, veined, impossible thing that had ruined me for my husband and every other man on earth.

"Slap me," I said.

Jermaine looked down at me. One eyebrow raised.

"Slap me," I said again. Louder. My voice was raw — still hoarse from the parking lot, from the three hours of swallowed silence, from the need that had been building in my chest like steam in a pipe. "Hit me. Call me your dirty white bitch. Please, daddy. Please."

His hand moved. Fast. CRACK. His open palm connected with my left cheek and my head snapped sideways. The sting exploded across my face — sharp, hot, radiating from my cheekbone to my jaw. My eyes watered. My clit pulsed. A whimper leaked out of me that I didn't try to stop.

"Again —" I gasped. "Harder —"

CRACK. The other cheek. Harder. My vision flashed white. My head rocked. I could feel the handprint forming — hot, throbbing, the outline of his fingers burning into my skin. I was panting. Drooling. My pussy was clenching around nothing, soaking through my dress onto the carpet.

"Thank you, daddy," I whispered. And shoved his cock back in my mouth.

I sucked him like I was starving. Like his cock was oxygen and I'd been drowning for three hours. My head bobbed — fast, sloppy, no technique, just raw animal hunger. Spit everywhere. Running down his shaft, dripping off his balls, pooling on the carpet between my knees. The sounds filled the living room — slurp, gag, choke, slurp — wet, obscene, unmistakable. The kind of sounds that should have woken a sleeping man four feet away.

Ben snored.

"Mmph — mmph — mmph —" I was moaning around his cock. Vibrating. Each moan sent a hum through his shaft and he grunted — low, quiet, the restrained sound of a man being serviced in another man's living room. I pulled off. Gasped. Licked from his balls to the tip — one long, slow, flat-tongued stripe that made his thigh muscles clench. Then I took his balls in my mouth. One at a time. Sucking. Tonguing. Feeling the weight of them — heavy, full, the balls that had emptied into me twice a week for two months and would empty into me again tonight in the bed twelve feet above our heads.

"Choke me," I panted against his wet shaft. "Put your hand on my throat, daddy. Please. I need it. I need you to — please —"

His hand found my throat. Wrapped around it. Those thick, dark fingers closing on my neck — not squeezing, not yet, just holding. Feeling my pulse hammer against his palm. Feeling me swallow around the pressure. My eyes rolled back. My mouth fell open. A thin line of drool ran from my lower lip to his cock.

"You're a mess," Jermaine said. Looking down at me. His voice was different — not the controlled, measured tone from the dinner or the car ride. Something had shifted. He was seeing me the way I needed to be seen — frenzied, unhinged, a woman so far past the edge of decency that she was sucking cock on her living room floor with her husband unconscious beside her and begging to be slapped and choked.

"I'm your mess," I panted. "I'm your dirty — unh — your dirty white bitch — say it — tell me I'm your dirty white bitch, daddy —"

His fingers tightened on my throat. Just enough. The air thinned. My vision narrowed. My clit throbbed so hard I could feel my heartbeat in it.

"You're my dirty white bitch," he said. Low. Deliberate. Each word landing like a slap. "The dirtiest one I've ever had."

"YES —" I gasped around the pressure on my throat. "The dirtiest — the worst — the most disgusting — but I'm special — I'm your favourite — you said I'm your favourite — say it again — please, daddy — tell me I'm special —"

Something shifted in his expression. Not soft — Jermaine didn't do soft. But something. A recognition. The frenzied, desperate, begging woman on her knees in her own living room asking to be told she was special while her husband drooled on himself four feet away — it was pathetic and broken and completely, utterly sincere. I meant it. I needed it. Not love. Not romance. Just — tell me I matter. Tell me I'm not just another bitch you fuck in hotel rooms. Tell me the thing I've destroyed my marriage for is real, even if it's ugly, even if it's wrong, even if the only proof I have is the way your cock gets hard when I call you daddy.

He looked at me. Held my gaze. His hand on my throat. His cock in my hands. My husband snoring behind us.

"You're special," he said. Not grinning. Not performing. "You're the only one I come back to twice a week. You're the only one who sucks my cock like she'd die without it. You're the filthiest, most shameless, most depraved white bitch I've ever put my dick in." His thumb stroked the side of my throat. "And you're my favourite. You know that."
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My eyes burned. Not tears. Not exactly. The hot, stinging pressure of hearing something you needed to hear from the mouth of a man who never says what he doesn't mean. I blinked. Swallowed against his hand. Felt his fingers flex on my throat.

"Now put my cock back in your mouth," he said. "And don't stop until I tell you."

I obeyed.

I swallowed him whole. Throat open. Jaw cranked. His cock slid past my tongue, past my gag reflex, into the tight channel of my throat. I held it there — eyes watering, nose against his groin, choking quietly, my throat muscles working his shaft in involuntary spasms. His hand moved from my throat to my hair. Gripped. Pulled me off. Shoved me back down. Pulled me off. Shoved me back down. Fucking my face. Using my mouth. The wet, rhythmic sound of it — gluk, gluk, gluk — filling the living room like a metronome set to the tempo of my husband's snoring.

"Hh — hh — hh —" I was gasping each time he pulled me off. Spit running from my mouth in strings. My chin was a mess. My cheeks were streaked with tears and mascara. His cock was coated — glistening, dripping, so wet it caught the lamplight like polished glass. I was worshipping it. Not sucking it. Worshipping it. Running my tongue along every vein. Kissing the head. Nuzzling the shaft against my cheek. Pressing my lips to his balls and moaning against them like a prayer.

CRACK. His hand across my face again. I yelped around his cock. The sound vibrated through him and he grunted.

"Mmph — thank you daddy — mmph —" I slurred around his shaft. My cheek was on fire. Both cheeks. His handprints layered on top of each other — red, hot, throbbing. I looked like what I was. A woman being used. A wife being ruined. Right here. On the carpet. Next to the couch. Next to the Christmas tree spot. Next to the man whose name was on the mortgage.

He was fully hard now. Iron. Throbbing. Every vein distended. The head swollen and purple-dark and leaking precum that mixed with my spit and dripped onto the carpet. I could feel his pulse through the shaft — steady, powerful, the heartbeat of a sixty-year-old man who was harder than my husband had been at twenty-five.

I pulled off. Stood. My legs were shaking. My knees were carpet-burned. My face was wrecked — mascara, tears, spit, handprints. I turned around. Bent over. Grabbed the arm of the couch — the arm right next to Ben's slumped body, close enough that my elbow almost touched his shoulder — and arched my back. Pushed my ass toward Jermaine. My dress was already around my waist from the hours of fidgeting and pulling. My pussy was bare. Dripping. A string of wetness connecting my thighs to the carpet.

"Fuck me," I whispered. "Right here. Next to him. Fuck me, daddy."

Jermaine stepped forward. I felt his presence behind me — the heat of his body, the brush of his cock against my ass, his hands finding my hips. I closed my eyes. Gripped the couch arm. Braced.

But he didn't enter me.

His hands left my hips. He stepped back. I looked over my shoulder. He was standing there. Hard. Glistening. Looking at me with an expression I hadn't seen before. Not lust. Not amusement. Something else. Something that looked like a plan.

"Not here," he said.

"What — Jermaine — please — I need —"

"Upstairs." He looked toward the staircase. Toward the hallway. Toward the bedroom door at the top of the stairs that I'd left closed this morning when I'd kissed Ben goodbye and told him to have a good day at work. "Take me to your bedroom."

