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Chapter 1

The lingerie was a mistake.

I knew it the second I put it on. Black lace. Bra, thong, garter belt, stockings, the whole thing. I'd ordered it three weeks ago from a website that promised "rekindle the spark" and had a stock photo of a woman arching her back on satin sheets looking like she'd never paid a mortgage in her life. Two hundred and fourteen dollars. Shipping took eleven days. I hid the box under the bathroom sink behind the tampons because Mark never looked behind the tampons. Mark never looked behind anything.

I was standing in front of the full-length mirror in our bedroom. The one Mark had hung crooked two years ago. I'd stopped mentioning it. Mark's answer to everything was "I'll get to it this weekend."

Eight years married today.

Eight years. Anniversary dinners at Moretti's. The same booth. The same wine. The same tiramisu. The same drive home in silence because we'd run out of things to say somewhere around year four.

And the sex. Saturday nights. Always Saturday. Always the lights off. Always him on top because he'd tried from behind once in 2019 and kept slipping out and gave up after the third time and never tried again. He'd roll onto me at ten fifteen — I knew it was ten fifteen because the news had just ended and the weather was starting — and he'd push my t-shirt up to my ribs. Not off. Up. Just enough to get to what he needed. He'd pull my underwear to the side. Not down. To the side. And he'd push in — five inches that I sometimes felt and sometimes didn't — and he'd move. The same motion. Hips forward, hips back. Mechanical. Steady. His elbows locked beside my head. His eyes closed. His mouth making a shape that was either concentration or mild discomfort.

I'd lie there. Staring at the ceiling fan with the wobble he'd been meaning to fix since year two. Feeling him move inside me but not really feeling it. Not where it mattered. My hands on his back, because that's where hands go. My legs apart, because that's where legs go. Making the right sounds at the right times — a soft "mmm" here, a quiet "yeah" there — because if I was silent he'd stop and ask if something was wrong and then it would take even longer.

Three minutes. Sometimes two. A grunt. A shudder. His weight dropping onto me for five seconds. Then he'd roll off. Pull his boxers up. "Was that good for you?" Already reaching for his phone on the nightstand. Already checking the score of whatever game he'd missed.

"Yeah," I'd say. "That was great."

It was never great. It was never bad. It was nothing. A hundred and four Saturday nights a year and not one of them left a mark on my body or my memory. I couldn't tell them apart. They all started with the weather forecast and ended with him snoring.

Happy anniversary to us.

I turned in the mirror. Looked at myself. Really looked. Head to toe. I hadn't done that in years.

I was wrong not to.

The bra was doing things. Pushing my tits up and together into a line of cleavage that didn't exist in my sports bras or the beige cotton ones I wore to work. C-cups. Still firm. Full and round and spilling over the lace. The black lace against my skin. I was pale — the kind that burned in April and never tanned — and the black looked good against my skin. My nipples were hard behind the fabric. I could see them through the lace. Pink. Pushing against the pattern.

My stomach was flat. Pilates three times a week for six years. Not washboard — I wasn't twenty — but tight. A soft line down the center. My waist dipping in and then flaring out to my hips. I'd always had hips. Wide. My mother's hips, she called them, like it was a curse. I'd hated them at sixteen. At thirty-four I turned sideways in the mirror and watched the way my ass filled the thong and decided my mother's hips were the best thing she'd ever given me.

The thong was obscene. I'd never worn a thong. Mark had never asked me to wear a thong. Mark had never asked me to wear anything. Mark's idea of lingerie was when I didn't wear the oversized Braves t-shirt to bed. The black lace sat high on my hips, the front panel barely covering anything — a triangle of fabric over my mound, the strings disappearing into the crease where my thighs met my pelvis. I turned around. My ass was out. Completely. Round and full and split by a string of lace that I could barely feel. I flexed. Watched the muscle tighten under the skin. Six years of Pilates. Worth every cent.

The garter belt clipped to the stockings. Black. Sheer. The clasps sitting on my upper thighs. The stockings made my legs look longer — I was only five-five, but in the four-inch heels I'd found in the back of the closet, legs in black stockings, I looked like someone who got taken to dinner, not someone who ate leftover pasta standing over the sink while her husband watched SportsCenter.

I looked good.

I looked really good.

I looked like a woman whose husband should be running home. Not a woman whose husband had texted twenty minutes ago — *Stuck in meeting babe. 30 min. Sorry!! Happy anniversary!! Love u* — four exclamation marks and an abbreviation for love, sent while he was probably half-listening to a quarterly review about shipping logistics.

Eight years. He was in a meeting. I was standing in two hundred dollars of lingerie in an empty house talking to a mirror.

I turned to the front again. Ran my hand down my side. Hip to waist to the swell of my breast. My skin was smooth. I'd shaved everything this morning. Everything. Legs, underarms, bikini line — all of it bare and soft. I'd moisturized twice. I smelled like vanilla and something expensive that the bottle called "midnight orchid."

My blonde hair was down. Blown out. Shoulder-length and falling in that soft wave that took forty minutes with a round brush and would collapse the second anyone touched it. My lips were lined. My mascara was fresh. My blue eyes looked bigger with the lashes done.


Chapter 2

Mark hadn't looked at me in years.

I'd tried. That was the thing. I wasn't the wife who gave up and stopped shaving and let herself go and then complained that her husband didn't want her. I tried. Last month I'd bought a dress. A real one. Not a sundress, not a work dress — a tight black dress that cost more than our electric bill. I'd put it on for date night. Did my hair. Did my makeup. Stood in the kitchen waiting for him to come downstairs.

He walked in looking at his phone. "Ready to go?" Didn't look up. I stood there in a two-hundred-dollar dress cut so low you could see everything and my husband walked past me to grab his car keys from the bowl by the door and said "ready to go" like I was wearing a garbage bag.

I told myself it was work stress. Harmon-Drake was restructuring. Mark was worried about his position. His boss was breathing down his neck about quarterly numbers and there were layoffs coming and he was scared. I told myself that's why he didn't notice. That's why he hadn't grabbed me or kissed me or pushed me against a counter or done anything that suggested he wanted me since — I didn't even know when. It had been so long I couldn't trace it back to a starting point.

Two months ago I'd tried something else. A Tuesday night. He was watching SportsCenter. I came downstairs in one of his dress shirts and nothing else. Unbuttoned to the navel. No bra. No underwear. Bare legs. I stood in the doorway of the living room and waited. He was on the couch. Beer in hand. Laptop on the armrest. The shirt was hanging open and my tits were right there and I was standing six feet from my husband in his own shirt wearing nothing underneath it.

"Hey — can you grab me another beer while you're up?"

That was it. Grab me a beer. I was half-naked in a doorway and my husband wanted a Budweiser. I went to the kitchen. Got the beer. Handed it to him. Went upstairs. Took the shirt off. Put on my pajamas. Got in bed. Stared at the ceiling fan.

I cried that night. Not a lot. Quiet. Into the pillow so he wouldn't hear. Not that he would have heard. Mark slept like a man with nothing on his conscience. Snoring by ten thirty. Alarm at six fifteen. The same every night. I lay there next to him in the dark and wondered what was wrong with me.

Maybe it was work stress. Maybe it was the restructuring. Maybe it was the weight he'd gained or the confidence he'd lost.

Or maybe he'd just gotten used to me.

Not tonight. Tonight the woman in the mirror looked like she was worth a hell of a lot more than Moretti's and a grunt.

I picked up my wine glass from the dresser. Took a sip. Put it down.

Went downstairs.

The house smelled like the candles I'd lit. Vanilla. The playlist was going. Soft. Low. The wine was open on the counter. Two glasses set out. The good ones. The ones from the wedding that we never used because Mark drank beer and I usually drank alone.

The doorbell rang.

I smiled. He'd forgotten his key again. Every time. Eight years and the man could not remember to put his house key on his car keys. I'd told him a hundred times. He'd said "I'll do it this weekend" a hundred times. He never did it.

I stopped at the hallway mirror. Checked myself. Turned sideways. Adjusted the bra strap on my left shoulder — it had slipped. Pushed my tits up with both hands. Let them settle. Better. I pulled my stomach in. Shoulders back. Ran my tongue over my teeth. Checked my lipstick. Good.

I practiced a face. Casual. Leaning on the door frame with one hand up. Sexy but not trying. I looked stupid. I dropped the hand. Tried just standing straight. Hip cocked. One leg in front of the other. That was better. That was something.

My heart was going fast. Which was stupid. This was my husband. I'd seen him this morning. He'd eaten cereal standing over the sink and kissed me on the forehead and said "happy anniversary babe" without looking up from his phone. But right now — in the lingerie and the heels and the stockings — I wanted him to walk through that door and stop. Just stop and look at me. The way he did when we were twenty-six and I'd walk out of the bathroom in a towel and he'd forget what he was saying.

I just wanted my husband to want me.

I walked to the front door. Heels clicking on the hardwood. Lingerie and stockings and nothing else. I took a breath. Pulled the door open. Big smile. Ready.

It wasn't Mark.

Damon Price was standing on my porch. Six foot four. Suit. Tie loosened. A manila folder in one hand. His eyes met mine and then dropped — one second, maybe two — down my body and back up.

My husband's black boss. On my doorstep.

And I was wearing just a bra and a thong.


Chapter 3

"Oh my God — sir — Mr. Price — please — PLEASE—"

My back was against the hallway wall. Both feet off the ground. His hands under my ass, my legs locked around his waist, his hips driving up into me so hard the wedding photos were rattling in their frames. The front door was wide open. Porch light on. Warm air drifting in from outside. Anyone walking their dog past the Callahan house at 8:47 on a Tuesday evening would get an eyeful of Mark's wife getting her brains fucked out by a man who wasn't Mark.

I was naked. Completely. Head to toe. Soaked in sweat — my hair stuck to my face, my chest slick, my thighs dripping where his cum from the last round was still leaking out of me. The lingerie was gone. Somewhere. The bra was on the kitchen floor. The thong was in two pieces on the living room carpet — he'd ripped it off me the second time. Or the third. I'd lost count.

"Faster — oh fuck — faster — Mr. Price — PLEASE—"

He slammed up into me. My skull knocked against the wall. I didn't care. My nails were clawing his shoulders — his shirt was gone, had been gone for hours, and his skin was slick with sweat and covered in scratch marks and I was leaving more every time he bottomed out. My mouth was open. Drool on my chin. Tears running down my cheeks — not sad tears, not pain tears, the kind of tears that come when your body has been fucked past the point of functioning and everything just leaks.

I was cheating on my husband.

That thought had hit me on the couch the first time. When his cock pushed into me and I grabbed the armrest and my wedding ring clinked against the wood. I'm cheating on my husband. It hit me like a rock through a window. Clear. Sharp. Obvious. And I came thirty seconds later. Screaming. With that thought still in my head. I'm cheating on my husband and I'm cumming.

It hit me again on the counter. His hands dragging me back onto him, my tits flat on the cold marble, my feet dangling off the floor. I'm cheating on my husband in his kitchen. On the counter where he eats his cereal. Where he sets his briefcase down every night. Where he stands and scrolls through his phone while I cook dinner and he doesn't look up. I came so hard my knees buckled and I would have hit the floor if he wasn't holding me up.

On the stairs it hit different. My face in the carpet, his cum already leaking down my thighs from the first two loads, his cock slamming into me from behind while I clawed at the banister and made sounds I didn't know I could make. Mark walks up these stairs every night. Holds this banister. Steps on this carpet. And I was on my hands and knees getting fucked on it with rug burn on my kneecaps and my husband's boss's cum dripping out of me onto the runner.

In the bed it almost broke me. Mark's pillow. Mark's sheets. Mark's side. His cheap shampoo on the pillowcase. His alarm clock on the nightstand. His reading glasses. Everything in that bed was Mark and I was getting fucked in it by a man who made Mark look like a boy. I could smell my husband while another man was inside me and I came with Mark's scent in my nose and Damon's cock in my pussy and I screamed into Mark's pillow and bit down on the fabric and tasted laundry detergent and I didn't stop cumming for what felt like a full minute.

And now the wall. The hallway. Wedding photos in frames rattling with every thrust. I could see them from the corner of my eye. Me and Mark on the beach. Me and Mark at the altar. Me and Mark cutting the cake. Smiling. Young. Stupid. That girl in the white dress had no idea. No idea what it felt like to be held up by a man who could actually hold her. No idea what it felt like to have a cock so deep inside her she could feel it behind her ribs. No idea what a real orgasm was. She'd married a man with soft hands and a small dick and a good heart and she'd spend eight years lying underneath him on Saturday nights faking it and she had no fucking clue what she was missing.

I knew now.

The front door was open. I could feel the warm air on my skin. The porch light was on. The Hendersons across the street could look out their window and see Brooke Callahan — good wife, Pilates body, white Audi in the driveway — pinned to her own hallway wall with her legs wrapped around a black man who wasn't her husband. Naked. Wrecked. Screaming. Begging for more. Calling him sir. Calling him Mr. Price. The same name Mark used at the office. "Yes, Mr. Price." "Right away, Mr. Price." "I'll have that report on your desk by Monday, Mr. Price." Mark said it hunched over his laptop looking stressed. I was saying it with my head thrown back and my pussy full and my eyes rolling shut.

His boss. His fucking boss.

Mark reported to this man. Sat across from him in meetings. Nodded when he talked. Called him sir. And right now that same man had Mark's wife off the ground with one arm and was fucking her in Mark's house on Mark's anniversary while Mark sat in some conference room somewhere going over numbers that didn't matter. Mark was probably thinking about tonight. About Moretti's. About the tiramisu. Maybe even about me — wondering if I'd like the gas station flowers he'd pick up on the way home. Practicing his "happy anniversary babe" in the rearview mirror.

And I was here. Cumming on his boss's cock for the seventh or eighth time. Couldn't even remember which. Couldn't remember my own name. Couldn't think about anything except the next thrust and the way it filled me up and the wet slapping sound echoing down the hallway and the way his hands gripped my ass so hard I could feel each finger denting my skin and the way my pussy was clenching around him like it was trying to keep him inside me forever.

I wasn't thinking about Mark. I wasn't feeling guilty. I wasn't feeling sorry. I wasn't feeling anything except his cock and my pulse and the wall behind me and the warm night air from the open door on my bare skin.

I felt like I'd been asleep for eight years and someone had finally shaken me awake.

"God damn," he said. Low. Right in my ear. His breath hot on my neck. "You one sexy bitch, you know that?"

"Unh — unh — unh—"

"Wasted." He punctuated it with a thrust that made me scream. "On a fucking." Another. "Limp-dicked." Another. "Loser." Another. "Like your husband."

He was right. He was so fucking right it made me want to cry and laugh at the same time. Mark couldn't do this. Mark couldn't pick me up. Mark couldn't hold me against a wall. Mark tried to carry me over the threshold on our wedding night and staggered sideways into the door frame and put me down after three steps and said "you're heavier than you look" and laughed like it was funny. A hundred and twenty-five pounds. That was too much for Mark.

Damon had me off the ground with one arm. Had been holding me up for twenty minutes. Wasn't shaking. Wasn't tired. His arms were locked under my ass like I was nothing. Like I weighed nothing. Like holding a grown woman against a wall while he fucked her was something his body was built to do.

Mark got hard in thirty seconds and went soft in sixty. I'd lie underneath him and think is it in? and sometimes it wasn't and he didn't notice and I didn't tell him. Soft. Pale. Unremarkable. The kind of dick I'd stopped thinking about the second it left my body because there was nothing to remember.

Damon was inside me right now and I could feel every inch. Every ridge. Every vein. He was so deep my stomach ached. So thick my walls were gripping him and still not closing all the way around. When he pulled back I felt the drag — slow, heavy, filling every corner of me — and when he pushed in I felt it in my chest. My ribs. The back of my throat. Mark had never been deep enough for me to feel anything. Damon was so deep I could taste it.

He'd been fucking me for hours. I'd lost count of how many times I'd cum. I'd lost count of rooms. All I knew was that not once — not on the couch, not on the counter, not on the stairs, not in Mark's bed — had I told him to stop. And every time I thought it was over, he'd start again.

I came. Right there. Against the wall. With the door open and the porch light on and Frank Sinatra still playing from the Bluetooth speaker in the living room because nobody had turned it off. My legs clamped around him and my body seized and I screamed so loud it bounced off the ceiling and I bit his shoulder and tasted salt and felt my pussy clench around his cock in spasms I couldn't stop.

He didn't slow down. Didn't pause. Fucked me through it with his hands gripping my ass and his mouth on my neck and my body shaking against the wall like I was being electrocuted.

This was the fifth time. Or the sixth. I didn't know anymore.


Chapter 4

I caught myself in the hallway mirror after the bed. Stopped. Held the banister because my legs weren't working and looked at the woman staring back at me.

I didn't recognize her.

That sounds dramatic. Like something a woman says in a movie after a makeover or a breakdown or a bad haircut. But I mean it. I stood there gripping the banister with one hand and staring at the mirror and the woman looking back at me was not anyone I knew. Not the woman who'd stood in this same spot two hours ago adjusting her bra strap and practicing a pose for her husband. Not the woman who drove a white Audi to a boutique three days a week and did Pilates and bought organic chicken and folded Mark's underwear into neat squares because he liked them that way.

That woman was gone. I didn't know where she went. Somewhere between the couch and the counter and the stairs and the bed, Brooke Callahan had left and this person had taken her place.

I stared at her. She stared back. My hand was shaking on the banister. My legs were shaking. Everything was shaking. I was standing in my own hallway naked and dripping and wrecked and I could smell him on me — not Mark's Dove soap, not the vanilla candles, him — sweat and musk and sex — and the woman in the mirror smelled like him too. Covered in him. Marked by him. Every inch of her skin told a story that wasn't about Mark.

She didn't look like Brooke Callahan.

Mascara in black rivers down both cheeks. Lips swollen and raw where his teeth had caught them. Spit dried on her chin. Her hair was matted on one side, standing up in a tangle on the other where his fist had been. The forty-minute blowout was gone.

Her tits were the worst. Bite marks on both. Red ovals on pale skin turning purple at the edges. Teeth marks above the right nipple. A dark bruise on the underside of the left where he'd sucked so hard the skin had darkened. Mark had touched her breasts maybe six times in eight years. Damon had put his mouth on them four times in two hours and left marks that would be there for a week.

And his cum. On her thighs. On her stomach. A fresh line running from between her legs toward her knee. More of it drying in white streaks on skin that had smelled like midnight orchid three hours ago and now smelled like sweat and sex and him.

She'd been used in every room of her house on the night she was supposed to eat tiramisu at Moretti's. And she was standing here looking at herself in the mirror and the only thing she felt was the ache between her legs where he'd been and wasn't anymore.

After the fourth time he'd gotten dressed. Buttoned his shirt. One button at a time. Slow. Tucked it in. I'd put on a robe — the cream silk one from behind the bedroom door, the one that covered nothing — and walked him downstairs on legs that barely worked. Holding the banister the whole way. He'd said "I should go." I'd said "You should go." Neither of us moved for a long time.

I was standing at the bottom of the stairs. Crying. Not the bad kind. The overflow kind. Three hours of everything pouring out of my eyes because my body had nowhere else to put it. The robe was slipping off one shoulder. His cum was still leaking down my thighs under the silk. I was shaking.

He'd opened the door. Stepped onto the porch. The warm night air. The Garcias' sprinklers. The porch light on his back. The scratch marks on his neck above his collar — red lines on dark skin. Mine. He'd looked back at me one more time. The robe. The tears. The marks on my body showing through the thin silk.

He didn't leave.

He took his shirt back off. One button at a time. Watching me. Dropped it on the porch. Stepped back inside. Walked toward me. I backed into the wall — the hallway wall, the one with the wedding photos — and his hands went to my waist through the silk and he lifted me off the ground. My robe rode up to my hips. My bare legs wrapped around him. He pushed into me and I was so wet and so open from the last four rounds that he slid in to the root in one stroke and I moaned so loud the sound came out of me like a sob.

He didn't close the door behind him.

That was twenty minutes ago.

"Sir — Mr. Price — please — my husband — he's going to be home — it's our anniversary — he could be here any — FUCK—"

He grabbed my jaw. Turned my face to his. His eyes were dark. Calm. Even now — even balls-deep inside me with sweat running down his chest and his cock twitching — he was calm.

"You been telling me that all night, Brooke."

His hand left my jaw. Slid down my body. Over my tit — squeezed it, hard, his thumb grinding my nipple — down my stomach, over my hip. He gripped my ass. Pulled me tighter against him. Drove deeper. I gasped.

"Been saying your husband's coming home since I had you on that couch." Another thrust. "Said it on the counter." Another. "Said it on the stairs." Another. "Said it in his bed."

His hand came off my ass. Swung back. Cracked across my right cheek so hard the sound echoed off the hallway walls. I yelped. My pussy clenched around him.

He leaned in. His lips against my ear. His voice low and steady and not even close to finished.

"But you ain't never said stop."


Chapter 5

"Mr. — Price?"

My voice came out wrong. High. Thin. Like someone had stepped on a mouse. I was standing in my doorway in a black lace bra and a thong and stockings and heels and nothing else, and my husband's boss was on my porch, and my brain had left my body entirely.

He didn't say anything. Not right away. He just stood there. The manila folder in his left hand. His right hand in his pocket. His tie was loosened — pulled down from the knot, the top button of his shirt undone. He'd come straight from the office. Still in his suit. Charcoal grey. The jacket fitted — not tight, just shaped. Cut to his shoulders. And his shoulders were wide. So wide they blocked the porch light behind him and threw a shadow across my entire doorframe.

His eyes were on me.

Not my face. Not at first. His eyes had dropped the second I'd opened the door and they'd gone down — slow, deliberate, no rush — from my throat to the lace of my bra to the skin between my breasts to my stomach to the thong to my thighs to the stockings to the heels and then back up. The same route. Slower this time. Stopping at places. My hips. The dip of my waist. The way my tits spilled over the cups. He took his time. Like he was reading something.

I should have closed the door.

I should have grabbed the coat from the hook behind me. I should have crossed my arms over my chest. I should have said "Mark's not here" and shut the door and gone upstairs and put on a bathrobe and pretended this never happened and taken this to my grave.

I didn't do any of those things.

"I — this isn't — I thought you were — Mark forgot his — he forgets his key sometimes and I was just—"

I was babbling. Words falling out of my mouth with no structure and no destination. My hands were at my sides. I wasn't covering myself. I was standing in the open doorway of my house on my anniversary in lingerie I'd bought for my husband while his boss looked at my body and I wasn't covering myself.

"He left this at the office," Damon said.

He held up the folder. His voice was low. Even. The same voice I'd heard at the company BBQ last summer when he'd stood at our grill and talked to Mark about quarterly projections while I'd handed him a beer and his fingers had brushed mine and I'd thought about it for three days afterward.

"Right," I said. "The — yes. The folder. Right."

I reached for it. My hand was shaking. He saw it. He saw everything. He was watching my hand tremble in the air between us and he wasn't looking away.

Our fingers touched when I took the folder. His were warm. Dry. Big. His hand was twice the size of mine. I pulled the folder to my chest — hugged it there, the cardboard against my bare skin, which was stupid because now I was standing in lingerie holding a folder like it was a shield and it covered nothing.

"Thank you," I said. "I'll make sure he — I'll give it to him."

He nodded. Slow. His eyes hadn't moved off me. His tongue came out — just the tip, running across his bottom lip. Not a performance. Not trying to be sexy. Just a man looking at something and his mouth going dry.

I'd never seen a man look at me like that.

Mark used to. Years ago. Before the wedding. When we were dating and I'd walk out of the bathroom in a towel and he'd stop mid-sentence and stare. When I'd wear a sundress to the farmers' market and his eyes would follow my legs. When I was new. When I was something he hadn't figured out yet. That stopped around year two. Maybe three. I couldn't pinpoint when. It just faded. Like a station going off the air. One day there was signal and then there was static and then there was nothing and I stopped turning the dial.

Damon Price was looking at me like there was signal. Full bars. Every channel.

"Mr. Price—"

"Damon."

"Damon." I swallowed. My throat was dry. "Mark's not here. He's — he's still at work. In a meeting. He's running late."

"I know. I was in the meeting."

"Right."

"Left early."

"Right."

I was saying "right" like it was the only word I knew. My brain was a white screen. No thoughts. Just his eyes on my body and the warm air coming through the doorway and my skin prickling under the lace and the fact that I was standing in a thong in front of a man who was not my husband and I had not moved to close the door. Had not moved at all. My feet in their heels, planted on the hardwood, my thighs pressed together, my shoulders back because the posture made my tits look better and I was doing that on purpose and I knew I was doing it on purpose and I didn't stop.


Chapter 6

He was still on the porch. One step below the threshold. His hands at his sides now — the folder was in my hands. He was just standing there. Patient. Unhurried. Taking up the entire doorframe with his shoulders and his height and his presence. The porch light behind him made the edges of his suit glow. The street was quiet. The Hendersons' lights were off across the road. The Garcias' sprinklers were going.

"You look good," he said.

Not "you look nice." Not "that's a pretty outfit." Not the polite, deflecting thing a man says when he's trying not to get caught staring. He said it flat. Direct. A statement of fact. The way you'd say "it's raining" or "the market's up." You look good.

My face was hot. My chest was flushed — I could feel the heat spreading down from my neck, across my collarbones, to the skin above the bra. My nipples were hard. Had been hard since I'd opened the door. Pressing against the lace. Visible. Obviously, painfully visible. He could see them. He was looking at them right now.

"I was — this was for Mark," I said. Quieter now. Almost a whisper. "It's our anniversary."

"I know."

"Eight years."

"Congratulations."

The way he said it. Not sarcastic. Not mean. Just — knowing. Like he understood exactly what eight years of Mark Callahan looked like from the inside. Like he'd watched Mark in meetings and at company dinners and at that BBQ, bumbling and eager and forgettable, and he'd looked at me across the yard and thought the same thing I'd been thinking for years. That it didn't add up. That the woman didn't match the man.

We stood there. Three feet apart. Him on the porch. Me in the doorway. The sprinklers hissing across the street. The playlist still going inside — something slow, something with piano, something I'd picked for my husband who wasn't here.

I opened my mouth. I was going to say "I should go" or "goodnight" or "I'll tell Mark you stopped by." Something normal. Something that would end this. Something that would let me close the door and go upstairs and sit on the edge of the bed and press my thighs together and think about the way he'd looked at me and never tell anyone.

"Come in," I said.

Two words. I heard them leave my mouth and I didn't take them back. I could have. I could have laughed and said "just kidding" or "I mean — to drop off the folder" or "let me get Mark's number so you can call him." I could have said anything. I said nothing. I just stood there in my thong and my heels and let those two words sit in the warm air between us.

He didn't ask if I was sure. Didn't hesitate. Didn't do the polite thing where a man pretends he didn't hear what he heard and gives you a chance to take it back. He looked at me. I looked at him. And he stepped inside.

One step. The floorboard creaked under his weight. He was in my house. In my hallway. The door was still open behind him.

The hallway felt smaller. It had always been a normal hallway — coat hooks, shoe rack, the mirror I checked my hair in before leaving. Mark walked through it every day and it was just a hallway. Damon Price stepped into it and the walls closed in. His shoulders took up the space. His head was close to the ceiling. The air changed — the vanilla candles and the warm breeze from outside and now him. Cologne. Something dark and woody. And underneath it skin. Warm skin. Clean sweat. He smelled like a man who'd been in a suit all day and was still wearing most of it and didn't care. He smelled nothing like Mark. Mark smelled like Dove soap and fabric softener and the inside of a Honda Civic. Damon smelled like a room I wasn't supposed to be in.

I was looking up at him. Way up. Five-five in heels to six-four in dress shoes. My eyes were level with his chest. The white shirt stretched across it. I could see the shape of him through the fabric — broad, thick, solid. His neck was wide. A vein ran along the side of it. His jaw was square. His mouth — full lips, the bottom one still wet where his tongue had been. Everything about him was big. Not just tall. Big. Wide. Heavy. Mark was five-ten and soft in the middle and when he stood next to me we looked like a couple. Damon stood next to me and I looked like something he could pick up with one hand.

He didn't touch me. Didn't reach for me. Didn't close the door. Just stood there. Inside my house. Inches away. Looking down at me with those eyes that had already been everywhere on my body and were now back on my face and not moving.

My lips were parted. My chest was rising and falling. I could feel my heartbeat in my throat. In my ears. Between my legs.

Between my legs.

I shifted my weight. Just barely. One heel to the other. And I felt it. The thong pulling away from my skin and sticking back. Wet. Not damp. Not the polite warmth I'd sometimes get when Mark spent long enough on foreplay and I concentrated hard enough to get there. This was wet. Soaked. The lace was clinging to me and I could feel the slick on my inner thighs where the fabric didn't cover and the air hit it and I almost gasped.

He hadn't touched me.

He was standing in my hallway and he hadn't laid a single finger on me. No hand on my waist. No brush against my arm. Nothing. He was three feet away with his hands at his sides and I was dripping through a two-hundred-dollar thong. My body had decided something before my brain got a vote.

I'd spent twenty minutes tonight getting ready for Mark. Shaved everything. Moisturized twice. Put on lingerie I'd hidden for three weeks. Blew out my hair for forty minutes. Lined my lips. Did my lashes. All of it for my husband. So that he'd walk through the door and want me. So that for one night — one anniversary — he'd look at me and his breath would catch and he'd grab me and push me against something and make me feel like I was worth more than "was that good for you" and snoring.

And my body — my stupid, desperate, honest body — was responding to someone else. Standing in the hallway I'd decorated for Mark. Under the lights I'd dimmed for Mark. With the candles I'd lit for Mark and the wine I'd opened for Mark and the playlist I'd made for Mark. All of it for him. And I was wet for his boss.

I could feel my pulse between my thighs. Steady. Heavy. Every beat pushing more heat into me. My clit was swollen against the lace. Sensitive. The fabric rubbing it every time I breathed. I pressed my thighs tighter together and it made it worse — the pressure sending a jolt through me that I felt in my stomach.

I was aroused. Actually, properly aroused. Not the going-through-the-motions thing I did on Saturday nights where I'd rub myself before Mark got into bed so I'd be ready enough for it not to hurt. Not the half-hearted warmth I'd feel reading a scene in a book or catching a sex scene in a movie. This was my body screaming at me. Clenching. Aching. Leaking through my underwear in my own hallway while a man who was not my husband stood close enough for me to feel the heat coming off his skin.

I didn't know what to do with it. I'd never felt this before. Not with Mark. Not on our wedding night. Not in the back seat of his Accord when we were twenty-four and still couldn't keep our hands off each other. I'd thought I knew what turned on felt like. I didn't. I'd been faking it so long I forgot what the real thing was.

This was the real thing. Standing in my hallway. Shaking. Soaked. Staring up at my husband's boss. Not touching him. Not being touched. Just existing in the same space as this man and feeling my body come apart at the seams.

Mark hadn't made me wet from a look in eight years. Damon Price did it in forty-five seconds without saying a word.


Chapter 7

My back was sliding on the hardwood.

Wet skin on polished floor. Every thrust pushed me another inch — my shoulder blades squeaking against the boards, my blonde hair fanning out behind my head, my pale arms and legs locked around dark skin so tight my muscles were screaming. His weight was on me. All of it. Two hundred and thirty-five pounds of Black man pinning a white housewife to the floor of her own hallway. I couldn't move. Didn't want to.

His mouth was on mine. Sloppy. Wet. Tongues and spit and teeth clacking together. Nothing about this was the careful, closed-mouth kisses Mark gave me before rolling over. This was open and messy and desperate — my lips swollen, his chin slick, my jaw aching from how wide he made me open. I was moaning into his mouth. He was grunting into mine.

My legs were wrapped around his waist. White thighs clamped on dark hips. Ankles crossed at the small of his back. Every time he drove forward my heels dug into his ass and pulled him deeper and I felt it in my spine. My arms around his neck — pale fingers laced behind his bald head, nails biting into deep brown skin, holding on because if I let go I'd slide across the floor and hit the wall.

"Cum inside me — Damon — please — cum inside me—"

He slammed into me. My back skidded three inches on the wet floor. I screamed.

His pace didn't change. Steady. Hard. Deep. Every stroke bottoming out — his hips flush against mine, his cock pressing against something inside me that Mark had never reached. My body was shaking under him. My stomach clenching. My thighs trembling against his sides.

His mouth left mine. Dropped to my chest. He bit my left breast — not a nibble, not a kiss, a bite. Dark lips on white skin. His teeth sinking into the flesh above my nipple. I yelped. My back arched off the floor. He bit harder. Sucked the skin between his teeth. I looked down and saw his mouth on me — his dark face against my pale chest, his brown hand cupping my white breast, the contrast so obscene it made my clit throb. I could feel the bruise forming in real time. Mark would see it tomorrow. I didn't care.

He moved to my nipple. Took it in his mouth. Sucked it so hard my breast distended — stretched upward, the flesh pulling, the areola disappearing into his lips. I grabbed the back of his head and pushed his face into my chest.