My stomach dropped. My clit surged.

"The — our bedroom?"

"Your bed. His bed." Jermaine's eyes came back to mine. Dark. Certain. The eyes of a man who'd been waiting all night for this — not the couch, not the living room, not the quick, frantic fuck next to a passed-out husband. He wanted the bed. The marriage bed. The last place in this house that was still theirs — mine and Ben's — and he wanted to take it.

"Take me upstairs, Leah," he said. "Now."

I straightened up. Pulled my dress down. Looked at Ben one more time — slumped, snoring, oblivious, the scotch stain spreading on his khakis like a map of everything he'd lost and didn't know was gone.

I took Jermaine's hand.

And I led him upstairs.
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I don't know what time it was.

I don't know how many times he'd fucked me. Three. Four. Five. The number had dissolved somewhere between the second orgasm and the fourth — or was it the fifth — when the bedroom stopped being a bedroom and became a blur of dark skin and white sheets and sweat and sounds that didn't belong to me anymore. Sounds that belonged to something that used to be a woman and was now just a body — raw, emptied, wrung out like a cloth and then wrung again because he wasn't finished and he was never finished and I'd stopped counting the orgasms the way you stop counting waves when you're drowning.

The room was spinning. Tilting. The ceiling fan was a smear of white against white. The walls breathed. In and out. In and out. The lamplight was too bright and too dim at the same time. My body was a foreign object — a thing I inhabited but no longer controlled. My pussy was numb. Not numb — past numb. A deep, liquid, throbbing ache that had transcended sensation and become a state of being. My thighs were glazed. My stomach was glazed. The sheets beneath me were soaked — a dark, spreading map of every orgasm I couldn't remember having and every load he'd pumped into me that I could feel sloshing inside me when I shifted.

I was floating. Not asleep. Not awake. Somewhere between. The space where reality gets thin and the edges of things start bleeding into each other and you can't tell if you're remembering something or living it or dreaming it or if the difference even matters anymore.

His arms were around me.

That was the only thing I was certain of. His arms. Around me. Both of them. Under my knees and behind my back. Carrying me. My head lolled against his chest — bare, slick with sweat, his heartbeat thumping against my temple in a rhythm that was the only clock left in the world. My arms were draped around his neck. Loose. Dead weight. My legs hung over his forearm. My toes pointed at nothing.

He was walking.

Not upstairs. Down. The stairs creaked under his weight — one step, two, three — and the air changed. Cooler. The living room. The hum of the refrigerator. The tick of the wall clock. And the snoring. That wet, familiar, gurgling metronome that I could identify in a crowd of a thousand sleeping men.

Ben.

I opened my eyes. Half. The room swam. The living room materialized around me in fragments — the bookshelf, the TV, the curtains, the couch. And on the couch — the shape. The slumped, crumpled, mouth-open shape of my husband. Exactly where we'd left him. Exactly the same. Scotch stain. Loose tie. Drool. Shoes on. The living dead. The man who paid the mortgage and mowed the lawn and loved me with everything he had, which was never enough and would never be enough and he would never know that because knowing would destroy him.

He carried me all the way down here.

The thought surfaced through the fog like a bubble in dark water. He'd carried me down the stairs. Out of the bedroom. Away from the bed where he'd already fucked me — how many times? I couldn't remember. Away from the soaked sheets and the cracked photo frame and the ring in the dirty laundry and the pill on the floor. He'd scooped me up and carried me down here to the living room to fuck me next to my sleeping husband.

Because the bed wasn't enough. The bedroom wasn't enough. Breeding me on my husband's mattress wasn't enough. He wanted this too. Wanted me here. Wanted Ben's snoring body as the backdrop. Wanted to fuck another man's wife in another man's living room while another man slept three feet away and dreamed about spreadsheets and corner offices and a life that no longer existed.
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Jermaine lowered me onto his cock.

Standing. He held me up — one arm under my ass, one across my back, my legs wrapping around his waist by instinct, by reflex, by the bone-deep muscle memory of a body that had been fucked in this position enough times to know how to hold on. His cock slid into me — easy, slick, no resistance. I was so wet, so stretched, so thoroughly opened by hours of use that he entered me like pushing into warm water.

"Mmh —" A sound. Small. Broken. Not a moan. The ghost of a moan. What was left of my voice after hours of screaming into pillows and mouths and open air. My throat was shredded. My vocal cords were frayed wire. Every sound I made came out hoarse and cracked and barely there — the whisper of a woman who'd screamed herself empty.

He started moving. Not slow. Not gentle. Brutal. His hips drove upward into me with a force that jolted my entire body — my head snapping back, my tits bouncing against his chest, my arms tightening around his neck as the only anchor in a world that was spinning off its axis. He was fucking me standing up. Carrying my full weight. Holding me like I was nothing — a doll, a toy, a thing made of skin and holes and need.

"Unh — unh — unh —" The sounds were punched out of me. Weak. Hoarse. Each thrust pushing the last of the air from my lungs. My pussy clenched around him — feeble, exhausted, the ghost of a grip from walls that had been convulsing for hours. But he was still hard. Still thick. Still impossibly, relentlessly hard inside me. Sixty years old and he'd outlasted every version of me I'd ever been.

I looked over his shoulder. Ben. Right there. I could have reached out and touched him. Could have extended my arm and brushed my fingers against his sleeping face. He was so close I could smell him — the scotch, his cheap cologne, his deodorant fading. So close I could hear each individual snore — the wet intake, the gurgling exhale, the little smacking of his lips between cycles.

My husband. Four feet away. Sleeping. While I hung from his boss's body like a rag and took his cock and whimpered into his neck and couldn't remember how many times I'd cum tonight because the number had stopped mattering somewhere around the time reality had stopped mattering.

"Hh — hh — daddy — hh —" I was breathing the words more than speaking them. My lips against his neck. My tears on his skin. Not sad tears. Exhaustion tears. Overstimulation tears. The tears of a nervous system that had been redlined for hours and was running on fumes and still — still — responding to him. Still clenching. Still dripping. Still wanting.

He fucked me harder. His arms tightened around me. His hips pistoned — up, in, deep, the head of his cock slamming against the bruised, swollen, battered spot inside me that had been hit so many times tonight it should have gone numb but hadn't. Each thrust sent a dull, heavy wave of sensation through my pelvis — not sharp, not electric, something deeper. Something tidal. Something that moved through me like sound through water.

"Nnnh — nnnh — oh God — nnnh —"

My eyes were open. Glazed. Unfocused. Staring past Jermaine's shoulder at the living room. At Ben. At the framed photos on the mantle — our wedding, our honeymoon, Christmas two years ago. At the life I'd had. The life I was having. Two lives happening simultaneously in the same room — the one on the couch and the one impaled on a cock — and neither one knew the other existed.
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And then the room shifted.

Not physically. In my head. The fog thickened. The edges bled. The living room tilted and warped and I was somewhere else — not dreaming, not awake, somewhere in between where the mind goes when the body has been pushed past its limits and reality becomes optional.

I was at the front door. Our front door. In the fantasy. Jermaine was at the door and Ben was standing between them — between me and Jermaine, between the wife and the man who'd come for her. Ben was trying to stand tall. Puffing his chest. His little chest. His soft, pale, narrow little chest in his too-big polo shirt. His fists were clenched at his sides. His jaw was set. He was trying. God help him, he was trying.