"Harder — bite me — please—"

His teeth closed on my nipple. Not gentle. Not playful. He chewed. Grinding it between his teeth while his tongue worked the tip. Pain shot through my chest and landed directly on my clit. A straight line. Nipple to clit. Every bite sent a pulse between my legs that matched his thrusts.

Mark had touched my breasts maybe six times in eight years. A squeeze through my shirt. A palm over my bra. Quick. Distracted. He'd never put his mouth on them. Never learned that my nipples were wired to everything below my waist. Eight years and he didn't know that biting my nipple made my pussy clench. Damon figured it out in ten seconds.

He switched breasts. Right nipple now. Bit down. I screamed. My nails raked his scalp — long red lines on dark skin from the crown of his head to the back of his neck. Red scratches on brown. My mark on him. He growled against my breast. The vibration went through my chest into my ribs into my stomach into my clit. He was chewing and sucking and biting and fucking me at the same time — his dark mouth destroying my white tits while his Black cock destroyed everything else.

I could smell him. His neck was right there and I buried my nose in the crease where his neck met his shoulder and breathed him in. Musk. Thick and warm. Not cologne — that had sweated off hours ago. This was him. His skin. His sweat. I breathed it in and my pussy clenched around him and I wanted to live in that smell.

"Knock me up — sir — Mr. Price — put a baby in me—"

The words were pouring out of me. I couldn't stop them. And I meant every one.

Three years we'd been trying. Three years of ovulation kits and scheduled sex and pregnancy tests that never showed two lines. The doctor said I was fine. Mark wouldn't get tested. Wouldn't even sit in the cup. I stopped asking a year ago. Stopped buying tests. Let it die the way everything in our marriage died — quietly, without anyone admitting it was over.

And now I was on my back on my own hallway floor with my husband's boss's cock buried in me — thick, hard, pulsing, alive — and his cum from two previous loads still inside me because I hadn't cleaned it out. Hadn't wanted to. And my body was begging for more. Every part of me was begging for more. My mouth. My pussy. My womb. The womb that Mark hadn't been able to fill in three years of trying.

"PLEASE — every drop — don't pull out — don't you DARE pull out—"

I tilted my head back. My skull on the wet hardwood. Past his shoulder. Past the bulk of his back. The front door.

Still open.

The porch light on. Warm night air drifting in. Crickets. The whole neighborhood right there. Windows open because it was August and everyone kept their windows open.

I was screaming at the top of my lungs for my husband's boss to cum inside me and get me pregnant and the front door was wide open and I did not care.

Let them hear. Let Mrs. Henderson clutch her pearls. Let the whole cul-de-sac know that Brooke Callahan — PTA volunteer, Pilates regular, Mark's wife, the blonde with the white Audi — was on her back on her hallway floor with her white legs wrapped around a Black man's waist getting bred on her anniversary while her husband drove home with gas station flowers.

He bit down on my nipple again. Hard. I screamed his name. My pussy clamped around him so tight he grunted — the first sound that had surprised him all night. He kept biting. Kept thrusting. My nipple between his teeth and his cock buried in me and both of them working me from opposite ends and I was going to cum again. I was going to cum from his teeth on my breast and his cock in my pussy and I was so tired and so sore and so full of him and it was coming anyway.

I was exhausted. My legs shaking. My abs screaming. My throat raw. My pussy swollen and oversensitive and every stroke was sparks that were half pleasure and half too-much. I'd cum so many times I'd lost count. My thighs were slick — his cum from earlier rounds mixing with mine, smeared across the hardwood in a wet streak that tracked the path my back had slid.

But it was coming. One more. The last one. The one that would ruin me for every Saturday night with Mark for the rest of my marriage.

His teeth on my nipple. His Black cock in my white pussy. His balls heavy and full and slapping against my ass — heavy and full — I could feel them tightening. Drawing up. Getting ready. Loaded with everything my husband's never had.

"Damon — sir — I can feel it — your balls — please — breed me — give this white girl everything you've got—"

His balls heaved against me. Full. Heavy. Ready to empty.


Chapter 8

The folder was still against my chest. I was holding it with both hands like a life raft. Cardboard and paper between my body and his eyes. He was looking at my breasts.

He was trying not to. I could see it — the discipline, the effort, the way his jaw tightened every time his gaze dipped below my chin and he dragged it back up. He'd look at my face. Hold it there. Two seconds. Three. Then his eyes would drop. To the lace. To the swell of flesh pushing over the cups. To the way my tits were pressed together by the bra and spilling upward and the folder wasn't covering them — it was sitting below them, against my stomach, and my breasts were right there. Right there. Pale and full and pushed up by two hundred and fourteen dollars of black lace and his eyes kept going back to them like gravity.

"I should go," he said.

He didn't move.

"You should," I said.

I didn't move.

The hallway was quiet. The playlist had moved on to something slow — piano, a woman singing in French, something I'd added because I thought it sounded romantic and now it sounded like the soundtrack to a decision I was about to make. The vanilla candles were flickering. The warm air from the open door behind him was touching my bare skin. My bare shoulders. My bare stomach. My bare thighs above the stockings. Everything that wasn't covered by lace, which was most of me.

His eyes dropped again. My breasts. The crease between them. The lace straining. He swallowed. I watched his throat move. His Adam's apple bobbing once. The vein in his neck. The collar of his shirt. The loosened tie hanging between us.

"Mark's a good guy," he said. His voice was lower now. Thicker. Like he was reminding himself more than me.

"Mark is a good guy."

"I work with him every day."

"I know."

"This is his house."

"I know."

He was listing reasons. Building a wall out of words. Mark. Work. House. Husband. Boss. Every word a brick. He was trying to talk himself out the door and his eyes were on my tits and he wasn't moving and I wasn't moving and the wall wasn't holding.

My hands were shaking. I could feel the folder trembling against my stomach. A fine vibration running through my fingers and into the cardboard. My heart was slamming. I could feel it in my throat, in my wrists, between my legs. My nipples were so hard they ached — straining against the lace, visible, obvious, two points pressing through the fabric that he could see and I could see him seeing and neither of us was pretending he wasn't looking anymore.

And I was getting wetter.

Not slowly. Not the gradual thing from the doorway. This was different. Every time his eyes dropped to my breasts and he dragged them back up, I felt it. A clench. Low and deep. My pussy tightening around nothing. The thong was past damp — it was wet. Sticking to me. I could feel the fabric pulling every time I shifted my weight and I was trying not to shift my weight because I was terrified that if I moved my thighs apart even an inch he'd hear it. The wet sound of soaked lace peeling off skin. He was three feet away. He'd hear it.

I pressed my thighs tighter together. It didn't help. The pressure pushed the wet fabric against my clit and a jolt went through me that I felt in my stomach. I bit the inside of my cheek. Held still. Breathed through my nose. My pussy was throbbing. Actually throbbing — a pulse that matched my heartbeat, steady and heavy, every beat pushing more heat between my legs. I could feel myself swelling. The lips of my pussy puffy and sensitive against the lace. The slick spreading past the thong onto my inner thighs — warm, slippery, impossible to ignore.

I was standing in my hallway having a conversation with my husband's boss about what a good guy Mark was and I was so wet I could feel it running down my leg.

Not dripping. Not yet. But close. A slow warm line tracing the inside of my left thigh, just below where the thong met skin. Inching down toward the top of my stocking. If he looked down — if he stopped staring at my breasts for five seconds and looked at my thighs — he'd see it. The shine on my skin. The wet streak on my inner thigh that had nothing to do with the humid August air and everything to do with the fact that his voice was low and his eyes were on my body and he was standing in my hallway smelling like that and I hadn't been touched yet. Nobody had touched me. And I was this wet.

Mark couldn't get me this wet with twenty minutes of foreplay and his fingers inside me. Damon had done it by standing still and talking about quarterly reports.

I wanted to be embarrassed. I should have been embarrassed. A thirty-four-year-old woman soaking through her underwear in her own hallway because a man was looking at her. But I wasn't embarrassed. I was aching. Every second he stood there the ache got worse. Deeper. Heavier. My clit was swollen against the lace and every heartbeat tapped it like a finger and I wanted to press my hand between my legs so bad my arm was shaking from not doing it.

"Brooke," he said. Just my name. Low. A warning. Or a question. I couldn't tell.

I let go of the folder.

It dropped. Hit the hardwood floor. The papers fanned out. Neither of us looked down. Neither of us flinched. The sound of it — cardboard slapping wood — echoed off the hallway walls and then it was gone and there was nothing between us. Nothing between his eyes and my body. No folder. No shield. Just me in lace and him in a suit and three feet of warm air.

His eyes went to my breasts. This time he didn't drag them back up. He looked. Full. Open. No pretense. My tits were right there — pushed together, spilling over, the lace cups cutting into the flesh and creating a line of cleavage that started at my collarbone and disappeared into the bra. My chest was flushed. Pink spreading down from my neck across my collarbones to the swell of my breasts. I was breathing hard. Every inhale pushed them up. Every exhale let them settle. Up. Settle. Up. Settle. His eyes tracking the rhythm.

His hand was at his side. Right hand. Big. His fingers were slightly curled. I looked at that hand. Long fingers. Wide palm. The knuckles. The veins running along the back of it. Dark skin. Clean nails. A hand that signed off on Mark's quarterly reports. A hand that shook Mark's hand every morning. A hand that was four feet from Mark's wife's bare skin and not touching it.

And then I saw it.


Chapter 9

I wasn't looking for it. My eyes were on his hand and they drifted. An inch. Two inches. To his thigh. To the crease where his trouser leg met his hip. And there it was.

He was hard.

Not half-hard. Not a suggestion. He was hard and it was right there — pressing against the inside of his left thigh, pushing the charcoal fabric out in a ridge that ran from the crease of his hip halfway to his knee. I could see the shape of it through the trousers. The thickness. The way the fabric was pulled taut across it and the rest of the material hung loose around it. It was obscene. It was the most obscene thing I'd ever seen in my life and he was standing in my hallway in a suit pretending to talk about Mark.

My mouth went dry. My pussy clenched so hard I gasped — a tiny sound, barely audible, but his eyes flicked to my mouth when I made it. He knew I'd seen it. He didn't adjust. Didn't shift. Didn't put his hands in his pockets or turn his hips or do any of the things a man does when he's trying to hide it. He just stood there. Hard. In my hallway. Looking at me looking at him.

Mark got hard and I barely noticed. Mark's erection was a bump under his khakis that appeared and disappeared so fast it might not have happened at all. I'd reach into his boxers on Saturday nights and find something half-firm that I'd have to coax and squeeze and work with my hand until it was ready enough to push inside me and even then it would soften halfway through and I'd tighten around him trying to keep it in.

This wasn't that. This was thick and long and straining against expensive fabric and it was there because of me. Because he'd been standing in my hallway for five minutes looking at my body and his cock had gotten so hard it was visible through his trousers and he wasn't ashamed of it. Wasn't hiding it. Was just letting me see what I did to him.

Nobody had ever gotten hard for me like that. Nobody had ever stood in front of me and let me see it and not apologized or covered it up. Mark would cross his legs. Grab a pillow. Tuck it into his waistband and pretend it wasn't happening. Damon was standing three feet from me with a cock so hard I could see the outline of the head through his trousers and his expression hadn't changed. Calm. Steady. Patient.

I reached out.

My hand was shaking so bad I could see the tremor. My fingers. My wrist. My whole arm vibrating as I lifted it. Slow. Like moving through water. I watched my own hand — pale, small, the wedding ring catching the hallway light — extend across the space between us.

I took his hand.

His fingers were warm. Dry. Thick. Mine wrapped around two of his and that's all I could hold — two fingers. His hand dwarfed mine. My fingers looked like a doll's fingers against his palm. I held his hand and he didn't pull away and he didn't close his grip and he didn't move. He just watched. Looked down at my small white hand holding his large dark one and waited.

My heart was in my throat. My pulse was screaming in my ears. I could hear my own breathing — shallow, fast, ragged — and I could hear his — slow, deep, controlled. He was calm. Even now. Even with his employee's wife in lingerie holding his hand in the hallway of his employee's house.

I lifted his hand. Pulled it toward me. Slow. Watching his face the entire time. His expression didn't change. That steady, unhurried calm. Those dark eyes on mine. He let me guide him. Didn't resist. Didn't help. Just let his arm extend as I pulled.

I placed his hand on my left breast.

His palm was hot. That was the first thing. Heat. Through the lace, through the thin fabric, his hand was so warm it felt like it was burning me. His skin on my skin — the first time he'd touched me, the first time anyone who wasn't Mark had touched my body in eight years — and I felt it everywhere. Not just where his hand was. Everywhere. My scalp tingled. My stomach dropped. My pussy clenched so hard my thighs shook and I felt a fresh rush of wetness soak the thong that was already ruined.

His palm covered my entire breast. The whole thing. My C-cup tit disappeared under his hand — the fingers curling around the curve, the flesh spilling between his knuckles, his thumb resting on the swell above the lace. Dark brown fingers on pale white skin. Black lace between them. I looked down and the sight of it made my clit pulse. His hand was so big my breast looked small. I'd never felt small. Mark's hand barely covered half and his fingers were soft and narrow and when he touched me — which was almost never — it was a pat. A check-in. His hand on my breast felt like his hand on my shoulder felt like his hand on a doorknob. No heat. No grip. No intent. Like he was making sure I was still there and once he confirmed it he'd move on.

Damon's hand didn't feel like that. Damon's hand felt like he was holding something he wanted. His fingers curled tighter. The lace creaked. He squeezed. Slow. Feeling the weight. Testing how much flesh he could fit in his grip. My nipple was trapped against the center of his palm — hard, swollen, aching — and the pressure of his hand on it sent a bolt straight down through my stomach to my clit. I felt my pussy clench again. Felt more wetness leak out of me. The thong was so wet now I could feel it dripping. Actually dripping. A warm line sliding down my inner thigh past the stocking top toward my knee.

"Mmph—"

The sound came out of me before I could stop it. Not a word. Not a moan. Something between a whimper and a grunt that started in my chest and pushed out through my teeth. My eyes were locked on his hand. His dark hand on my white breast. His thick fingers denting my soft flesh. The visual was obscene. Pornographic. His hand looked like it owned my breast. Like it had always been there. Like my tit was made to fit his palm and had been waiting thirty-four years for the right hand to hold it.

"Damon," I whispered. My voice was wrecked. Shaking. Barely a sound.

His thumb moved. Found my nipple through the lace. Pressed down on it. I gasped. He circled. Slow. One rotation. My knees buckled. I grabbed his forearm with both hands and held on — my fingers wrapping around muscle that was harder than anything on Mark's body, thick and corded and rigid under dark skin. I could feel the tendons shifting under his skin as his thumb worked my nipple. Circling. Pressing. Flicking it through the fabric. Every pass sent a jolt from my nipple straight to my pussy. Straight to my clit. I was pulsing down there. Throbbing. My hips wanted to move — wanted to rock, wanted to grind against something, anything — and I locked them still because if I moved my hips he'd know. He'd know how desperate I was. How wet. How close to falling apart from one hand on one breast.

My other breast ached. The right one. Untouched. The nipple straining against the lace, begging for the same attention. I could feel it throbbing in time with the left. My whole chest was flushed. Pink spreading down my neck to my collarbones to the tops of both breasts. Sweat prickling at my hairline. My thighs were slick. My pussy was swollen and empty and clenching around nothing and every circle of his thumb on my nipple made it worse.

I was going to cum. From this. From one hand on one breast through a bra in my own hallway. I was going to cum standing up in front of my husband's boss and he hadn't even kissed me yet.

"We shouldn't," I said.

His other hand came up. Found my right breast. Same grip. Same slow squeeze. Both of my tits in his hands now. Both of them overflowing his palms, the flesh pushing between his fingers, the lace straining. He squeezed them together. Pushed them up. Looked down at what he was holding.

Both thumbs found both nipples at the same time.

"Ohh — oh God—"

My voice cracked. My head fell back. Both nipples getting pressed and circled through the lace at once and the jolt that went through me wasn't a jolt anymore — it was a current. A live wire running from both nipples straight down through my stomach to my clit. Both sides. Converging. Meeting between my legs in a throb so strong my hips jerked forward. I couldn't stop them. My body bucked toward him — my pelvis pushing forward, my pussy trying to find something, anything, and catching nothing but air and the wet ruined fabric of my thong.

He felt it. He saw my hips jerk. Saw me thrust forward into nothing. His eyes went from my breasts to my face and something shifted in them. Darker. Hungrier. His thumbs pressed harder. Circled faster. Pinching my nipples through the lace — rolling them between his thumbs and fingers, squeezing, tugging, pulling my breasts forward by the nipples until the flesh stretched and the underwire dug into my ribs.

"Unh — unh — Damon — please—"

I didn't know what I was pleading for. I didn't know what came next. All I knew was that my pussy was clenching in waves now — rhythmic, involuntary, matching the rhythm of his thumbs on my nipples. Every pinch sent a contraction through me. Every tug made my clit pulse. I was dripping. I could feel it — a warm steady stream running down my left thigh past the stocking, past my knee, toward my calf. I was making a mess on my own hallway floor. On the hardwood Mark had refinished last summer. My arousal pooling on my husband's floor because my husband's boss was pinching my nipples and I was falling apart.

My wedding ring was glinting on my finger. The anniversary candles were burning behind me. The playlist was playing. Mark was in a meeting fifteen minutes away. And I was standing in his hallway with another man's hands on my tits and my pussy dripping on his floor and my hips rocking toward a cock I hadn't even seen yet but could see straining against his trousers right there — right there — inches from where my body was begging for it.

"Tell me to stop," he said. Quiet. Even. His hands on my breasts. His thumbs on my nipples. His cock hard in his trousers. My thong soaked through. My thighs slick. My body shaking. He was giving me the exit.

"Don't stop," I said.


Chapter 10

He kissed me.

Not fast. Not sudden. He didn't grab my face or pull me toward him or crash his mouth into mine like they do in the movies. He leaned. Slow. His hands still on my breasts. His thumbs still on my nipples. He leaned down from six-four to five-five and I watched him come — his face getting closer, his breath on my mouth, his eyes open and steady until the last inch when they closed and his lips touched mine and I stopped thinking.

Mmph.

The sound came out of me before I could catch it. Small. Muffled against his mouth. His lips were warm. Full. Soft but firm. He pressed into me — not hard, just enough — and his bottom lip caught between both of mine and I tasted him. Coffee. Something else. Something dark. My eyes were closed. My hands were still on his forearms, gripping, and my body had gone rigid for one second — one second of every muscle locking — and then it all let go at once. Like a fist unclenching. My shoulders dropped. My jaw softened. My lips opened.

He kissed me deeper. His tongue touched my bottom lip. Light. A question. I answered it. My mouth opened and his tongue slid against mine and the sound I made was not small this time. It came from my chest. Low. Involuntary.

"Mmmmh—"

Mark kissed me with his mouth closed. Every time. A dry press of lips that lasted one second and was already pulling away before I'd registered it was happening. A peck. A formality. The kind of kiss you'd give your sister. Even on our anniversary — even in bed — his mouth was closed and brief and polite and completely, totally empty.

Damon's mouth was on mine like he was learning me. His tongue against my tongue. Slow strokes. Tasting. His bottom lip between my teeth — I bit it before I knew I was going to and he exhaled through his nose and the air was hot on my cheek. His hands squeezed my breasts. Both of them. Kneading. His fingers sinking into the flesh through the lace, the underwire biting into the underside where he pushed them up and together.

"Ahhh — mmph—"

I was making sounds. Little ones. Leaking out between kisses. Every time his thumbs crossed my nipples. Every time his palms compressed my tits and released and compressed again. Sounds I didn't recognize. Sounds I'd never made with Mark because Mark had never given me a reason to make them.

His mouth left mine. I chased it. My chin tilting up, my lips wet and swollen, reaching for him — and he went to my neck instead. His lips on the side of my throat. Open. Hot. He kissed the skin below my ear and my head fell back and I grabbed the back of his neck and my fingernails dug into the muscle there and a sound came out of me that wasn't a moan and wasn't a word. Something between them. A whimper. High and thin and desperate.

"Unh—"

His teeth scraped my throat. Not a bite. A graze. The edge of his teeth dragging down the tendon in my neck to my collarbone. My skin prickling. Goosebumps spreading down my arms, across my chest, over my breasts under his hands. My nipples so hard they hurt. Actually hurt. Aching against his palms through the lace.

I was cheating on my husband.

Right now. This second. His mouth on my neck. His hands on my breasts. My thong soaked through. My husband at work.

I was cheating.

Brooke Callahan. Eight years married. Never looked at another man. Never flirted back when the UPS driver made small talk. Turned down drinks from guys at bars on girls' nights. Showed them my ring. "Married." Said it like a shield. Said it like it meant something.

And now I was pressing my body against a man who wasn't my husband and the sounds coming out of my mouth were not the sounds of a woman who wanted to stop.

"God — Damon — mmph—"

His phone buzzed.

He didn't stop. His mouth was on my collarbone now — lips and tongue on the ridge of bone, kissing down toward the swell of my breast above the bra. But his hand left my right tit. Reached into his pocket. Pulled out his phone. Glanced at the screen. One second. Put it back. His mouth never left my skin. He read a text from my husband while his lips were on my chest. Checked in on the man whose wife he was groping and didn't even lift his head.

"Meeting ran long," he said. Against my skin. His lips vibrating on my chest. "Mark's stuck on-site. Couple hours at least."

He said it the way he'd say it in the office. Casual. An update. A scheduling note. Like he wasn't standing in Mark's hallway with Mark's wife's nipple under his thumb while he delivered the news. Like this was just another item on his calendar — 7pm: meeting runs long. 7:05pm: inform Mark's wife. 7:06pm: continue touching Mark's wife.

A couple hours.

My husband was sitting in a conference room two miles away. Maybe looking at his phone. Maybe texting Damon right now — *Hey boss, how much longer?* — not knowing that his boss's hand was on his wife's breast and his boss's mouth was on his wife's neck and his wife was soaking wet and shaking and pressing into his boss's body in his hallway on his anniversary.

Something inside me that had been clenching — some last knot of guilt or fear or responsibility — went slack.

"Good," I whispered.

Good. My husband was stuck at work on our anniversary and I said good. Not "oh no." Not "he'll be worried." Not "I should call him." Good. Because it meant more time. More of this. More of his hands and his mouth and whatever came next. Mark was stuck in a meeting and I was relieved. I was grateful. My husband couldn't come home yet and the feeling that flooded through me was pure, selfish relief.

I should have been ashamed of that. I wasn't. The shame was gone. It had left the building somewhere between his first kiss and his teeth on my neck and it wasn't coming back tonight.

His mouth reached the top of my left breast. The swell of flesh pushing over the lace cup. He kissed it. Open-mouthed. Wet. I looked down and watched his lips on my skin — his mouth warm and wide, his tongue tracing the line where lace met flesh. My chest was heaving. My breasts rising and falling under his hands, into his mouth. I was holding the back of his head now. Both hands. Pulling him down. Into me.

"Mmmmph — oh God — ahhh—"

His tongue pushed under the edge of the bra cup. Licked the skin that had been covered. Found the top of my areola. My fingers clenched in the nonexistent hair on his bald head — just smooth skin under my fingers, my nails scraping his scalp.


Chapter 11

His other hand slid down my body. Left breast to ribs to waist to hip. His palm flat on my hip bone. His fingers curling around to my ass. He gripped. Pulled me into him.

My pelvis hit his thigh and my hips started moving on their own.

I didn't tell them to. I didn't decide to. My body pressed against his leg and started grinding — a slow, desperate roll of my hips, my pussy pushing against the hard muscle of his thigh through the soaked lace and the wool of his trousers. The friction against my clit made me gasp. I did it again. And again. Rocking into him. Riding his thigh in my own hallway with my eyes half-closed and my mouth open and wet sounds coming from between my legs every time I pressed forward.

I was leaving a stain on his trousers. I could feel it — the wetness transferring from my thong to the wool. A dark wet patch on his left thigh that was getting bigger every time I ground against him. My arousal soaking through expensive fabric. Mark's boss was going to leave this house with his employee's wife's pussy on his trousers and I was the one putting it there. Rubbing myself on him. Using his leg.

And I could feel him. His cock. Hard against my hip every time I rocked forward. The ridge of it pressing against me through his trousers — thick and hot even through the fabric. My hip bone bumping against it, sliding along the length of it, and every time I felt it I ground harder. Pushed into him harder. The thong was bunched up now — pulled to one side, the lace twisted, my bare lips almost touching his trouser leg. Almost skin on wool. Almost nothing between my pussy and his thigh.

"Unh — unh — please—"

I was humping my husband's boss's leg. That's what I was doing. There was no other word for it. Grinding and rocking and rubbing my soaked pussy on his thigh while his hand gripped my ass and his mouth was on my breast and I was making sounds that belonged in a bedroom, not a hallway. Wet, panting, desperate sounds. My hips wouldn't stop. My body wouldn't stop. I was so swollen and so sensitive that every pass of his thigh against my clit sent a shudder through me and I was chasing it. Over and over. Chasing the friction.

His hand slid from my ass down to my thigh. The bare skin above the stocking. His fingertips tracing the edge where sheer fabric met flesh. Up. Along the inside of my thigh. My legs parted. On their own. Just opened. Like his hand had a key to a door I didn't know existed. His fingers climbed higher. Slow. The inside of my thigh. Higher. The crease where my leg met my hip. Higher.

He stopped. His fingertips one inch from the soaked lace of my thong. I could feel the heat of his hand. So close. So close and not touching.

"Damon — please — touch me—"

My voice was gone. What came out was a rasp. A beg. I was begging my husband's boss to touch my pussy in my husband's hallway on my anniversary and I couldn't stop the words any more than I could stop the sounds.

His mouth came back to mine. He kissed me. Hard this time. Deep. His tongue filling my mouth. And his fingers — finally, finally — pressed against the lace between my legs.

"MMPH—"

The sound went into his mouth. My whole body jerked. His fingers pressed flat against me through the soaked thong and I was so wet he had to feel it. Through the lace. Through everything. Drenched. His fingers found my clit through the fabric and pressed and I grabbed his shoulders and my knees buckled and the only reason I didn't hit the floor was because his other hand caught my waist and held me up.

He was holding me up with one arm and touching me with the other and kissing me and I was shaking. My whole body. Vibrating. My thighs trembling. My stomach clenching. My fingers digging into his suit jacket so hard the fabric was bunching in my fists. I was making a sound — continuous, unbroken — a high thin whine that came from somewhere behind my ribs and wouldn't stop.

"Mmmmmmh — mmmmh — unh — unh—"

His fingers moved. Slow circles through the lace. My clit throbbing against his fingertips. My hips rocking into his hand. Chasing it. My body doing things my brain hadn't approved. Grinding and pressing and pushing into this man's hand like I'd been starving and he was the first thing I'd been offered in years.

Eight years. That's how long it had been since someone touched me like I was something to be touched.

His fingers slipped under the edge of the thong.

Skin on skin.

His fingertip touched my pussy and I made a sound into his mouth that wasn't human. A choked, broken whine that came from somewhere deep in my chest. He parted me — one thick finger sliding between my lips — and I felt every callus. Every ridge of his fingerprint. My pussy was so swollen and sensitive that the drag of his skin on mine sent sparks shooting up my spine.

And he found how wet I was.

I heard it before I felt his reaction. The sound. His finger sliding through me — a slick, obscene, wet noise that echoed in the quiet hallway. Unmistakable. The sound of a woman who was drenched. Who had been dripping for twenty minutes. Who had soaked through her thong and left a stain on his trousers and was now coating his finger in so much arousal that it was running down his knuckle.

He groaned. Low. Quiet. Into the kiss. The first sound of surprise he'd made all night. His finger slid deeper — between my lips, through the wetness, parting me open — and I felt how easily it moved. No resistance. No friction. Just slick, hot, swollen flesh that opened for him and let him in. Mark's fingers were thin and dry and he'd fumble around down there like he was looking for his keys in the dark. Damon's finger slid through me like my body had been waiting for it.

His fingertip found my clit.

Bare. No lace. Just his rough, thick fingertip on the swollen bud of my clit and the world went white. My mouth ripped away from his. My head slammed back. My eyes squeezed shut so hard I saw colors. Every nerve in my body fired at once. My thighs clamped around his hand. My pussy clenched. My hips jerked forward, grinding my clit harder into his finger, and a scream tore out of me that I couldn't have stopped if I'd tried.

"AHHH — oh God — oh fuck — Damon—"

Eight years. Eight years of Mark's tentative fingers barely finding it. Eight years of guiding his hand and saying "up a little — no, the other — yeah, there — no, you lost it" until I gave up and did it myself after he fell asleep. And Damon found it in one stroke. One thick finger. First try. And pressed down on it like he'd known exactly where it was the whole time.

He held me up. One arm around my waist. Fingers between my legs. My back arching. My mouth open. The sounds coming out of me echoing off the hallway ceiling and I couldn't be quiet and I didn't try.

This was happening.


Chapter 12

I dropped.

Not graceful. Not sexy. My knees just gave out and I went down — slid out of his arms and hit the hardwood floor with both kneecaps and felt the impact shoot up my thighs and didn't care.

I was on my knees.

In my hallway. In lingerie I'd bought for my husband. On the hardwood floor Mark had refinished last summer — spent a whole weekend on it, sanding and staining and sealing, proud of himself for once, showing me the grain with his hand flat on the boards saying "feel how smooth that is." That floor. I was kneeling on it for another man.

My stockings were the only thing between my kneecaps and the wood. The hardwood was cold through the sheer fabric. My thighs were apart. I could feel the wet thong hanging heavy between my legs — soaked, useless, dripping. My ass was on my heels. My back was straight. My chin was tilted up. Looking at him.

He was above me. Way above. Six-four standing over five-five kneeling. His belt buckle was at my eye level. His stomach. His chest rising and falling. His face up there — looking down at me with those dark, steady eyes. And I was looking up at him the way I'd never looked up at Mark. The way I'd never looked up at anyone. From the floor. From my knees. Small. Below him.

I'd never been on my knees for Mark. Not once in eight years. He'd never asked. I'd never offered. Our sex started in bed and ended in bed and the floor was for sleeping dogs and dropped socks. The idea of kneeling on hardwood and looking up at my husband had never entered my mind because there was nothing to look up at. Nothing that made me want to get down there.

But I was here. On my knees. In my own hallway. On my anniversary. The candles still burning in the living room. The playlist still playing. My wedding photos on the wall behind him. And I'd gotten down here on my own. Nobody pushed me. Nobody told me to. My knees hit the floor because my body wanted to be on the floor in front of this man. My body wanted to kneel.

That should have scared me. A year ago — an hour ago — the idea of Brooke Callahan on her knees in her hallway for anyone would have been absurd. I was the wife who organized the neighborhood block party. Who brought cookies to the PTA bake sale. Who smiled at the mailman and waved at the Hendersons and lived a life so small and clean and beige that no one would ever look at me and think she's the type to get on her knees.

I was on my knees. And I wanted what was behind that belt buckle so bad my hands were shaking.

I reached for his belt. My fingers fumbled — the metal was warm from his body and my hands were wet with sweat and the prong wouldn't slide and I was making small, frustrated sounds in my throat while I tried to undo his belt like a woman who had never undone a belt before. Mark wore elastic waistbands. Mark wore khakis with a button. Mark had never made me want to rip his clothes off with my teeth.

I got the belt open. The buckle hanging. I pulled his zipper down and the sound of it — metal teeth parting — was the loudest thing in the hallway. Louder than my breathing. Louder than the playlist still playing in the living room. I hooked my fingers into his waistband and pulled. His trousers dropped to his ankles. Black boxer briefs underneath. Tight. Stretched.

Stretched.

I stared. My face was six inches from it. The fabric was straining — pulled taut across something thick and heavy that ran down his left thigh. I could see the outline. The shape. The head pressing against the cotton, a dark circle of wet where the tip was leaking. The shaft curving down. And down. And down. The fabric couldn't contain it. The elastic was losing. Whatever was in those briefs was not what I was used to. Was not what I had at home. Was not what climbed on top of me every Saturday night and poked around for two minutes and grunted and rolled off.

My mouth was open. Literally hanging open. My jaw slack, my lips parted, staring at the outline of my husband's boss's cock through his underwear like I'd never seen one before. And in a way I hadn't. I'd seen Mark's. That was it. One cock in my entire life. One skinny, pale, forgettable little thing that fit in my hand with room to spare and never made my mouth water and never made me stare.

I was staring now. And my mouth was watering. Actually watering. Spit pooling under my tongue. Building behind my bottom teeth. I swallowed. More came. My mouth was filling up looking at the outline of a cock through cotton and my body was responding to it the way it responded to food when I was starving. Salivating. Hungry. Ready.

I'd never wanted to put Mark in my mouth. I did it because wives do it. Because it was his birthday or because he'd hinted for a week or because I felt guilty about something. And even then — even with his dick right there — I'd have to talk myself into it. Count down from three in my head. Just do it, Brooke. It's fine. It's not that bad. Three, two, one, open. And I'd take him in my mouth and it was fine. It was always fine. Small enough that my jaw never ached. Quick enough that I never got tired. He'd finish in ninety seconds and I'd spit it into a tissue and rinse with mouthwash and that was that.