"You can't have her," Ben said. His voice shaking. "She's my wife."

Jermaine looked down at him. Six-three to five-eight. Two-forty to one-fifty. A mountain looking at a mouse. He didn't speak. Didn't threaten. Just looked.

"I offered her up," Ben said. His voice cracking. "I know. I know what I did. But I take it back. She's mine. She's my wife and you can't —"

Jermaine hit him.

One punch. Just one. His massive fist connected with Ben's jaw and Ben's head snapped sideways and his body followed — crumpling, folding, dropping to the floor like a puppet with its strings cut. He lay there. Mouth open. Eyes closed. Small and pale and broken on the hardwood floor of his own home.

And Jermaine stepped over him.

Walked past him. To me. Grabbed my wrist. Pulled me toward him. I didn't resist. Didn't scream. Didn't kneel beside my fallen husband and cradle his head and call an ambulance. I stepped over Ben's body — over his limp arm, over his open mouth, over twelve years of marriage lying unconscious on the floor — and I went to Jermaine.

He threw me down. Right there. On the floor. Next to Ben. Over Ben. Ben's limp hand almost touching my hair as Jermaine spread my legs and mounted me. Missionary. His huge dark body eclipsing mine. His cock pushing into me — into the wife of the man facedown beside us, the man who'd offered her up and tried to take it back and been laid out with one punch for the trouble.

In the fantasy, Jermaine bred me on the floor next to my husband's unconscious body. Fucked me raw and came inside me while Ben's crumpled form lay inches away — defeated, humiliated, destroyed by the man who was better than him in every way that mattered. Stronger. Bigger. Darker. More. The alpha. The conqueror. The man who took what he wanted and put down anything that stood in his way.

Ben tried to defend me. Tried to undo what he'd done. Tried to be a man for once in his sad little life.

And Jermaine broke him. And then bred his wife over his body.

The fantasy and reality crashed together.

Jermaine's cock drove into me — real, hard, now, in the living room — and my exhausted, wrung-out, half-conscious body broke one final time.

"AH —" I choked. Not screamed. Choked. My voice was gone. Scraped hollow. What came out was a ragged, broken croak — the last sound a throat can make before it gives out entirely. My pussy clamped around him — weak, shuddering, a spasm more than a squeeze. But it kept going. Kept clenching. Rhythmic. Involuntary. My body running on fumes, on the last dregs of whatever chemical was responsible for pleasure, squeezing out one final orgasm like wringing blood from a stone.

"Nnnh — nnnh — nnnh —" I was whimpering into his neck. Barely audible. My tears soaking his skin. My fingers clawing weakly at his back. My legs trembling around his waist — not locked, not gripped, just hanging, twitching, the muscles too exhausted to do anything except shake.

The orgasm was different. Not the explosive, screaming, multi-wave convulsions from the bedroom. This was deep. Slow. Subterranean. A rolling, bottomless contraction that began in the pit of my belly and radiated outward in heavy, molten waves — each one pulling a whimper out of me, each one squeezing his cock, each one sending another warm trickle of wetness down my thighs and onto his arms.

I was cumming to the image of Jermaine knocking my husband unconscious and breeding me over his body. The fantasy of a man conquering another man for the right to have his woman. The oldest story ever told. The only story that mattered. Not love. Not romance. Not partnership. Conquest. Domination. The strong taking from the weak because they can. Because they should. Because the woman wanted to be taken and the man who married her was never going to be the one to do it.

"Daddy —" I breathed. The word was barely there. A vibration against his skin. "Daddy — I — mmh —"

My vision went dark. Not black. Dark. The edges closing in. The living room shrinking to a pinhole — Jermaine's neck, the smell of his sweat, the throb of his cock inside me, Ben's snoring somewhere far away like a sound from another life. My body went limp. My arms slid off his neck. My head rolled back.

The last thing I felt was his arms tightening around me. Holding me up. Holding me together. His cock still inside me. Still hard. His cum — old and new, from the bedroom and from now — pooling deep inside me where it would stay and settle and do what it was designed to do.

The last thing I heard was Ben. Snoring. On the couch. Three feet away. Dreaming about a life that was already over.

The last thing I thought was: he tried to defend me. In the fantasy. He tried. He failed. But he tried.

My sweet, stupid idiot.

I loved him.

And then everything went black.
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The bell rang at three-fifteen and the doors opened and kids poured out like a dam breaking.

I sat in the car — the new one, the black Mercedes E-Class that Jermaine had helped me pick out after the second raise — and watched the flood of tiny backpacks and untied shoelaces and juice-stained shirts pour down the steps of Meadowbrook Elementary. Parents lined the sidewalk. Minivans idled in the pickup lane. A crossing guard in an orange vest waved cars through with the patient rhythm of a man who'd done this ten thousand times.

I scanned the crowd. Looking for her.

And there she was.

Amara.

She came through the double doors holding a finger painting in one hand and her lunchbox in the other. Her backpack — the pink one with the butterflies that she'd picked out herself at Target — was slung over one shoulder and slipping down her arm. Her hair was in two puffs that Leah had tied this morning with purple ribbons. Her little uniform was already rumpled — the white polo untucked from the navy skirt, a grass stain on one knee from recess.

She was the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen.

Four years old. Pre-K. Already the tallest kid in her class — she got that from her father. Not from me. I'm five-eight on a good day, and that good day was fifteen years ago. No. She got her height from somewhere else. From the man who'd helped us when we couldn't do it ourselves.

Her skin was caramel. Smooth, warm, a shade somewhere between honey and bronze that caught the afternoon sun and glowed. Not my skin — I'm pale, the kind of pale that burns in twenty minutes and freckles in thirty. Not quite Leah's either — Leah was fair, blonde, the kind of white that sunscreen companies put on their bottles. Amara was something else. Something in between. Something beautiful.

She had her mother's eyes. That was the first thing I'd noticed when the nurse placed her in my arms four years ago — those big, round, blue-gray eyes looking up at me from a face the color of warm sand. Leah's eyes. The eyes I'd fallen in love with when I was twenty-nine. The eyes that had looked at me across a bar and smiled and changed the entire trajectory of my life. Those same eyes, set in a face that looked nothing like mine, staring up at me in a delivery room while I cried so hard the nurse asked if I was okay.

I was okay. I was more than okay. I was holding Amara.

She spotted my car. Her face split into a grin — gap-toothed, enormous, the kind of smile that makes you understand why people have children. She ran. The finger painting flapped in her hand. The backpack bounced off her shoulder and dragged on the ground. She didn't care. She was running to me. To her dad.

I got out and crouched down. She hit me full force — a tiny cannonball of curly hair and grass stains and grape juice. Her arms went around my neck. Her lunchbox clocked me in the ear.

"Daddy!"

"Hey, bug." I hugged her. Squeezed. Buried my face in her hair. She smelled like crayons and playground dirt and the strawberry shampoo Leah used on her every morning. "How was school?"

"Good. I painted a horse. Look." She held up the finger painting. It was a purple blob with four legs and what might have been a tail. Or a second head. Hard to tell.

"That's the best horse I've ever seen," I said. I meant it. I would've meant it if she'd painted a blank page.