I was kneeling six inches from Damon's cock and my mouth was so full of spit I had to swallow twice. My hands were on his thighs. I could feel the muscle under the cotton — thick, hard, tensed. His cock was right there. Inches from my face. I could feel the heat coming off it through the fabric. Could smell him — musk and skin and sweat and something heavier. Darker. My nostrils flared. I breathed him in and my pussy clenched and more spit flooded my mouth.

I hooked my fingers into the elastic. The waistband tight around my knuckles. I could feel it straining — the fabric pulled taut by what was underneath. I pulled. Slow. The elastic stretching over him. The fabric peeling away from skin. I could see the base first — thick, dark, the skin smooth where his shaft met his pelvis. I pulled further. More shaft. The veins appearing. The girth of it stretching the elastic sideways as it cleared. My fingers were trembling on the waistband. My breath was shaking. My mouth was hanging open and I was drooling — a thin line of spit that dropped from my bottom lip and hit my thigh and I didn't wipe it. Didn't care.

I pulled the briefs past the head.

I pulled his briefs down.

It swung out.

Heavy. That was the first thing. Heavy like it had weight. It swung free of the elastic and dropped and the momentum carried it forward and it hit me in the face.

I flinched. A yelp came out of me — sharp, surprised — that turned into a whimper halfway through. His cock had slapped my cheek. The shaft landing across my face — warm, thick, solid, heavy — the way Mark's never could because Mark's would have bounced off my chin and not made it past my nose. This went from my jaw to past my ear. Laid across my entire face. The head resting against my temple. The shaft pressing into my cheek, my lips, the bridge of my nose.

I didn't move it.

I just stayed there. On my knees. With his cock resting on my face. Feeling the weight of it. The heat soaking into my skin. My cheek pressed against the shaft and I could feel it throbbing. His pulse. Slow and heavy against my face. Each throb pushing the shaft tighter against my skin. He was getting harder. Swelling against my cheek. I could feel it growing — thickening, lengthening, the shaft pushing past my ear toward my hairline as it stiffened.

The smell was right there. My nose pressed against the underside of his shaft and every breath I took was him. Musk. Skin. Sweat. That heavy, dark, male smell that had nothing to do with Dove soap or fabric softener. My eyes closed. I breathed in through my nose. Deep. Held it. Felt my pussy clench. Breathed out through my mouth and my lips grazed the shaft and I felt his cock twitch against my face.

I turned my head. Slowly. My lips dragging along the shaft. Feeling every vein, every ridge passing under my mouth. My lips parted — just barely — and I kissed it. A soft, open-mouthed press of my lips against the side of his cock. Felt the heat on my mouth. Tasted the salt on his skin. My tongue came out on its own and licked a slow line along the underside and I moaned against him and the vibration made his cock jump.

Dark skin on pale skin. His thick, dark shaft across my small, white face. My blonde hair brushing against his hip. My blue eyes closed. My pink lips parted against brown flesh. I looked like something Mark would never see. Something Mark couldn't even imagine. His wife on her knees nuzzling another man's cock against her face like it was the only thing in the world she wanted to be close to.

Mark's dick wouldn't have reached my ear if I'd pressed it against my chin.


Chapter 13

I pulled back. Looked at it. In front of my face. Hanging. Thick. Dark. Uncut — the foreskin pulled back halfway, exposing the head, smooth and dark brown and slick where he'd been leaking. The shaft was veined. Ridged. I could see the veins — raised lines running along the underside, pulsing. Alive. His cock was alive in a way Mark's never was. Mark's got hard — sometimes — and stood there like a sad finger pointing at the ceiling. Damon's hung with its own weight even half-hard. Swelling. Getting heavier as I watched.

I wrapped my hand around it.

My fingers didn't close. My thumb and my middle finger — a gap between them. An inch at least. I could jerk Mark off with two fingers. A pinch. I used to do it during commercial breaks. Barely had to move my wrist. This needed my whole hand and my whole hand wasn't enough.

"Oh my God," I whispered.

He didn't respond. Just looked down at me. His hand came to my head. Not pushing. Not guiding. Just resting. His palm on the back of my skull. Heavy. Warm. Dark fingers in blonde hair.

I leaned forward. My tongue came out. Touched the head. Tasted him — salt, musk, the slick of precum coating my tongue. I licked the slit. More leaked out. A bead of clear fluid that stretched between his cock and my tongue when I pulled back. I licked it off my lips.

"Mmmmh—"

I took him in my mouth.

My jaw stretched. Immediately. The head alone filled my mouth — pushed my cheeks out, pressed my tongue flat, scraped against my teeth on both sides. I couldn't help the teeth. Mark was thin enough that my teeth never touched him. I could blow Mark with my mouth half-closed. This — my jaw was cranked open as wide as it would go and my teeth were still dragging along the shaft and he hissed through his teeth and I panicked and tried to open wider and my eyes watered.

"Mmph — mmph — mmph—"

I took more. Inch by inch. My lips stretching around the shaft. The ridges passing over my tongue — every vein, every bump. I could feel the foreskin sliding under my lips. The taste filling my mouth — dark, salty, the tang of precum pooling on the flat of my tongue. I swallowed around him and he groaned. Low. Deep. From his chest. The sound went through his cock and I felt it vibrate against my tongue.

I pulled back. A string of spit connecting my lip to his head. I stroked him — both hands now, one above the other, and there was still shaft above my top hand. Mark's entire dick fit inside my fist. I could close my hand around it and the head barely poked out the top. This was two hands and extra.

I dove back in. Sloppy this time. My spit was everywhere — running down his shaft, dripping off his balls, pooling in my palms. I was making sounds with every bob — wet, choking, gagging sounds mixed with moans that I could hear bouncing off the hallway walls. My mascara was running. I could feel it — hot streaks down my cheeks. My lipstick was smeared on his shaft. A pink ring halfway down that marked how far I'd gotten.

I tried to go deeper. My throat closed. I gagged. My eyes flooded. I pulled off, gasped, spit hanging from my chin, and went back in before I could think about it. Deeper this time. Past the gag. My throat stretching around the head and I made a sound — a wet, gurgling, choking sound that Mark had never heard come out of his wife's mouth because Mark had never given her anything worth choking on.

"God damn," Damon said. Quiet. His hand tightening in my hair. Not pushing. Gripping. "God damn, girl."

I looked up at him.

From my knees. My mouth stretched around his cock. My eyes streaming. Spit on my chin. Mascara in black streaks down my cheeks. Blonde hair stuck to my wet face. Looking up at a Black man standing over me in my hallway while I sucked his cock on the floor my husband paid for.

The visual hit me from the outside. Like I was watching it from across the room. A white woman on her knees. Blonde. Blue eyes. Wedding ring on the hand wrapped around a thick, dark shaft. A pale face pressed against a Black cock. White fingers that couldn't close around dark flesh. The image was pornographic. The kind of thing I'd accidentally clicked on once, years ago — late at night, Mark asleep, my phone screen turned away from him, scrolling past something with a title I'd never say out loud. A white wife. A Black man. I'd watched for twelve seconds and closed the browser and deleted my history and pressed my face into the pillow and told myself I was disgusting.

I was living it now. I was the white wife. On her knees. Looking up at the Black man with her mouth full of his cock and her wedding ring catching the light with every stroke. And I didn't feel disgusting. I felt like I was exactly where I was supposed to be.

His dark eyes looked down at me. Steady. Calm. But something behind them — something hot and satisfied and possessive. He was looking at a married white woman on her knees for him and he liked what he saw. His hand tightened in my hair. His thumb stroked my temple. Almost gentle. The contrast — his big dark hand cradling my small pale head while his cock pushed into my mouth — made my pussy clench so hard I whimpered around him.

"Look at you," he said. Low. Almost to himself. Like he wasn't talking to me. Like he was just observing. Taking in the sight of Mark's wife with her mascara running and her lipstick smeared on his shaft and her blue eyes wet and looking up at him from the floor.

I held his gaze. Kept my eyes on his. Took him deeper. Felt my throat stretch. Felt my eyes flood. Kept looking. Didn't blink. I wanted him to see me. All of me. The mess. The spit. The tears. The ring. The blonde hair in his fist. I wanted him to remember what Mark's wife looked like on her knees.

He leaked onto my tongue. A slow pulse of precum that filled the flat of my mouth. Thick. Viscous. Nothing like Mark's — Mark's was thin and watery and barely there. This coated my tongue. Slid down my throat in a warm slick line. I swallowed. Tasted him. And I knew that taste was going to be in my mouth later tonight. At Moretti's. When Mark leaned across the table and gave me his dry little anniversary peck and I smiled and said "happy anniversary" with the taste of his boss's cock still on my tongue. Mark would never know. I would know. Every time he kissed me tonight I'd taste Damon and Mark would taste tiramisu and the distance between those two things was the distance between my marriage and whatever this was.

I sucked harder. My cheeks hollowing. My tongue working the underside — tracing the fat vein that ran from root to tip. My teeth scraped him again and he grunted and his hips twitched and I did it on purpose this time. Dragged my teeth along the shaft as I pulled back. Slow. Felt every ridge catch against my teeth. He grunted again. His hand fisted in my hair.

"Mmmmmh — mmph — unh—"

I was moaning around his cock. Whimpering. Making pathetic little sounds with my mouth stuffed full that vibrated through him and made him twitch on my tongue.

My thighs were clenched together. Squeezed tight. The thong was done — soaked through, heavy, the lace bunched and twisted between my legs. I could feel myself down there. Swollen. Hot. My pussy lips puffy and slick and pressed together and every time I bobbed on his cock my thighs shifted and I felt the wet slide of skin on skin between my legs. I was making a mess on the hardwood. A puddle. I could feel it under my knees — warm, slippery, my arousal dripping out of me and pooling on the floor. Mark's floor. The floor he'd be walking on in his socks later tonight not knowing his wife had been kneeling in a puddle of her own wetness while she sucked another man's cock on it.

My hips were rocking. Slow. Grinding forward and back on my heels. Not chasing anything — just moving. My body rolling with the rhythm of my mouth on his cock. Every time I took him deep my hips rocked forward. Every time I pulled back they rocked back. I was fucking the air. Sucking his cock and fucking the air and making wet sounds from both ends and the ache between my legs was so heavy and full that I wanted to reach down and touch myself but both my hands were on him. Both hands wrapped around his shaft and my mouth on the head and there was nothing left for me. I'd deal with it. I'd been dealing with it for eight years. The difference was that this time the ache was from wanting too much instead of feeling too little.

I pulled off. Gasped. Stroked him with both hands while I caught my breath. My face was a mess — mascara tracks, swollen lips, spit everywhere, his precum shining on my chin. I looked at what I was holding. Both hands wrapped around dark, veined flesh. My pale fingers. My wedding ring. His Black cock. The contrast was right there. White hands on dark skin. A gold band on a finger wrapped around a shaft that was thicker than my husband's wrist.

I pressed my face against it. Rubbed my cheek along the shaft. Felt the heat and the weight against my skin. My blonde hair falling forward against his hip. My blue eyes looking up at him. His hand on my head.

I kissed the head. Soft. My swollen lips on his swollen tip. A wet, gentle kiss. Then I opened my mouth and took him back in and his head fell back and his groan hit the ceiling and I closed my eyes and worked.


Chapter 14

He grabbed me.

No warning. No buildup. One second I was on my knees with his cock in my mouth and the next his hands were under my arms and I was off the ground. Lifted. My knees left the hardwood and my feet swung and my mouth came off him with a wet pop and I yelped — a sharp, high sound that bounced off the hallway walls. He had me in the air. Both hands gripping my ribcage. Holding me up like I was a bag of groceries. Like I weighed nothing. Like picking up a hundred and twenty-five pounds of woman was something he did between breaths.

"Damon — oh God — what are you—"

He didn't wait. He turned. Three steps. The living room. He tossed me onto the couch. Tossed. My back hit the leather cushions and I bounced — actually bounced — and my legs flew up and my arms went out and I was sprawled on the couch in my bra and thong and one stocking that had slid down to my ankle and the other one still clipped to the garter belt and I looked up at him standing over me and he was already pulling his shirt over his head.

I'd seen his arms. His forearms. I'd felt the muscle in his neck and his shoulders. But his chest — his shirt came off and his chest was a wall. Wide and flat and dark and carved. Pecs like slabs. Stomach ridged — not a six-pack, just thick, dense muscle under smooth dark skin. A line of hair running from his navel down into his open trousers. His shoulders were so wide they blocked the lamp behind him. He threw the shirt on the floor and stood there. Shirtless. His cock hanging heavy between his legs, slick with my spit. The veins catching the candlelight.

Mark hadn't taken his shirt off during sex in three years. He kept it on. A faded Braves t-shirt or a white undershirt — something to cover the softness he'd grown around his middle. He'd climb on top of me in the dark in a t-shirt and boxers and push the boxers down just enough and that was it. I'd never seen Mark stand over me shirtless and hard and looking at me like Damon was looking at me right now.

Like he was about to ruin me.

He grabbed my thong. The waistband. His fist closed around the lace — his fist crushing the lace against my hip — and he pulled.

"Oh God — that's—"

The lace ripped. A sharp tearing sound. The strap on the right side snapped first. Then the left. He yanked the ruined thong from between my legs and the lace dragged across my clit on the way out and I gasped and then it was gone. In his fist. A ball of torn black lace. He looked at it. Dropped it on the floor.

Two hundred and fourteen dollars. The thong was part of the set. I'd picked it because the lace was delicate and the cut was flattering and it made my ass look like something from a magazine and I'd imagined Mark's face when he saw it — imagined him actually looking at me for once, actually reacting, maybe even reaching for me with something that resembled urgency.

Mark wouldn't have ripped it. Mark would have asked me to take it off. Politely. "Can you — yeah, just — there you go." Mark treated my underwear like it belonged in a museum. Careful. Gentle. Respectful. Mark had never in eight years of marriage grabbed a piece of clothing off my body and torn it apart because he couldn't wait one more second to be inside me.

Damon didn't ask. Damon didn't wait. Damon looked at the lace between his hands and my body and decided the lace was in the way and destroyed it. And the sound I made when the fabric ripped — the sharp little cry that came out of my throat — wasn't anger. It wasn't protest.

It was the sound of a woman realizing her husband had never wanted her badly enough to break anything.

I was bare. Exposed. The bra still on — pushed down, my tits spilling over the cups — the garter belt still clipped to the one remaining stocking, but everything else gone. My pussy bare. Wet. Swollen. I could feel the air on me. The leather cool under my ass. My legs were together — instinct — and he reached down and pushed my knees apart. One hand on each knee. Spread me open on my own couch.

He looked. Right at it. Not at my face. Not at my tits. Between my legs. My pussy — pink, bare, drenched. The lips swollen and parted, puffy from the arousal that had been building since he'd walked through my front door. Wet. Visibly wet. Shining in the candlelight. Strings of it connecting my lips — thin, clear threads that stretched and broke when he pushed my knees wider. My inner thighs were slick. The crease where my thigh met my pelvis was glistening. The leather under my ass was already dark with it.

He looked at me the way he'd looked at me in the doorway — slow, deliberate — except now there was nothing left to imagine. He was seeing everything. Every fold. Every swollen inch of me. My clit poking out from the hood, pink and engorged, throbbing visibly. I could feel it throbbing. I could feel him seeing it throb.

Nobody had ever looked at me like this. Mark didn't look. Mark reached down in the dark and found the opening and pushed in and that was it. Lights off. Eyes closed. He'd never spread my legs and studied me. He'd never seen what I looked like turned on because he'd never turned me on enough for there to be something to see.

Damon was looking at my pussy like he was memorizing it.

"Soaking," he said. Low. A statement. His eyes still between my legs. "Soaking wet and I barely touched you."

My face was on fire. My ears burned. My chest flushed so deep the red spread down to my tits. He'd said it out loud. Called it out. Named it. I was lying on my couch with my legs spread by a man who wasn't my husband and he was looking at my pussy and telling me how wet I was and the worst part — the absolute worst part — was that he was right. He'd barely touched me. A hand on my breast. A thumb on my nipple. His fingers on my clit through my thong for thirty seconds. That was it. And I was soaking. I was drenched. I was lying in a puddle of my own arousal on the leather couch where Mark sat every night and I could feel it running down the crease of my ass pooling under me and there was no hiding it. No pretending. No faking. My body had put everything on display and he was looking at it and he knew exactly what it meant.

It meant I wanted him. It meant I'd wanted him since the doorway. It meant Mark's wife was spread open on Mark's couch dripping wet for Mark's boss and every inch of her body was begging for it.

"Please," I whispered. My voice was wrecked. Small. "Please."