I buckled her into the car seat. Checked the straps. Handed her the juice box I'd packed in the center console — apple, her favourite, the organic kind Leah insisted on. She jabbed the straw in and started drinking. I got back in the driver's seat. Adjusted the mirror so I could see her. She was looking out the window, kicking her legs, humming something from a cartoon I couldn't name.

Her father's skin. Her mother's eyes.

People noticed. Of course they noticed. The other parents at school, the neighbors, the cashier at the grocery store who'd done a double take the first time I came through the checkout line with Amara on my hip. The looks. The quick glances between my face and hers, the mental math, the question they were too polite to ask. I saw it. Every time. The flicker of confusion. The micro-expression that said this doesn't add up before their face rearranged into something neutral.

I didn't care.

Amara was mine. Mine. I didn't care who did the math. I didn't care what the parents in the pickup line whispered to each other. I didn't care about the DNA or the biology or the fact that the little girl in the back seat had a skin tone that couldn't have come from two white parents no matter how creative the genetics.

I knew exactly where Amara came from. I'd been there for every step of it.

Seven years. That's how long Leah and I tried. Seven years of ovulation kits and timed intercourse and fertility clinics and hormone shots and IUI and IVF and every acronym the medical industry had invented to describe the process of two people desperately trying to make a baby and failing. Seven years of hope and disappointment and "maybe next month" and negative tests and doctors who looked at my results with a particular kind of pity that I learned to recognize from across the room.

Zero sperm count. Azoospermia. My body didn't produce viable sperm. Not low count. Not poor motility. Zero. Nothing. A gun with no bullets. A hose with no water. Every metaphor the urologist used was designed to make me feel better and every single one made me feel worse.

Leah never blamed me. Never. Not once in seven years did she look at me with resentment or frustration or the quiet, festering anger of a woman whose body was ready and whose husband's wasn't. She held my hand in the doctor's office. She said "we'll figure it out" and "it doesn't matter" and "I love you no matter what." And she meant it. I know she meant it because she's Leah and Leah doesn't lie to me. Not about the things that matter.

It was Jermaine who offered.

I still remember the conversation. His office. Late afternoon. I'd been promoted to VP of Finance six months earlier — the best thing that had ever happened to my career, thanks in large part to Leah going to see him that one time to smooth things over when I thought I was getting fired. Jermaine and I had become close after that. He'd taken me under his wing. Mentor. Father figure, almost. The kind of boss who asks how you're doing and actually listens to the answer.

I'd told him about the fertility issues. Not all at once. In pieces. Over months of late nights and scotch in his office after everyone else had gone home. He was easy to talk to. Jermaine was easy to talk to about everything — he had that quality, that gravitas, that ability to make you feel like whatever you said would be heard and held and never used against you.

"Have you considered a sperm donor?" he'd asked.

I had. Leah and I had talked about it. But there was something about it — the anonymity, the catalog, picking a stranger's genetic material out of a binder like ordering from a menu. It felt clinical. Cold. Like buying a part for a machine.

"What if it wasn't a stranger?" Jermaine said. And he'd looked at me with those dark, steady eyes and the conversation shifted.

He'd offered himself. As a donor. A surrogate father — or whatever the right word was. He was healthy. Sixty, yes, but healthy. Active. No genetic conditions. Three grown children of his own from his first marriage. Proven. His word, not mine. Proven.

I'd been stunned. Grateful. Overwhelmed. I'd gone home and told Leah and she'd been quiet for a long time and then she'd said yes. Faster than I expected. I'd thought she'd need days. Weeks. Time to process the idea of carrying another man's child. But she'd looked at me across the kitchen table and said "if it means we get to be parents, then yes" and her voice hadn't wavered and her eyes hadn't flinched and I'd loved her so much in that moment that my chest physically hurt.

I do wish she'd hesitated a bit more. Just a bit. Not because I doubted her — never that — but because the speed of her agreement had a quality to it that I couldn't name. An eagerness that sat just slightly wrong, like a picture hung one degree off center. You couldn't tell what was bothering you, but something was.

But I pushed that aside. Because Leah said yes and Jermaine was willing and nine months later I was standing in a delivery room holding a baby girl with caramel skin and her mother's eyes and nothing else in the world mattered.

I pulled into the driveway. Our driveway. Not the old one — not the small suburban house with the white siding and the green shutters and the lawn I used to mow. This was the new place. The big place. The house that the CEO's salary bought — because that's what I was now. CEO. Jermaine had retired two years ago and handed me the company. The whole thing. Twelve years of climbing and the man at the top had reached down and pulled me up and given me everything.

I owed him everything. The career. The title. The house. The car. Amara.
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Especially Amara.

My daughter.

Our daughter.

I couldn’t give my wife a child. My boss stepped up.

I unbuckled her from the car seat. She scrambled out and ran to the front door, finger painting flapping. I followed. Keys in hand. Briefcase in the other. A dad picking up his kid from school and taking her home. The most normal scene in the world.

"Daddy, can we have mac and cheese?"

"Sure, bug."

"The orange kind?"

"The orange kind."

She ran inside. I stood in the doorway for a moment. Looked at her — this tiny, perfect, caramel-skinned, blue-eyed miracle bouncing through the kitchen in her rumpled uniform and her butterfly backpack.

Amara. No matter who says what. No matter what the math says. No matter what the pickup line parents think they've figured out.

Mine.

I closed the door. Set down the briefcase. Walked to the kitchen to make the orange kind of mac and cheese.

From the counter, my phone buzzed. A text from Leah.

'Having a great time! Weather is amazing. Miss you both. Kiss her for me. ❤️'

She was on a cruise. A girls' trip, she'd called it. Five days in the Caribbean with some friends from her book club. She deserved it. She worked hard — not at a job, but at the house, at Amara, at being the kind of mother and wife that held everything together while I spent sixty hours a week at the office being the CEO that Jermaine had built me into.

I texted back: 'She painted a horse. I think. Miss you too. ❤️'

I put the phone down. Filled a pot with water. Set it on the stove.

Amara was at the kitchen table, already starting another drawing. Purple crayon. Tongue out. Concentrating.

Her father's skin. Her mother's eyes. Her own perfect, impossible, beautiful self.

I turned on the burner and waited for the water to boil.
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The conversation happened on a Tuesday.

Leah had almost cancelled yoga to come. "I can skip it," she'd told Ben when he mentioned Jermaine wanted to meet with both of them. Ben had smiled at that. His wife, willing to rearrange her schedule for something important. That was Leah. Always showing up. Always putting the family first.

Jermaine's office was on the top floor. Corner suite. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. The kind of office that communicated its owner's importance before the owner said a word. When Ben and Leah walked in, Jermaine stood. Buttoned his jacket. Walked around the desk to greet them.

He took Leah's hand in both of his — gently, warmly, the way older gentlemen do. His big dark fingers wrapped around her small pale hand. He held it a beat longer than a handshake required.

"Leah," he said. "You look wonderful. Thank you for coming."

"Of course," she said. Smiling. Relaxed. Comfortable in a way that Ben found reassuring — his wife and his boss, getting along. He liked that. He needed that. The people who mattered most to him, in the same room, on the same team.

Jermaine gestured to the two chairs facing his desk. They sat. He didn't go back behind the desk. He sat on the edge of it — above them, looking down, legs crossed, arms folded. Close enough that his cologne reached them. Close enough that the gold wedding band on his left hand caught the overhead light.

"Ben's told me about your situation," he said. He looked at Leah when he said it. "The fertility challenges."