He kneeled on the couch. Between my legs. His weight pushed the cushion down and I slid toward him — gravity pulling me into the dip his body made. His knees between mine. His cock resting against my thigh — heavy and hot and twitching. I could feel it pulsing against my skin.

He grabbed my hips. Both hands. His fingers wrapping around to my lower back, his thumbs pressing into the hollows beside my hip bones. He pulled me down the couch toward him. My back slid on the leather. My ass hit his thighs. And his cock was right there. The head pressing against me. Parting my lips. Not inside yet. Just there. Splitting me open with the tip. I was so wet I could feel myself coating him.

He pushed in.

The head went first. Thick and blunt and hot, spreading me open around him. My lips stretched. I felt it — the widening. My body being asked to make room for something it had never made room for before. Mark slid in and I barely registered it. A slight fullness. A feeling of something being there that could just as easily not be there. I'd lie under him and think about the grocery list while his cock moved inside me and feel nothing except the weight of him on my chest and the boredom of counting the minutes.

This was not that.

"AHHH — oh GOD — oh fuck—"

The head pushed past the entrance and the stretch hit me. Real stretch. My pussy widening around him — further than it had ever opened, further than Mark had ever asked it to open. I could feel my walls being pushed apart. Forced apart. Not painfully — I was so wet there was no friction, just slick, relentless pressure — but wide. So wide. My mouth fell open and my hands flew to the cushions on either side of me and I grabbed leather and held on.

He kept pushing. Not fast. One continuous stroke. Inch after inch sliding into me. I could feel every one. The ridges of his shaft dragging against my walls. The veins pressing into me — raised lines I could feel inside me the way I could feel them under my fingers when I'd been stroking him. More. More. Deeper. Fuller. My body opening and opening and accepting more of him than I thought I had room for.

"Oh fuck — oh FUCK — Damon — it's so — you're so—"

I couldn't finish the sentence. Every inch took a word out of my vocabulary. Half of him was inside me and I was already fuller than Mark had ever made me. More than half and I was gripping the couch so hard my knuckles were white. Three quarters and I was making sounds that weren't words — high, thin, broken whines leaking out of me with every inch he fed into my body.


Chapter 15

He bottomed out. His hips flush against mine. His entire cock inside me. All of it. Buried to the root. His pelvis pressed against my clit. His balls resting heavy against my ass. I felt it everywhere. In my stomach. In my ribs. Behind my belly button. A pressure so deep and so complete that my mouth opened and nothing came out. Just a silent scream. My eyes wide. Staring at the ceiling. Seeing nothing. My fingers clawing the leather. My toes curling so hard the remaining stocking tore.

I was full. Completely, utterly, impossibly full. Stuffed. His cock was touching places inside me that had never been touched. Pressing against walls that had never felt pressure. I could feel the head of him deep in my stomach — a blunt, heavy presence sitting behind my belly button. I could feel my pussy stretched tight around the base of his shaft — gripping, pulsing, adjusting to a girth that it had never had to accommodate. Eight years of Mark's five inches and now this. My body didn't know what to do with it. My brain didn't know what to do with it. I just lay there. Pinned to the couch. Impaled. Full of another man's cock for the first time in my life and feeling every single inch of the difference.

Mark had never been deep enough to make me silent. Mark had never been deep enough to make me anything.

"God damn," Damon said. Low. Looking down at where his cock disappeared inside me.

He pulled back. Slow. On purpose. I felt every inch leaving me — the drag, the ridges, the veins scraping my walls. My pussy gripped him. Clung to him. My walls squeezing tight around his shaft, trying to hold him in, trying to keep him, and my body made a sound.

Wet. Loud. Obscene.

A thick, slick squelch that filled the quiet living room. The sound of a soaking pussy losing a cock it didn't want to let go of. It echoed. Off the walls. Off the ceiling. Past the wedding photos. Into the kitchen. If anyone was standing on the porch — if the door had been closed, if the windows had been shut — they still would have heard it. That's how wet I was. That's how loud it was. My pussy making sounds I didn't know a body could make.

My face was on fire. My ears were burning. I wanted to disappear. I was lying on my couch with my legs spread and my husband's boss pulling his cock out of me inch by inch and my body was making porno sounds and I couldn't stop it. Every inch he withdrew made another squelch. Another wet, sucking noise. My pussy gripping and releasing, gripping and releasing, and each grip made a sound and each release made a sound and the quiet living room — the candles, the playlist, Frank Sinatra singing about something gentle — was full of the sound of how wet Brooke Callahan was for a man who wasn't her husband.

He paused with just the head inside me. Held there. Looked down. I could see his cock — the shaft slick and shining with my arousal, glistening in the candlelight. Dark, wet skin. Coated. Dripping. My wetness running down his shaft to his balls. He looked at it. Then at me. Then back at it.

He slid back in. Slow. And pulled out again. Slow. Watching. Listening. Doing it on purpose. Fucking me at a pace designed to make the maximum amount of noise. Each stroke a long, wet, deliberate pull that filled the room with the sound of what I was.

"Soaking," he said again. Almost to himself.

Then he slammed back in.

"MMPH—"

The couch lurched. Slid an inch on the hardwood. The wedding photos on the end table rattled. His hands on my hips pulled me into the thrust and the impact was so hard my tits bounced and my teeth clacked together. He did it again. And again. Setting a rhythm. Hard. Deep. Steady. Each thrust pushing the couch, rattling the photos, bouncing my breasts.

My wedding ring was clinking against the leather armrest. I could hear it. A tiny metal sound. Tap. Tap. Tap. Keeping time with his strokes. My ring. On his rhythm. In our living room. Under our wedding photos.

His hand left my hip. Swung down. Cracked against my ass. The sound — skin on skin, sharp, loud — echoed off the walls. I yelped. My pussy clenched around him. He felt it.

"Yeah?" Low. Almost smiling. "You like that?"

He smacked me again. Harder. My right cheek. The sting spreading like heat from the center of impact outward, blooming. My eyes flooded. Tears spilling over. Running down my temples into my hair. Not pain. Not really. Shame. Humiliation. His handprint on my bare ass while he fucked me on the couch where Mark and I watched Netflix every Thursday. The couch where Mark sat with his laptop on his belly and his reading glasses slipping down his nose and his beer getting warm because he forgot about it. The couch where Mark fell asleep every Sunday during football and I'd cover him with a blanket and clean up his chip crumbs and wonder when we'd stopped being people who touched each other.

"HARDER — please — oh God — harder—"

The words came out wet. Through tears. My mascara running. My mouth open. I was crying and moaning and begging all at the same time and the sounds were tangled together and I couldn't sort them out. Shame and pleasure and need all in one ugly noise leaking out of me while my husband's boss fucked me on my husband's couch and slapped my ass and the wedding ring tapped and the playlist played and I was everything I'd never been for Mark.

Loud. Desperate. Alive.

When was the last time Mark had touched me like he meant it? Like he wanted me so badly his hands shook? Like my body was something worth grabbing and pulling and slapping and using? I lay in that bed every Saturday night and waited for him to reach for me and he'd roll over and put his hand on my hip — soft, tentative, apologetic, like he was asking permission to touch his own wife — and I'd say "okay" and he'd climb on and it was three minutes of nothing and a grunt and a "sorry" and the mattress shifting as he rolled away.

Damon wasn't asking permission. Damon wasn't sorry. Damon was slamming into me so hard the couch was moving across the floor and my skull was pressing into the armrest and his hand was on my throat — not squeezing, just resting, his palm over my windpipe, his thumb on my pulse — and he was looking down at me with those dark eyes and he was giving me what eight years of marriage had never given me.

Something to scream about.

I came. Hard. Fast. My back arched off the leather and my thighs clamped around his waist and my hands grabbed his wrist — the one on my throat — and held it there. Held him there. My body seizing. My pussy clenching around him in pulses so hard I could feel them in my jaw. My mouth open. The scream coming out broken. Shattered. In pieces.

"AHH — AHH — AHHHHH — DAMON — FUCK — AHHHHHHH—"

The couch had slid a foot from the wall. The lamp on the end table was wobbling. The wedding ring was still tapping. I was cumming so hard my vision blurred and my legs were shaking and I bit my own hand and tasted the teeth marks I'd left there.

A wedding photo fell off the end table. I heard it — the frame hitting the hardwood. The glass didn't break. It just landed. Face-down. Me and Mark on the beach in Turks and Caicos. Year one. His arm around my waist. My head on his shoulder. Both of us smiling at nothing because we were twenty-six and married and thought that was enough. That photo had been on that table for eight years and it fell face-down while another man's cock was inside me and neither of us reached down to pick it up.

I'd never cum like this. Not with Mark. Not alone. Not ever. Not once in my life had my body done what it was doing right now — clenching and shaking and screaming and falling apart at the same time. Mark made me cum once. Maybe. Year two. In the shower. I'd had to finish myself with my hand while he shampooed his hair and asked if we needed more paper towels. That was the high point. That was the best it ever got.

This wasn't the best it ever got. This was the first one. And his hips hadn't stopped.

He didn't stop.


Chapter 16

His hips kept going. Same rhythm. Same depth. My orgasm was still rolling through me — aftershocks pulsing in my thighs, my stomach, my pussy clenching and unclenching around him — and he didn't slow down. Didn't pause. Didn't check if I was okay. Mark always stopped. Mark would feel me tense and freeze and say "did you — was that — are you good?" and by the time he'd finished asking the orgasm was dead and I was lying there staring at the ceiling saying "yeah, that was great" in a voice that meant nothing.

Damon fucked me through it. Fucked me past it. Kept pounding into the oversensitive, swollen, throbbing mess between my legs until the aftershocks became something new. Something building again.

His hand cracked across my ass. Left cheek this time. The sound ricocheted off the living room walls. I screamed. My body jolted. My pussy clamped.

"Look at you," he said.

He was looking down at me. His pace hadn't changed. Steady. Brutal. His dark chest slick with sweat, the muscle shifting under his skin with every thrust. His eyes moving over my body — the wrecked bra, the ruined mascara, the tears, the spit, the sweat, my tits bouncing with every stroke.

"All dressed up." Another thrust. Hard. The couch lurched. "In that pretty little outfit." Another. "Hair done." Another. "Makeup done." Another. "Candles lit." His hand smacked my ass again and I yelped and grabbed the armrest. "All of this—" he gripped my hip and pulled me down onto him so hard my teeth rattled "—for your husband."

"Yes — it was for — it was for Mark — sir — Mr. Price — ahhhh—"

"But Mark ain't here."

"No — no he's not — mmph—"

"Mark's in a meeting." He leaned down. His face close to mine. His breath hot. His eyes boring into me. "And his pretty white wife is on her back getting fucked on his couch."

"Unh — unh — unh—"

"All this." He pulled back and slammed in and I screamed. "The lace." Slam. "The stockings." Slam. "The perfume." Slam. "All for him." Slam. "And I got it."

"I bought it for him — I swear — it was for my husband — FUCK — oh God — please—"

"I know it was." His voice dropped. Quieter. Darker. "That's what makes it good."

He sat up. Grabbed both my hips. Pulled me down the couch until my ass was hanging off the edge and he was standing between my legs. New angle. Deeper. He drove in and hit something inside me that made my vision spark white at the edges.

"AHHH — oh GOD—"

"He can't fuck you right." He slapped my left ass cheek. Hard. "Can't make you wet." Right cheek. Harder. "Can't make you scream." Both hands gripping my hips, pulling me onto him. "So you opened that door for me."

"I didn't know it was you — I thought — I thought he forgot his key—"

"But you didn't close the door."

I didn't have an answer. He was right. I'd stood there. In the doorway. In the light. I'd let him look. I'd let him in. I'd said "come in" and I'd said "don't stop" and now I was on my back on the couch with my legs wrapped around him and his cock stretching me and his handprints burning on my ass and he was right about all of it.

"No," I whispered. "I didn't close the door."

"Nah." He smacked my ass again. I whimpered. A small, wet, pathetic sound. "You didn't."

His pace picked up. Faster now. The couch sliding across the floor. The leather squeaking under my sweaty back. My tits bouncing hard — up and down, slapping against each other, the bra useless, pushed under them like a shelf. The sound of him fucking me was obscene. Wet. Loud. A slick, rhythmic slapping that filled the living room and mixed with Sinatra still crooning from the speaker on the shelf.

"Say it." He grabbed my chin. Turned my face to his. "Tell me what you are."

"I'm — I'm—"

"Tell me."

"I'm a — mmph — I'm a whore — oh God — I'm a whore—"

"Whose whore?"

"Yours — yours — Mr. Price — sir — I'm your whore — FUCK—"


Chapter 17

His hand left my chin and cracked across my ass so hard the sting brought fresh tears. I was crying openly now. Tears streaming. Snot. My mascara in black rivers down both cheeks. My mouth open. Drooling. I looked wrecked. I felt wrecked. I was being called a whore in my own living room by a man who signed my husband's paychecks and I was agreeing with him and pushing back onto his cock and begging for more.

"Please — harder — don't stop — please Mr. Price — HARDER—"

"Your husband know you sound like this?" Another slap. My ass was burning. Both cheeks. Red turning to purple. I could feel the welts forming under his handprints. "He know his wife screams like this?"

"He doesn't — Mark doesn't — he's never heard me — ahhhh—"

"Because he's never fucked you."

"No — no he hasn't — not like this — not ever like this—"

"Nah." He was gripping my hips again. Both hands. Yanking me back onto every thrust. The slap of his hips against my ass was rhythmic. Steady. He grunted. Low. "And you love it."

I was. God help me, I was. Every word out of his mouth made my pussy clench. Every insult. Every truth. The shame was fuel. It pooled in my stomach and burned and the burn fed the thing that was building between my legs. I could feel it — the second orgasm, heavier than the first, slower, like a wave pulling back before it crashed.

"You gonna cum again?" He could feel it. My walls tightening. My thighs shaking. He smacked my ass. "Go ahead. Let me feel it."

"I'm — I'm gonna — oh God — oh God oh God oh God—"

It hit. Harder than the first. My body locked — every muscle, every tendon, rigid — and then released all at once. My back arched so hard only my shoulders and my heels were touching the couch. My mouth was open but the scream was silent for two full seconds before the sound caught up and it tore out of me and I heard it echo off the walls and the ceiling and the windows.

"AHHHHHHHHHH — FUCK — DAMON — FUCK FUCK FUCK—"

I was gushing. I felt it — a hot, wet rush that wasn't cum, wasn't pee, was something my body had never done before. It sprayed across his stomach. Across the couch cushion. I could hear it — a wet splatter on leather. I was squirting on my couch. On the couch where Mark ate Doritos and watched the Braves lose. My juices running down the leather, pooling in the crack between the cushions, soaking into the fabric underneath.

I was making sounds. Animal sounds. Grunting. Squealing. Humming against my own clenched teeth. My body shaking and twitching and clenching around him and I sounded — I sounded like a pig. Like a rutting, squealing, mindless pig cumming on a cock that wasn't her husband's. And some small, horrified part of my brain registered that thought and filed it away and the rest of my brain didn't care.

He pulled out.

I gasped. The emptiness was sudden. Brutal. My pussy clenched around nothing. I was still twitching. Still leaking. My legs wide open. The couch cushion dark and wet beneath me. I couldn't move. My arms were numb. My legs were jelly. I was a puddle of sweat and tears and mascara and cum on my own sofa.

He wasn't done.

I could see it. He was standing over me. His cock was still hard. Still slick. Still thick and dark and twitching. He hadn't cum. Hadn't even come close. I'd cum twice — screaming, squirting, pig noises — and he was standing there with his cock swinging and his breathing barely elevated and he wasn't done.

Mark came in two minutes. Mark came before I'd figured out if I was enjoying myself. Mark came with a grunt and a "sorry" and that was it. Damon had fucked me through two orgasms and he hadn't broken a sweat and he was looking at me like we were just getting started.

I tried to move. My legs slipped. Sweat and slick on leather. My body slid off the couch — slow, boneless, melting off the edge. My knees hit the floor. My chest on the cushion. I was half on, half off, too fucked out to hold myself up.

His hand was in my hair.

He gripped. Fistful of blonde. My scalp screaming. He pulled me up off the couch and I stumbled — my heels were gone, my feet bare on the hardwood, my legs not working right. He walked me. His hand in my hair, my body trailing behind him like a ragdoll, my bare feet slapping the floor, my hands grabbing at his wrist not to pull him off but to steady myself. Through the living room. Past the wedding photos. Past the candles. Past the playlist speaker where Sinatra was singing about old New York.

Into the kitchen.