Ben shifted. It still stung to hear it reduced to two words. Seven years of heartbreak, compressed into a euphemism.

"It's been a journey," Leah said. Her hand found Ben's. Squeezed.

"Ben." Jermaine turned to him. Those dark, steady eyes — the eyes of a man who'd run a company for thirty years and had learned to make people feel seen. "You're one of the best men I've ever worked with. I mean that." A pause. Deliberate. Weighted. "Loyal. Hardworking. Dedicated." He leaned forward slightly. "But you know what I admire most about you?"

Ben's eyes were already wet. "Sir?"

"Your heart." Jermaine placed his hand on his own chest. "Most men in your position — the career pressure, the fertility issues, seven years of disappointment — they'd have checked out. Gone cold. But not you, Ben. You're still soft. Still hopeful. Still —" He tilted his head. Choosing the word. "Tender."

Ben blinked rapidly. His throat worked. He gripped Leah's hand like a lifeline. Nobody had ever described him like that. Nobody had ever seen him — really seen him — the way Jermaine did. His boss understood him. His boss valued him. Not just as an employee. As a man.

"You deserve to be a father," Jermaine said. Quiet. Certain. The tone of a man handing down a verdict. "And you —" He turned to Leah. His voice dropped half a register. "You deserve to be a mother. Any fool can see that."

Leah's eyes glistened.

"I've been thinking about this for a while," Jermaine continued. He uncrossed his arms. Placed his palms flat on the desk behind him. "I want to offer you both something. Hear me out."

"Of course, sir," Ben said.

"You've looked into donors. Clinics. Catalogs. Anonymous strangers." He waved his hand — dismissive, the gesture of a man brushing aside an inferior option. "And it didn't sit right. Because it shouldn't. Starting a family shouldn't feel like ordering from a menu. It should be personal. It should come from someone you trust. Someone who cares about you." He paused. Looked between them. "Someone who can be part of the child's life. Not a number in a binder."

Ben was nodding. Vigorously. This was exactly what he and Leah had talked about. The coldness of the clinic. The anonymity. Jermaine understood. Jermaine always understood.

"I'd like to offer myself," Jermaine said. "As your donor."

The office went silent.

Ben stared. His mouth opened. Closed. Opened again. His brain was trying to catch up with the words and failing. His boss — the man who'd given him everything — was offering to give him the one thing nothing else could.

"I'm healthy," Jermaine went on. He hadn't paused for their reaction. Hadn't needed to. The proposal was structured, polished, delivered like a pitch to a board — because that's what men like Jermaine did. They decided what was going to happen and then they presented it in a way that made everyone else feel like they had a choice. "No genetic conditions. No family history. Three children of my own — healthy, grown, doing well. I'm —" A small smile. "Proven, I suppose you could say."

"Now." He held up a hand. Magnanimous. The gesture of a king granting a favor. "I know this is unusual. And I know you need time. Both of you. There's no pressure. Take a week. Take a month. Whatever you need." He spread his hands wide. "I just care about you, Ben. You're not just an employee to me. And I look after my own."

Ben couldn't breathe. His eyes were burning. His hand was trembling inside Leah's grip. This man. This incredible, generous man. Offering them a baby. Offering them a family. The thing seven years of medicine and money and prayer couldn't produce — and Jermaine was just giving it to them. Like it was nothing. Like it was the most natural thing in the world for a boss to do for his best employee.

"How would it — logistically —" Ben fumbled. His face reddened. He couldn't say the words. Couldn't even think the mechanics. Clinic. Doctor's office. A cup. A procedure. Something sterile and separated from the raw, physical reality of what it actually meant.

"However you're comfortable," Jermaine said. Smooth. Reassuring. "A clinic. A doctor. Whatever makes you both feel safe. This is about you two. Your family. I'm just —" He smiled. Humble. Almost shy. The performance of a man pretending he wasn't in complete control of every molecule in the room. "I'm just the help."
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Ben exhaled. Yes. A clinic. That's how it would work. Clean. Professional. Medical.

He turned to Leah. Ready for the long conversation. Ready for weeks of deliberation and pros-and-cons lists and late-night talks and the careful, measured process by which two married people arrive at a decision this enormous.

Leah was already crying.

Not building toward tears. Crying. Fully. Openly. Her cheeks were flushed. Her eyes were overflowing. Her hand was over her mouth and her shoulders were shaking and she was looking at Jermaine with an expression that Ben read as pure, overwhelming gratitude.

"Yes," she said. Through the tears. Through the hand. Through everything. "Yes. Oh my God. Yes."

Ben blinked. He'd expected hesitation. He'd expected questions. He'd expected at least a beat — one breath, one pause, one moment of the weight and gravity that a decision like this demanded.

But Leah was already nodding. Already crying. Already saying yes with her whole body — leaning forward, face shining, the word pouring out of her like she'd been holding it in for years.

"Yes. Absolutely. Yes. Thank you. Thank you, Jermaine. Thank you."

Ben's heart swelled. His wife. His amazing, beautiful, selfless wife. She wanted this so badly. She'd wanted to be a mother for seven years and the door had just opened and she was running through it without looking back. That was Leah. All heart. All love. No hesitation when it came to the things that mattered.

He loved her so much it hurt.

"Thank you, sir," Ben said. His voice cracked. He stood up and crossed the space between them and hugged his boss. He put his arms around Jermaine Jones — the man who was taller and wider and bigger in every way — and he held on. His face pressed into Jermaine's shoulder. The man smelled like cologne and whiskey and authority. Ben felt small against him. Small and grateful and safe.

"Thank you," he whispered. "Thank you. Thank you."

Jermaine patted his back. Two firm pats. The way a father pats a son who doesn't know any better.

"You're going to be a great dad, Ben," he said.

Behind them, Leah sat in her chair. Tears running down her face. Both hands resting on her stomach. Holding something. Cradling something. The instinctive, protective posture of a woman guarding what's already growing inside her.

She was six weeks along. She'd known for ten days. She hadn't told Ben. She hadn't told anyone. She didn't need to — because Jermaine had called her on Tuesday, the same Tuesday they were sitting here, and told her he had a plan.

"I'll take care of it," he'd said on the phone. "Bring Ben to my office. I'll handle the rest."

And he had. Like he handled everything. Like he'd handled her, twice a week, for months. Like he'd handled the promotion, the career, the dinner, the house, the couch, the bed. The man handled things. That's what he did. And now he was handling the story — the clean, clinical, grateful story that Ben would tell himself for the rest of his life about how Amara came to be.

Ben let go of Jermaine. Wiped his eyes. Turned to Leah. She stood and he pulled her into his arms and she buried her face in his chest and cried. He held her. Stroked her hair. Felt her tears soak through his shirt.

"We're going to be parents," he whispered into her hair. "Can you believe it? We're going to be parents."

Leah nodded against his chest. She was smiling into his shirt. Smiling and crying and holding her stomach and thinking about the man standing behind them — the man who'd already done what Ben thought hadn't happened yet. The man whose baby was already the size of a lentil inside her. The man who'd bred her on her husband's bed and was now standing in his office watching her husband thank him for it.

"I can believe it," she said. "I really can."

Over Ben's shoulder, her eyes met Jermaine's.

He raised his whiskey glass. That grin. The one she knew. The one Ben had never seen and never would.

She smiled back.

Ben held her tighter. The happiest man in the world. The most grateful husband alive. Standing in his boss's office, holding his pregnant wife, thanking the father of her child for being so generous.

"I look after my own," Jermaine said from behind them.

Ben nodded into Leah's hair. "He looks after his own," he repeated. Like a prayer. Like a hymn. Like the truest thing he'd ever heard.
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The yacht rocked beneath me.

Not gently. Not the lazy, side-to-side sway of a boat at anchor. This was rhythm. This was the bed — king-sized, bolted to the floor of the master suite on a ninety-foot yacht somewhere in the middle of the Caribbean — rocking because a two-hundred-and-forty-pound man was on top of me driving his cock into my pussy with the kind of force that made the headboard crack against the cabin wall and the champagne glasses rattle on the nightstand.

"Unh — unh — fuck — unh —"

Jermaine's retirement gift to himself. That's what the yacht was. Three months after he'd handed the company to Ben — to my sweet, stupid, grateful husband who'd cried at the succession ceremony and called Jermaine "the greatest mentor I've ever had" in front of three hundred people — Jermaine had bought a yacht. Ninety feet. Four cabins. A crew of six. Docked in St. Thomas. He'd invited me aboard for "a week in the sun" and I'd told Ben it was a girls' trip with the book club and Ben had said "you deserve it, babe" and kissed me goodbye and handed me my suitcase and waved from the driveway while I drove to the airport with my pussy already wet.

That was five days ago. I hadn't worn clothes since day two.

"Harder — fuck — harder —"

He obliged. His hips slammed into mine. The mattress groaned. My tits bounced against his chest. We were slick — both of us — sweat and sunscreen and salt air and the cumulative mess of five days at sea where the only activities were fucking, sleeping, eating, and fucking again. My thighs were sticky. My hair was a disaster. I had bite marks on my neck and hickeys on my inner thighs and fingerprint bruises on my hips from last night when he'd bent me over the railing on the upper deck and fucked me under the stars while the crew pretended not to hear.

The crew knew. Of course the crew knew. The chef who made us breakfast. The deckhand who cleaned the suite. The captain who steered the boat. They all knew that the retired CEO and the blonde married woman in cabin one weren't colleagues and weren't friends and weren't anything except what the sounds coming through the walls every night made abundantly clear. Nobody said a word. Jermaine paid well. Silence was part of the salary.

"Ah — ah — ah — daddy — right there — unh —"

His cock was hitting that spot. The deep one. The one that made my head swim and my legs shake and my voice climb octaves until I sounded like something being killed. He was sixty-two now. Two years retired. Gray at the temples. Lines deeper around his eyes. And still harder than Ben had ever been. Still thicker. Still reaching spots inside me that my husband had never reached.

My husband. Ben. At home. Two thousand miles north. Making mac and cheese for our girl. Tucking her into bed. Reading her a story. Being the dad he'd always wanted to be — and he was a good one, the best one, in every way that mattered and one way that didn't, and the one way that didn't was currently between my legs on a yacht in the Caribbean pumping his hips into me like the engine room below.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand.

BEN.

"Mmh — wait — hold on —" I pushed against Jermaine's chest. He slowed. Didn't stop. Just shifted to a slow grind — deep, rolling, his cock still buried inside me, his hips doing that lazy circle that kept the head pressed against the spot and made it impossible to think straight.

I reached for the phone. Swiped. Held it to my ear.

"Hey, babe," I said. My voice was shot. Hoarse. Fucked-out. I cleared my throat. Tried again. "Hey. How is she?"

"She's great!" Ben's voice. Bright. Happy. The voice of a man who loved his life and his wife and his life and didn't question a single thing about any of them. "She lost a tooth today. The front one. She was so excited — put it under her pillow and everything."

"Aw," I said. Jermaine's cock pressed deeper. I bit my lip. "That's — mmh — that's adorable."

"You okay? You sound tired."

"Yeah — just — the sun. Long day on the boat. We went snorkeling." We did not go snorkeling. I'd spent the day on my back. And my knees. And my stomach. And bent over the bathroom counter that reminded me of Room 1408 where this whole thing started.

"Nice. You deserve the rest, babe. You've been working so hard at home."

"Mmhm." Jermaine's hand found my clit. His thumb pressed against it. Started circling. Slow. Deliberate. My eyes rolled back. "How's — hh — how's work?"

"Good. Great, actually. The board loved the Q3 numbers. I think Jermaine would be proud." A pause. Fondness in his voice. Real, genuine fondness for the man whose cock was currently sliding in and out of his wife while she talked to him on the phone. "I miss that guy. We should have him over for dinner when you get back."

"Definitely," I breathed. Jermaine's thumb circled faster. His cock drove deeper. My thighs were starting to shake. "Listen — babe — I wanted to — mmh — to talk to you about something."

"Yeah? What's up?"

Jermaine was watching me. Those dark eyes. That grin. He knew what I was about to say. He'd been inside me when I'd said it the first time — when I'd screamed it at the ceiling of our bedroom while Ben slept downstairs. BREED ME. GIVE ME A BABY. He'd heard every version of it. The desperate version. The screaming version. The sobbing version. The quiet, post-orgasm version where I'd lie in his arms and whisper it into his chest like a wish I was afraid to say out loud.

And now the phone version. The sweetest one. The cruelest one.
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The one directed at the man who couldn't give me what I was asking for but would say yes anyway because that's what Ben did. Ben said yes. Ben always said yes.

"I've been thinking," I said. My voice was soft. Careful. The voice of a wife broaching a sensitive topic. Not the voice of a woman being slowly fucked by another man while she broached it. "About how — mmh — how good it's been. Being parents."

"Yeah?" Ben's voice changed. Hopeful. Cautious. The voice of a man who could feel where this was going and wanted it but was afraid to want it.

"I was wondering —" Jermaine thrust. Hard. One deep stroke that hit the spot and sent a shockwave through my clit and I choked on the word. "Hh — sorry — I was wondering if maybe — if we could — if you'd want to —maybe have another one?"

"Leah." Ben's voice was trembling. "Are you saying what I think you're saying?"

Jermaine's thumb pressed harder on my clit. His cock drove in deep and stayed. Grinding. Pressing. My orgasm was building — a slow, heavy, inevitable pressure in my pelvis that was going to break whether I was on the phone with my husband or not.

"I want another baby, Ben," I said. "I want our family to grow. I want us to — mmh — to be a bigger family— to have another one."

Silence on the line. Then a sound. A wet, choked, broken sound. Ben was crying.

"Yes," Ben said. His voice shattered. "Yes. God, yes. Leah — I — yes. We'll have to call Jermaine. We'll ask him. He said — remember, he said anytime. He said he'd do it anytime we wanted."

"I remember," I said. My legs were shaking. My pussy was clenching around Jermaine's cock. The orgasm was right there — cresting, building, about to break. "He did say that."

"I love you," Ben sobbed. "I love you so much. You're the best thing that ever happened to me."

"I love you too, babe," I said. My voice caught. Not fake. Real. Because I did. I loved Ben. I loved the man who'd given me everything by giving me to someone else. I loved the idiot who'd started all of this by offering me up for a promotion and ended up giving me a family and a life and a version of myself I didn't know existed.

I loved him. And I was about to cum on another man's cock while telling him so.

Not just any man's cock.

Jermaine's big black cock.

"I gotta go," I whispered. "I'll call you guys later, okay?"