He bent me over the counter. Face-first. My cheek hitting cold marble. My tits smashing flat against the stone. My hands sliding across the surface, knocking over the salt shaker, sending a dish towel to the floor. My bare ass in the air. His hand still in my hair. Pinning my face to the counter where I made Mark's coffee every morning.

I could see the wine glasses. The good ones. The ones from the wedding. Still sitting there. Still waiting for the anniversary toast that was never going to happen.

His cock pressed against me from behind.


Chapter 18

He pushed in from behind and my fingers clawed at the marble and found nothing.

Smooth stone. Cold. My nails scraped across the surface and slipped and scraped again. No grip. Nothing to hold. My cheek pressed flat to the counter. My tits crushed against the marble — the cold shocking against my hot skin, my nipples hard and raw and aching against the stone.

I could feel him behind me. His thighs against the backs of mine. His hand on my hip. His cock — hard, heavy, wet — resting in the crack of my ass. Not pushing in. Just resting there. The heat of it against my skin. The weight. I could feel my own slickness on him. My cum from the couch. My cum from the second orgasm. Everything that had been running down my thighs for the last hour coating his shaft and making him slick and hot against me.

"Damon — please—"

He shifted. His hips tilted. The head of his cock dragged down — slow, deliberate — sliding through the mess between my legs. Down the crack of my ass. Along my perineum. Through the soaked, swollen folds of my pussy. I could feel every ridge of him dragging across my lips. The thick uncut head parting me. Not entering. Just sliding. Dragging through the wet. A slow, slick path from top to bottom and back up again. Coating himself.

"Mmph — oh God — just put it in — please—"

He dragged down again. Slower. The head catching on my entrance — pressing, spreading my lips around the tip, stretching me just enough that I could feel the opening give — and then sliding past. Down. Away. My pussy clenched around nothing. My hips pushed back. Trying to catch him. Trying to angle myself so he'd slip inside. He pulled back. Did it again. The head parting my lips. Pressing. My body opening for him. And then gone.

"Please — Damon — I need — PLEASE—"

I was dripping on his cock. I could hear it. The wet, thick sound of him sliding through me. Not inside me — through me. Along the outside. My pussy was so swollen and so wet that the sound of his shaft dragging through my folds was filling the kitchen. A slick, obscene, squelching sound that echoed off the marble and the tile and the stainless steel. The sound of a woman who'd already cum twice and was soaking wet and desperate and being teased on her own kitchen counter.

The counter was wet. Under me. My juices had been running since the couch — since before the couch — and now they were pooling on the marble beneath my hips. I could feel the puddle spreading under my stomach. Warm. Slick. The marble that I wiped down every morning with Clorox was glazed with my cum and his cum and the mess of everything we'd done on the couch.

He notched the head against my entrance. Held it there. Pressing. Not pushing. Just enough pressure that my lips spread around the tip and I could feel the thick, blunt head stretching me open. My body remembered. Two orgasms ago he'd been inside me and my pussy remembered the stretch and it was already opening for him. Trying to pull him in. The muscles clenching and releasing, clenching and releasing, gripping at the tip of his cock like they were trying to swallow it.

"Oh God — oh God — put it in — I can't—"

He pushed. Slow. The head popped past the ring of muscle and sank into me and my mouth opened and nothing came out. Just air. A silent scream. My eyes went wide. My fingers spread flat on the marble. He kept pushing. Inch by inch. I could feel every ridge of him. Every vein. The shaft stretching my walls apart as he fed himself into me. Thicker than the first time. Thicker than the second. My pussy had been used twice tonight and it was swollen and tender and oversensitive and feeling every single millimeter of him.

Halfway in. I gasped. My face grinding into the marble. He was bigger from this angle. Deeper. The counter had my hips tilted and my back arched and he was hitting places the couch hadn't reached. Pressing against the front wall of me. Against that spot. The one Mark didn't know existed because Mark had never been deep enough or hard enough or long enough to find it.

He bottomed out. His hips flush against my ass. His cock buried to the root. I felt the pressure in my stomach. Full. Stuffed. Every inch of him crammed inside me from behind. My pussy stretched so tight around his shaft that I could feel my own heartbeat pulsing against him. Could feel his heartbeat pulsing back. Two pulses. Out of sync. His slow. Mine hammering.

I screamed into the countertop and the sound bounced off the tile backsplash and came back at me.

"AHHH — oh fuck — oh FUCK—"

His hand was still in my hair. Fistful of blonde. He pulled my head back — my neck arching, my chin lifting off the marble, my spine curving. The pull sent sparks across my scalp. Sharp. Hot. My eyes watered. He held me there. Bent over his employee's kitchen counter with my back arched and my face aimed at the ceiling and his cock buried inside me from behind.

"Mmph — mmph — sir — Mr. Price—"

He let my head drop. My cheek slapped the marble. He pulled back. Slammed in. The impact drove my hips into the counter's edge — the marble lip biting into my pelvis, a line of pain that mixed with the fullness and became something my brain couldn't sort. He did it again. My feet left the floor. Both of them. Just hanging. My toes pointing at the tile. My weight on the counter and on his cock and on nothing else. I was pinned between cold stone and hot skin and I couldn't move.

He started fucking me. Real fucking. Not the teasing. Not the slow entry. Hard, deep, full-length strokes that pulled his cock almost all the way out and drove it back in to the root. Every thrust shoved my hips into the counter's edge and I could feel the marble lip cutting a line across my pelvis that would bruise by morning. Every thrust drove the air out of my lungs in a short, punched-out grunt. Every thrust made the wet sound louder.

Because it was wet. So wet. The sound of his cock inside me was filling the kitchen — a thick, sloppy, squelching noise that bounced off the marble and the tile and the stainless steel appliances and came back multiplied. My pussy had been leaking since the couch. Two orgasms. A squirt that had soaked the leather. And then he'd dragged me through the living room by my hair and bent me over this counter and everything that had been running down my thighs was now on his cock and inside me and being fucked back and forth with every stroke. The sound was obscene. Loud. Rhythmic. A wet slap on every in-stroke and a slick drag on every out-stroke and in between the dripping — a steady patter of my juices dripping off his balls and hitting the kitchen tile below us.

"Unh — unh — unh — oh God — mmph—"

I could hear it. Every sound. The squelch of his cock. The slap of his hips against my ass. The patter on the tile. The creak of the counter under my weight. The clink of the wine glasses vibrating on the marble every time he bottomed out. And underneath all of it — underneath the sex sounds and the moaning and the creaking — the playlist. Still going. Something with a saxophone. Smooth and low and completely wrong for what was happening in this kitchen. Music I'd picked for my anniversary dinner playing while my husband's boss fucked me bent over the counter where I'd set out the good plates four hours ago.

The plates were still there. At the other end of the counter. The white ones with the gold rim that we'd gotten for our wedding. Two place settings. Two wine glasses — one shattered on the floor from when he'd bent me over, the crystal in pieces by the fridge. One still standing. Trembling with every thrust. Vibrating across the marble in tiny increments. Two cloth napkins. Folded into triangles. The way the YouTube video had taught me. I'd watched a tutorial on napkin folding for my anniversary dinner. I'd spent twenty minutes getting the creases right. And now I was three feet away from those napkins getting railed from behind by a man whose cum was going to be inside me when I sat down at those place settings with my husband.

If we even made it to dinner. If Mark even came home. If any of this was real.

His cock hit deep and I yelped and my hand shot out and grabbed the edge of the counter and my wedding ring clinked against the marble. The same sound it had made on the couch armrest. The thin gold band tapping on stone. I stared at it. My left hand. The ring. His dark shaft appearing and disappearing between my pale thighs. The contrast. Dark cock. White thighs. Gold ring. Every stroke pulling my lips with him — stretched tight around his shaft, gripping, dragging along the veins. I could see it if I looked down past my elbow. Could see the mess. My pussy lips swollen and pink and stretched around something thick and dark and nothing like my husband.

The counter under my stomach was soaked. A puddle had formed — my sweat, my juices, the cum that had been leaking since the couch, all of it pooling on the white marble in a wet smear that my cheek was sliding through every time he thrust. I was lying in it. My tits were sliding through it. The marble that had been cold was warm now — body heat and fluids and friction turning my kitchen counter into something I'd have to bleach before Mark got home.


Chapter 19

Mark.

He was in a meeting. Right now. Sitting in a conference room under fluorescent lights going through quarterly numbers on a spreadsheet. Probably checking his phone. Probably thinking about Moretti's. About the reservation. About what wine to order. About whether I'd like the flowers. He was thinking about our anniversary and his wife was bent over the counter with his boss's cock stretching her out and the wet sounds of it would have been audible from the living room if anyone had been there to hear.

Nobody was there to hear. Just me and Damon and the saxophone and the wine glasses trembling and the steady drip drip drip on the kitchen tile.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair. Yanked my head up off the marble. A string of spit connected my lips to the wet stone. I watched it stretch and break. He pulled harder. My back arching. My tits lifting off the counter — the wet marble releasing my skin with a peeling sound, like tape. My nipples hitting the cool air. Hard. Aching. Raw from the couch. His other hand was on my hip. Dark fingers on pale skin. Pulling me back into every thrust. Using my body. Using my husband's wife on my husband's counter while my husband sat in traffic or a meeting or wherever the fuck he was being useless.

"Mmph — sir — harder — Mr. Price — HARDER—"

I was calling him sir. I was calling him Mr. Price. On my own kitchen counter. The counter Mark had picked out. Calcutta marble. He'd spent three weekends comparing samples. Drove to four different showrooms. Made a spreadsheet. Mark made a spreadsheet about countertops and I was bent over his selection getting fucked by his boss and calling the man sir while my wedding ring tapped against the stone.

His hand cracked across my ass.

"UNH—"

The sting layered on top of the welts from the couch. Fresh fire on bruised skin. I could feel the handprints from before — tender, swollen, hot — and his palm landed right on top of them and the pain bloomed so sharp my eyes went white for a second. Then the pain faded and what replaced it was heat. Deep, spreading heat that radiated from my ass through my hips into my pussy and made me clench around him.

He smacked me again. Same cheek. I yelped. Again. I screamed. Again. I sobbed. Four slaps in a row and each one harder than the last and my ass was on fire. Burning. The skin raised and tender and I could feel every individual finger mark swelling under the surface. Tomorrow these would be bruises. Dark purple welts the shape of his hand. I'd see them in the bathroom mirror and I'd have to hide them from Mark. I'd have to change in the closet. Sleep in pants.

I wanted more.

"Harder — please — hit me harder—"

He obliged. His palm connected with my left cheek and the crack was so loud it sounded like a gunshot in the kitchen. I screamed. My body convulsed. My fingers scraped the marble again — nails dragging, slipping, finding nothing — and a sob tore out of my chest. Tears were pouring down my face. Running across the marble. Pooling under my cheek. My mascara in black streaks on the white stone. I was crying. Really crying. Ugly crying. Snot and tears and spit on the counter where I chopped vegetables and opened mail and packed Mark's lunch.

I was crying and I didn't want him to stop.

That's what broke me. Not the slapping. Not the cock. Not the counter or the kitchen or the fact that the front door was still unlocked. It was the crying. The fact that I was sobbing — really sobbing, chest heaving, snot bubbling, mascara in black rivers on white marble — and underneath all of it, through all of it, the only thought in my head was don't stop. Please don't stop.

Mark had never made me cry during sex. Not from pain. Not from pleasure. Not from anything. Mark had never made me feel enough to cry. Eight years of Saturday nights and the strongest emotion I'd ever felt in bed with my husband was mild disappointment. A quiet, familiar nothing. Like eating the same sandwich every day for lunch. You don't hate it. You just stop tasting it.

This wasn't that. This was every nerve ending in my body firing at once. Pain and pleasure slamming into each other so hard I couldn't tell them apart. His handprints burning on my ass and his cock filling me from behind and my face wet on the counter where I'd stood this morning packing Mark's turkey sandwich — mustard, no mayo, the way he liked it, the way he always liked it, the way everything with Mark was always exactly the same.

I'd packed his lunch on this counter. Wiped it down with Clorox. Stacked his mail in a neat pile by the fruit bowl. Made his coffee. Signed the Christmas cards. This counter was eight years of a marriage that ran on routine and obligation and habit. And I was bent over it crying while another man beat my ass raw and I was begging for more.

The tears kept coming. Hot. Thick. Running across the marble and pooling under my cheek. I could see my own reflection in the wet stone — blurred, distorted, mascara-streaked. A woman I didn't recognize. A woman who got hit during sex and said harder. A woman who was crying on her husband's kitchen counter and the tears had nothing to do with sadness.

I wasn't sad. Wasn't sorry. Wasn't ashamed — not right now, not with his cock inside me, not with the handprints throbbing on my skin. Right now, bent over this counter with tears running into my open mouth and his hips slamming into me from behind, I felt more than I'd felt in eight years combined. The pain was more. The pleasure was more. The tears were more. Everything was more. Mark had given me eight years of less and I hadn't even known it until right now.

He grabbed my hair again. Yanked my head back. His mouth was at my ear. His breath hot. His hips still moving — steady, relentless, that rhythm that never broke, never slowed, never stuttered.

"No condom," he said.

Two words. Low. Calm. My stomach dropped. My pussy clenched. Both at the same time.

"I know," I whispered.

"You on anything?"

I wasn't. I'd stopped the pill two years ago. Mark and I had been trying. Three years of trying. Fertility appointments. Ovulation kits. Scheduled sex on the right days at the right times in the right position. Three years and nothing. The doctor said everything was fine on my end. Mark never got tested. Mark said it was "probably stress" and changed the subject.

"No," I said. "I'm not on anything."

His hips didn't stop. His grip in my hair tightened. He pulled my head back further. My throat stretched. My back arching until I could feel the vertebrae stacking.


Chapter 20

"Then I'm gonna cum in you raw," he said. "And you're gonna take every drop."

"Damon — oh fuck — I could—"

"Could what?" His voice was even. Patient. He slammed into me and I screamed and lost my sentence. He waited. Slammed again. "Could what, Brooke?"

"I could get — pregnant — oh God — Damon — I could get pregnant—"

"I know."

He said it the same way he'd said "congratulations" at the door. Knowing. The same calm. The same weight. He knew I could get pregnant. He knew I wasn't on anything. He knew my husband had been trying for three years and failing. And his cock was bare inside me and his balls were slapping against my clit with every thrust and he was going to cum in me and he didn't care.

"Oh God — sir — my husband — we've been trying — three years—"

"Three years and he can't get it done?" Another thrust. Deep. I gasped. "Sounds about right."

My pussy clenched when he said it. Hard. An involuntary squeeze around his bare cock that I felt all the way up into my stomach. My body heard "three years and he can't get it done" and my body's response was to grip the man who could.

I noticed it. He noticed it.

"Yeah." Low. Almost amused. "That's what I thought."

He thrust again and I clenched again and this time I couldn't pretend it was involuntary. My pussy was gripping him. Pulling at him. The muscles I used during Pilates — the ones the instructor called my pelvic floor, the ones I'd squeezed around Mark's cock a thousand times trying to feel something, trying to make his five inches register — those muscles were wrapped around Damon's bare shaft and they were milking him. Rhythmic. Steady. Squeeze on the in-stroke. Release on the out. Squeeze. Release. My body was trying to pull his cum out of him.

My mouth was saying my husband's name. My pussy was sucking his boss's cock.

"Mark — oh God — Mark's going to — mmph—"

I said Mark's name and my hips pushed back into Damon's thrust. I said my husband and my pussy clenched around the cock that was going to breed me. Every word about Mark made my body want Damon more. It was the wrongness of it. The taboo. Every time I thought about my husband — sitting in his meeting, checking his phone, thinking about our anniversary — my pussy got wetter. Every time I pictured Mark's face — the soft jaw, the thinning hair, the khakis and the sensible shoes — my clit throbbed against the marble and my walls squeezed tighter around the thick, bare, dark shaft pumping in and out of me.

I was soaking him. I could feel it. The wetness getting worse with every breeding threat. Every time he mentioned Mark, every time he reminded me whose wife I was and whose cock I was taking and whose cum was about to be inside me — my body responded. Flooded. A fresh gush of slickness coating his shaft. Making the sounds wetter. Making the squelching louder. Making the drip on the kitchen tile faster.

"Three years," I heard myself say. Moaning it. Into the marble. "He tried for three years."

I was telling him. Feeding him the information. My husband's failure. My husband's inadequacy. The scheduled sex and the ovulation kits and the negative tests and the silent drives home from the fertility clinic — I was handing all of it to the man who was balls-deep inside me with no condom. Giving him the ammunition. Giving him Mark's shame.