"Goodnight, babe. I love you. Tell Sarah and the others I said hi."

"Goodnight."

I hung up. Dropped the phone on the mattress. Looked up at Jermaine. His dark eyes. His grin. His thumb still on my clit. His cock still buried to the hilt.

"He said yes," I whispered.

"He always says yes," Jermaine said.

He fucked me.

Not slow. Not gentle. The restraint of the phone call evaporated and he drove into me with a force that made the yacht rock and the headboard crack and my scream rip through the cabin and out through the porthole and across the dark Caribbean water.

I found my voice right after the hushed conversation with my husband.

"DADDY — FUCKING SHIT — UNH — YES — BREED ME — BREED ME AGAIN — GIVE ME ANOTHER ONE — UNH — ANOTHER BABY — AH — ANOTHER LIGHT-SKINNED — FUCK — BEAUTIFUL — UNH UNH UNH —"

The orgasm crashed through me the way it always did. My hips lifted off the mattress. My legs locked around him. My pussy crushed his cock in violent, rhythmic contractions — squeeze, gush, squeeze, gush — each one tearing a sound out of me that the crew would hear and the ocean would swallow and my husband would never know about.

"AAAHH — DADDY — I'M CUMMING — OH GOD — I'M — UNH — HE SAID YES — HE SAID YES LIKE HE ALWAYS DOES — BECAUSE HE'S — AH — HE'S MY SWEET STUPID — UNH — MY STUPID LITTLE — FUCK — AND I LOVE HIM — I LOVE HIM AND I LOVE YOUR COCK — AND I — NNNH — FUUUUCK —"

Jermaine roared. His body went rigid. His cock erupted inside me — boiling, thick, flooding my womb the way it had a thousand times before. The way it would again. And again. As many times as it took. As many children as I wanted. As many times as Ben said yes.

And Ben would always say yes.
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I was on all fours when the phone rang.

The bedroom was dim. One lamp. Curtains drawn. My knees were on the hardwood floor — bare, bruised from the last six months of Tuesdays and Thursdays, two dull purple patches that I'd told Leah were from gardening. My palms were flat on the wood. My head was down. Behind me, Dominique was adjusting the harness. I could hear the straps tightening. The buckle clicking. The precise, unhurried sounds of a woman preparing to do what she'd been doing to me twice a week for half a year.

The phone buzzed on the nightstand. The screen lit up.

LEAH.

"Answer it," Dominique said.

I looked over my shoulder. She was standing behind me — five-ten in her heels, all black, gold chain at her throat, the strap-on jutting from her hips. Dominique Jones. Fifty-six. Jermaine's wife. 

"Answer it," she said again. Not a suggestion.

"Yes, mistress."

I reached for the phone. My hand was shaking. I swiped.

"Hey, babe," I said. Tried to make my voice sound like a man sitting on a couch watching TV. Not a man on all fours in his bedroom with another woman standing behind him.

Leah askede me about Amar and then she laughed. That warm, bright laugh. The laugh of the woman I'd married.

The woman who'd sacrificed herself for me — who'd gone to Jermaine's hotel room that one night, that one terrible night, because I'd lied to her about getting fired and she'd done it to save my career.

One night. One time. The worst thing I'd ever done to another human being, and she'd forgiven me for it, and she'd never brought it up again, and she'd been the best wife a man could ask for every single day since.

And I was on my knees getting ready to be fucked by another woman. 

What kind of man does this?

A man like me. But Dominique had made it clear that I wasn't a man.

I was a bitch. Her bitch.

I knew this was supposed to be some sort of retribution for offering my wife up like that. Because Dominique had arrived in my life not soon after that inciden.

The boss's wife. I wondered if he knew.

"Keep talking, bitch."

Yes, mistress, I thought.

I was indeed her bitch.

A bottom bitched that cried out for her to fuck me faster with her massive strap-on every single time.

I was used to it by now.

Indeed.

I was a bitch.

Because what kind of man does this to a wife like Leah? A wife who went through hell for him. A wife who fucked his boss so he wouldn't lose his job — one time, one night, a sacrifice she made because he was too weak and too pathetic to handle his own problems. She'd done that for him. She'd given up a piece of herself so he could keep his career. And this was how he repaid her. On all fours. Lying about being at home.

With another woman's strap-on about to split him open while Leah called from a boat somewhere to tell him she loved him.

I was a piece of shit. I knew it.

I'd known it since the first night with Dominique — since she'd stood on the porch and looked at me with those dark eyes and said things that made my stomach drop and my cock harden at the same time. I'd known it every time I knelt.

I'll put in a good word for you with Jermaine, she had promised. I just need a good bottom bitch for me to let loose, do you know what I mean? she had asked.

I had nodded. Every time I said "yes, mistress." Every time I crawled across this floor and opened my mouth and let her use me in ways that the man Leah married — the man she thought she knew — would never, ever allow.

But I couldn't stop.

I don't know why. It wasn't just the promise of being in the boss's good books that made me be submissive to his wife but it was also — I — I wanted to this powerful beautiful black woman's bottom bitch regardless.

That was the thing. The sick, shameful, irreducible truth of it. I couldn't stop. Whatever Dominique had found inside me — whatever locked door she'd kicked open that first night — whatever was behind it had crawled out and taken up residence in my chest and my gut and the base of my spine and it lived there now.

Permanent. Hungry. Waiting for her to use me the way an addict waits for the next hit.

Leah had sacrificed once for me.

Once. And I was cheating on her twice and thrice a week.

"— and the snorkeling was amazing," Leah was saying. "The water's so clear you can see the bottom."

"That sounds incredible, babe." Dominique's fingers traced down my spine. Slow. Deliberate. A reminder. I'm here. I'm waiting. Finish the call.

"Listen — babe — I wanted to talk to you about something."

"Yeah? What's up?"

Her voice was soft. Careful. "I was wondering if maybe — if we could have another baby."

My eyes burned. Behind me, Dominique was silent. Listening. Her hand resting on the small of my back — warm, steady, patient.

"Leah," I whispered. "Are you — yes. God, yes. We'll call Jermaine. He said anytime. He said he'd do it anytime we wanted."

"I remember," she said. "He did say that."

"I love you," I said. And I meant it. With my whole chest. With every cell. On my knees in a bedroom with another woman's hand on my back and another woman's cock about to enter me and all I could feel was love for the woman on the phone. The woman who deserved better. The woman who'd never know what her husband did on Tuesdays and Thursdays because knowing would break her heart the way her sacrifice had broken mine.

""I love you too, babe," Leah said. "I gotta go —."

"I will. Tell Sarah and the others I said hi. Goodnight, babe."

"Goodnight."

The line went dead. I set the phone face-down on the floor. Stared at it. My eyes were wet.

My arms were trembling. Another baby.

Jermaine's baby. Another gift from the man who'd given us everything. Another miracle made possible by a generous boss and a grateful couple and a procedure in a clinic that I'd never once questioned because questioning it would mean —

"Are you ready, boy?"

Dominique's voice. Low. Calm. The voice of a woman who never raised her tone because she never needed to. She'd been quiet through the entire call. Patient. The same patience her husband had — the Joneses were patient people. They waited. They planned. They took what they wanted on their own schedule and nobody else's.

She knew Jermaine slept with other women. She'd told me the first night — casually, matter-of-factly, the way you'd mention that your husband liked golf or read the paper on Sundays. "Jermaine has his women. I don't mind. We have an arrangement. We've had one for thirty years. He does what he does. I do what I do. We come home to each other." She'd shrugged. Those broad shoulders rising and falling once. "Marriage is long, Ben. You fill it however you need to."

I'd never asked what that meant. Never asked how many men she'd done this to before me. Never asked if Jermaine knew she came here on Tuesdays and Thursdays while he was in his office or his hotel or wherever he spent his evenings. I didn't want to know. Knowing would make it real in a way I couldn't handle — would turn it from a secret I kept from Leah into a thing that existed in the world, with structure and rules and other people involved.

So I didn't ask. I knelt. I said yes, mistress. And I let her do whatever she wanted.

"Yes, mistress," I said. My voice was nothing. A whisper directed at the hardwood floor. The smallest sound a man could make and still be heard.

Dominique's hand moved to the back of my neck. Those long fingers. Dark against my pale skin. Her grip tightened. Not cruel. Absolute. The grip of a woman who owned the thing she was holding and both of them knew it.

"Good boy," she said.

The tip of the silicone pressed against me. Slick. Warm from her body. She'd prepared it while I was on the phone — while I was telling my wife I loved her, while I was crying about another baby, Dominique had been lubing the cock she was about to fuck me with. The efficiency of it. The coldness. The practiced, methodical choreography of a woman who'd done this to other men before me and would do it to other men after me and didn't waste a single motion on sentiment.

She pushed in.

"Hh —" I gasped. My fingers clawed the hardwood. My back arched. My eyes squeezed shut. The stretch — always the stretch — the first few seconds where the CEO and the husband and the father and every public version of Benjamin Turner collapsed into the private, shameful, undeniable truth: I needed this. I needed to be on my knees with something inside me that stripped away every lie I'd ever told about who I was.

"There he is," Dominique murmured. She pushed deeper. Slow. Inch by inch. Her hips pressed forward until I felt the leather of the harness against my skin and the full length of it buried inside me. "There's my faggot white boy."

My forehead pressed into the floor. The same floor where Leah and I had sat cross-legged eating takeout last anniversary. The same floor where we'd slow-danced to nothing on our tenth wedding night, barefoot, no music, just swaying. The same floor that belonged to the life I'd built with the career my wife's body had paid for — one night, one sacrifice, one terrible decision that I'd made and she'd carried.

And now I was face-down on that floor with Jermaine's wife inside me.

"You know what you are?" Dominique asked. Her hips pulled back. Pushed in. That slow, measured rhythm she'd trained me to take. The rhythm that made my brain go quiet and my body go slack and the guilt dissolve into something warm and shapeless that didn't hurt anymore.

"Yes, mistress."

"Say it."

"I'm your faggot bitch," I whispered. "I'm Mistress Dominique's bitch."

"Good." She gripped my hips. Both hands. Her dark fingers pressing into my pale skin hard enough to leave prints. "And what does my bitch do?"

"Whatever you tell him to."

"That's right." She drove in harder. I grunted into the floor. "That's exactly right."

She fucked me. On the floor of my bedroom. While my wife slept on a boat two thousand miles south, sunburned and happy and faithful — the way she'd always been. The way she deserved a husband to be.

The phone on the floor still held the warmth of Leah's voice. The promise of another baby. The words "I love you" that I'd said and meant and didn't deserve to say.

Leah thought I was a good man. A loyal man. A man who'd made one terrible mistake and spent every day since trying to earn back what he'd taken from her. She thought the worst thing about me was the night I'd lied about getting fired. She thought that was the floor. The lowest I could go. The ugliest version of Ben.

She had no idea.

The ugliest version of Ben was on all fours in their bedroom whimpering "yes, mistress" while a fifty-six-year-old woman fucked him with a strap-on and his wife called from a cruise to say she wanted another baby.

The ugliest version of Ben liked it.
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"Harder," I breathed. "Please, mistress. Harder."

Dominique obliged. Her hips snapped forward. The sound of the harness slapping against my skin filled the bedroom — rhythmic, obscene, unmistakable. My cock was hard. Dripping. Untouched. Hanging between my legs and leaking onto the hardwood.

"Unh — unh — mistress — unh —"

I was a piece of shit. A cheater. A fraud. A man who cried on the phone with his wife and then got on all fours for another woman. A man who thought his wife had sacrificed everything for him and couldn't even give her fidelity in return. A CEO on his knees. A husband on his face. A father with his ass in the air.

And I couldn't stop.

She fucked me harder. The rhythm accelerated — her hips driving forward, the silicone hitting the spot that made my brain go white, that made the guilt dissolve, that made every thought except yes and more and please disappear into the sound of the harness slapping against my skin. My cock swung between my legs with each thrust — hard, aching, dripping a steady thread of precum onto the hardwood. Untouched. She never touched it. She'd told me the first night: "You don't cum from your cock anymore. You cum from me. From what I give you. Or you don't cum at all."

"Hh — hh — mistress — hh — oh God —"

The pressure built. Slow. Deep. Not in my cock — behind it. Inside me. A growing, swelling heat that radiated from the place where she was hitting to the base of my spine to my balls to somewhere I didn't have a name for. A place Ben Turner the CEO didn't know about. A place Ben Turner the husband had never visited. A place that only existed on Tuesdays and Thursdays, on this floor, with this woman behind me.

"There it is," Dominique murmured. She could feel it — the shift, the tightening, whatever signal my body gave when the pressure crossed the threshold from building to inevitable. She'd learned it the way she'd learned everything about me — patiently, precisely, the way a woman learns an instrument. "There it is. Let it happen, boy."

"I can't — I'm — hh — mistress — I'm going to —"

"You're going to what?"

"Cum — I'm going to — please — unh — please let me —"

"From what?"

"From you — from — hh — from your cock, mistress — from — oh God — oh God —"

It crested. Slow. Agonizing. A rolling wave that built at the base of my spine and spread forward through my pelvis in thick, heavy pulses. My cock twitched. Jumped. And then — without a hand, without a stroke, without anything touching it — it erupted. A thin, pathetic spurt that hit the hardwood and was followed by another and another — weak, dribbling, the weak little orgasm of a man who'd surrendered every shred of masculinity to a woman who wasn't his wife. My body convulsed. My arms buckled. My forehead hit the floor. My ass was still raised, still full, Dominique still inside me, still moving — slow now, measured, fucking me through each shuddering spasm while my cock drooled its last drops onto the wood.

"Unh — unh — nnnh —" The sounds were small. Broken. The whimpers of a man being emptied in every sense of the word. My fingers clawed weakly at the hardwood. My thighs trembled. Each thrust from Dominique sent another aftershock through my prostate and another pathetic twitch through my spent cock and another wave of shame through the part of my brain that still remembered what it felt like to think of myself as a man.

"Good little faggot," Dominique said. She slowed. Stopped. Stayed inside me. Her hand stroked my back. Down my spine. Over my ribs. The way you stroke something that's learned its place.

I lay there. Cheek against the hardwood. Cum cooling beneath me. My wife's voice still in my ear. My mistress still inside me. The phone face-down on the floor, screen dark, the last thing Leah said still echoing — "I love you too, babe" — from a woman who thought her husband was home alone watching TV.

A good man. A loyal man. A man who deserved another baby and another chance and another miracle.

I closed my eyes.

“We’re not done yet, bitch. Get up.”

Ben always said yes.


THE END?
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