"Unh — he wouldn't even — mmph — get tested — four times I asked — four times—"

Damon's cock twitched inside me. I felt it. A pulse. A throb. My words were turning him on. Mark's failure was turning him on. The thought of breeding his employee's wife — the wife his employee had been trying to knock up for three years and failing — was making his cock harder inside me. I could feel the difference. The shaft swelling. The head pressing against my cervix with more pressure. His balls slapping heavier against my clit.

And my body — my traitorous, desperate, soaking-wet body — responded to his arousal with more of its own. His cock got harder and my pussy got wetter and my hips pushed back harder and the cycle fed itself. His arousal fed mine. Mine fed his. A loop. A circuit. Getting hotter. Getting wetter. Getting tighter. My pussy clenching around him in rhythmic squeezes that matched his thrusts and I could feel my walls dragging along every vein and every ridge and I was holding him so tight that when he pulled back my lips stretched with him — gripping the shaft, refusing to let go, dragging along the skin until just the head was inside me and then he'd slam back in and the sound — God, the sound — a thick, sloppy, sucking noise that filled the kitchen.

I was wet because he was going to cum inside me. I was wet because my husband couldn't do it. I was wet because this was wrong — deeply, fundamentally, marriage-endingly wrong — and the wrongness was the fuel. My body didn't care about Mark. My body didn't care about three years of trying. My body had found the man who could fill it and it was gripping him and milking him and pulling him deeper with every thrust and the only thought left in my head — the only one, past the guilt and the shame and the please and the oh God — was give it to me.

He pulled my hair harder. My scalp burning. Tears running down my face, off my chin, onto the marble. His other hand found my hip. Gripped. Dark fingers pressing into pale flesh. He picked up the pace. Faster. Harder. The counter shaking. The surviving wine glass trembling. I could see it out of the corner of my eye — the crystal vibrating across the marble, inching toward the edge with every thrust. The other one was already shattered by the fridge. This was the last one. The wedding gift from Mark's parents. Vibrating its way toward the same fate.

"Three years." He was grunting now. Between words. His rhythm rougher. Less controlled. "Your husband been trying for three years." Slam. My body jolted forward. "And I'm about to do it on the first night."

"MMPH — oh God — oh God — Damon — please—"

I was just saying please. Over and over. Please. My hips pushing back into him. Meeting his thrusts. My back arching deeper. My pussy gripping him tighter with every stroke. Please. Please. The word had lost its meaning. It was just sound. Just breath shaped into a syllable that my mouth kept making while my body did what it wanted. The tears were still coming but they weren't sad tears and they weren't pain tears and they weren't shame tears anymore. They were the tears of a woman whose body was doing something her brain hadn't caught up to. The tears of muscles and nerves and skin overwhelmed past the point of control. Everything leaking. Eyes. Nose. Mouth. Between my legs. I was a faucet.

"Say it," he said. His hand leaving my hip. Cracking across my ass. Fresh sting on ruined skin. "Tell me what you want."

"I want — mmph — I want you to—"

"Louder."

"CUM IN ME — PLEASE — CUM INSIDE ME — I WANT IT—"


Chapter 21

The words ripped out of my throat and I heard them and I meant them. Every syllable. Three years of negative pregnancy tests. Three years of Mark climbing on top of me on schedule and finishing in under two minutes and rolling off and me lying there in the dark knowing it didn't work because it was never enough. Never deep enough. Never hard enough. Never long enough.

Damon was all the way inside me and I could feel him in places Mark didn't know existed.

"GIVE IT TO ME — PLEASE — ALL OF IT — I DON'T CARE — I DON'T CARE ANYMORE—"

His hand was in my hair and his cock was pounding me into the counter and I was screaming so loud the windows had to be carrying it into the yard. I could feel it building. My third. Tighter than the first two. Deeper. Starting in my toes — a current running up my calves, through my thighs, pooling in my pelvis like water behind a dam. My fingers scratched at the marble. Slipping. Clawing. Finding nothing. Helpless. Pinned to the counter by his weight and his cock and his hand in my hair and I couldn't grip and I couldn't push back and I couldn't do anything except take it.

"Damon — I'm — I'm gonna — PLEASE—"

His rhythm broke. For the first time all night. The steady, controlled, metronome pace stuttered. His hips snapped forward — fast, desperate, brutal. His hand in my hair yanked so hard my neck popped. His groan — low, deep, from somewhere in his chest that I hadn't heard before — filled the kitchen.

I came first. By a second. Maybe less. My body locked and the dam broke and I sprayed — a hot, violent gush that soaked his cock and his thighs and ran down the front of the cabinets below me. My scream was raw. Shredded. My throat tearing. My hands flat on the marble, fingers spread, pressing down on nothing, completely and utterly helpless while my body emptied itself around him.

"AHHHHHHHH — AHHHHHHHH — FUCK — AHHHHHHHHHHHH—"

Then he came.

I felt the first pulse. Deep. A hot, thick surge that I felt hit the back wall of me. My eyes flew open. My mouth opened wider. His hands — both of them, hair abandoned, gripping my hips now with both hands — pulled me back onto him and held me there. Pinned. Impaled. His cock buried to the root and pulsing.

The second pulse. Thicker. Hotter. I gasped. I could feel it spreading. Not like Mark's. Mark's cum was thin. Watery. A dribble that I barely registered. A teaspoon that leaked out before he'd finished pulling out. This was — this was heavy. Thick. Viscous. I could feel the weight of it. The heat of it. Coating my walls. Filling spaces that had never been filled.

Third pulse. Fourth. Fifth. He kept cumming. His body rigid behind me. His fingers digging into my hips so hard I'd have ten individual bruises tomorrow. His cock twitching inside me with every rope and I could feel each one — each hot, thick jet hitting me deep and pooling. Collecting. Filling me up.

"Oh God — oh God — I can feel it — Damon — oh my God—"

Sixth pulse. Seventh. He groaned through his teeth. A sound like pain. His hips pressed flush against my ass — not thrusting, just pushing, grinding, trying to get deeper even though there was nowhere left to go. His cum was pooling inside me. I could feel it. Heavy and hot and thick. Filling my womb. Swelling. Pressing against my cervix. Pressing against walls that had never held anything because Mark had never given them anything worth holding.

My fingers pressed flat against the marble. Splayed. Slipping in my own tears. I couldn't grip. Couldn't move. Couldn't do anything except lie there bent over the counter with my husband's boss's cock emptying inside me. Pulse after pulse after pulse. Thick. Boiling. Endless. Filling me up until I could feel the pressure in my stomach. Until I could feel it swelling inside my womb like something alive.

He stopped. His hips flush against me. His cock buried and still. His hands on my hips. His breathing behind me — heavier than before. The first time tonight it had cost him something.

Neither of us moved.

The kitchen was quiet. Just the playlist downstairs — something soft, something with a piano, I couldn't tell anymore — and our breathing. His and mine. His even. Mine ragged. Broken. My face on the marble. My tears cooling on the stone. His cock still inside me. Plugging everything in. I could feel it. All of it. Heavy. Hot. Sitting inside me. Filling me.

He'd cum inside me.

No condom. No pill. No plan B in the medicine cabinet. Nothing between his cum and my eggs except whatever God decided. Three years of ovulation kits and temperature charts and timed sex with Mark and not once — not a single time — had I felt anything like this. Mark would finish inside me and I'd lie there and feel nothing. A trickle. A warmth that faded before he'd pulled the covers up. I'd go to the bathroom and wipe and that was that. Another month. Another negative test. Another "probably stress" from a man who wouldn't get checked.

This wasn't a trickle. This was weight. Pressure. I could feel it pooling against my cervix. Could feel the heat spreading through my womb. Could feel my body doing something it had never done with Mark — holding it. Keeping it. The muscles I didn't know I had clenching around his cock, clenching around what he'd given me, refusing to let any of it go.

I might be pregnant.

The thought landed and I waited for the panic. For the horror. For the oh-God-what-have-I-done that should have hit me like a truck. I lay there on the marble with my husband's boss's cock and cum inside me and I waited for the fear to come.

It didn't.

What came instead was my hand. Moving on its own. Sliding off the marble. Reaching back behind me. Finding his thigh. His hip. Pulling him closer. Pulling him deeper. My fingers pressing into his skin, keeping him there, keeping him inside me, keeping the plug in.

"Don't pull out," I whispered. My voice wrecked. Barely there. "Not yet."

His hand moved from my hip to my lower back. Rested there. His palm warm. His thumb stroking one slow line across my spine. He didn't pull out.

I lay there. Bent over the counter. His cum inside me. My tears drying on the marble. The vanilla candles burning low. Mark's lunch bag hanging on the hook by the fridge. The grocery list on the fridge — eggs, milk, Mark's protein bars, the turkey he liked from the deli counter.

My husband's kitchen. My husband's boss. My husband's wife. Full of a man who wasn't my husband.


Chapter 22

He pulled out and I felt everything leave.

His cock first. The slow, thick drag of him withdrawing. Then his cum. Immediate. Heavy. A rush of hot, viscous fluid that poured out of me and ran down the inside of my thigh in a thick white line. I could feel it — the weight of it sliding down my skin, warm and slow, dripping off my knee onto the kitchen tile. More followed. A second stream down the other thigh. I was leaking like a broken pipe. His cum and my cum and sweat all mixing together and running down my legs and pooling on the floor between my bare feet.

I couldn't stand. I tried. My hands pushed against the marble and my arms shook and my knees buckled and I slid sideways off the counter and caught myself on the edge and stood there swaying. Naked. Wrecked. Cum on my thighs. Tears drying on my face. My hair matted to my neck. The bra still technically on — pushed down under my tits, the underwire digging into my ribs, serving no purpose except reminding me I'd been wearing it when this started.

"Upstairs," he said.

One word. He was behind me. I could hear him breathing. Heavier now than before — the counter had cost him something. He'd cum hard. I'd felt it. But his voice was still even. Still calm. Still Damon.

I walked. Tried to. My first step off the kitchen tile onto the hardwood and my knee buckled and I grabbed the counter's edge and held on. His cum ran down my inner thigh when I moved — a warm, thick line sliding past my knee and down my calf. I could feel it. Heavy. Slow. Dripping off my ankle onto the hardwood. A small wet sound in the quiet kitchen.

I took another step. Then another. Bare feet on polished wood. Mark had refinished these floors two summers ago. Spent a whole weekend on his hands and knees with a sander. Three coats of polyurethane. He'd been so proud. Made me take my shoes off at the door for a month. I was walking across them naked with another man's cum sliding down my legs and leaving wet footprints on his three coats of polyurethane.

The living room. I had to walk through it. Past the couch. I couldn't look at it and I couldn't not look at it. The cushion was dented where my body had been. The leather was wet — a dark stain on the arm where I'd gripped, another on the seat where I'd squirted. The throw pillow was on the floor. The blanket Mark's sister had knitted for us was bunched against the armrest. My wedding ring had been tapping on that armrest an hour ago. A lifetime ago.

The coffee table. The manila folder sitting on it. The reason he'd come. The whole reason. A folder. Mark left it at the office and his boss brought it over and now his boss's cum was dripping down my legs and I was walking through my own living room like a crime scene.

I could smell it. The room. The candles — vanilla, burning low, the wax pooled in puddles around the stubs. The wine — open on the counter behind me, the good bottle I'd picked for tonight. His cologne — fading but still there, still in the air, mixed with the sweat and the sex. The room smelled different than it had three hours ago. Three hours ago it smelled like an anniversary dinner. Now it smelled like what had happened on that couch.

The hallway. My feet on the hardwood. The wedding photos on the wall. I passed them one by one. The ceremony — me in white, Mark in a rented tux, both of us grinning. The reception — first dance, his hand on my waist, my veil over one shoulder. Turks and Caicos — honeymoon, year one, sunburn and rum punch and the only time Mark had ever fucked me twice in one day. I was walking past the record of my marriage with his boss's cum on my thighs and his handprints bruising on my ass and the taste of his cock still in the back of my throat.

The base of the stairs. I grabbed the banister. The wood smooth under my palm. My wedding ring clicked against it. I started climbing. One step at a time. My legs were rubber. Shaking. Every step took effort. Every step made more cum leak — I could feel it pulsing out of me with each movement, warm and thick, sliding down skin that was already slick. Dripping onto the stair runner.

Mark's mother had picked that runner. Cream colored with a green border. She'd spent three weekends choosing it. Dragged Mark to four carpet stores. Made him hold samples up to the paint swatches. It was the runner she'd wanted for her own house but couldn't afford, so she'd bought it for ours as a housewarming gift. She was so proud of it. Vacuumed it herself when she visited. Got on her hands and knees with the attachment and went step by step.

There was cum on it now. A drop on the third step. Another on the fifth. A smear on the sixth where my foot had slipped. I was marking the stairs with evidence. Every step another drop. A trail that anyone could follow from the kitchen to wherever I collapsed.

I made it halfway. Seven steps. My knees gave out. I went down — both knees hitting the carpet, my hands catching the stair above me, my chest dropping onto the runner. Face down. Ass up. Collapsed on the stairs of my own house with another man's cum leaking out of me.

I stayed there. Breathing. My forehead on the carpet. The runner was soft against my face — that expensive wool blend Mark's mother had been so proud of. I could feel the fibers against my cheek. Could feel the cum still leaking out of me. A slow, thick pulse with every heartbeat. Dripping down my inner thigh and soaking into the runner beneath my knees.

I looked down. Past my hanging tits — bruised, bitten, the nipples raw and dark and swollen — between my arms, down the stairs. I could see the trail I'd left. Wet spots on the cream carpet. Drops. Smears. Step after step of evidence. And below that, the hallway. The hardwood. The living room beyond it. The candle glow. The couch. From here I could see the whole path. Kitchen to hallway to stairs. Every surface we'd used. Every room we'd ruined.

Three hours ago I'd come down these stairs in lingerie and heels feeling sexy for the first time in months. I'd been nervous. Excited. My hands shaking as I lit the candles. My stomach fluttering as I poured the wine. All for Mark. Every bit of it. The lingerie and the candles and the playlist and the good plates — all for my husband. For our anniversary. For one night where maybe, just maybe, he'd look at me the way he used to.

Now I was face-down on the stairs. Naked. The lingerie destroyed — bra bunched under my tits, thong ripped apart on the living room floor, one stocking gone entirely, the other a wrinkled ring around my ankle still clipped to the garter belt. My hair was stuck to my face with sweat and tears. My mascara was in black smears on my cheeks. My knees were starting to burn from the carpet. My ass was welted. My tits were mauled. And between my legs — swollen, raw, gaping, leaking — three loads' worth of evidence that I'd let my husband's boss do things to me that my husband didn't know were possible.

I could hear him behind me. His footsteps on the stairs. Slow. Unhurried. Climbing. Not rushing. Not chasing. Just following. The way he'd done everything tonight. Patient. Steady. Like he knew I wasn't going anywhere.

He was right. I wasn't going anywhere.

He was right behind me. One step below. I felt his hand on my ass. Not slapping this time. Resting. His palm covering my right cheek — the one that was bruised and welted and burning. His thumb traced the crease where my ass met my thigh. Down. Along the wet skin. Through the cum dripping between my legs. His thumb slid through the slick and found the crack of my ass and pressed upward.

I flinched. "Damon — what are you—"

His thumb pressed against my asshole. Not inside. Just against it. The pad of his thumb flat against the tight ring of muscle. Warm. Firm. I felt every whorl of his thumbprint against the nerve endings there — nerve endings I didn't know I had, nerve endings that had never been touched by anything, ever, in thirty-four years of having a body.

He circled. Slow. Small circles. Using his own cum as lube — the thick, slippery fluid that was everywhere between my legs coating his thumb as he rubbed. The cum was warm. Slick. I could feel it being worked into my skin. Into the tight, puckered ring that was clenching and releasing under his touch. Clenching because my body didn't know what was happening. Releasing because some deeper part of my body did.

"Mmph — oh God—"

My face was in the carpet. My fingers were gripping the stair above me. My pussy was clenching around nothing — empty, open, his cum still leaking out of me in slow drips — and all of my attention was on his thumb. On the slow, patient circles he was drawing around my asshole. On the pressure. Gentle but firm. Not pushing in. Not yet. Just circling. Teaching the muscle. Warming it up. Getting it used to the idea of him being there.

Every circle sent a pulse through my body. A small, electric shock that started at his thumb and radiated inward — through the thin wall between my ass and my pussy, into my clit, up into my stomach. I could feel my clit throbbing with every pass of his thumb. Could feel my pussy clenching in time with the circles. My body was responding to something it had never felt before and it was responding by getting wetter. I could feel a fresh flood of slickness leaking out of me. Running down. Adding to the mess between my legs. Adding to the lube on his thumb.

"Damon — oh God — what are you — mmph—"


Chapter 23

I knew what he was doing. My brain knew. The question wasn't confusion. It was the sound my mouth made while my brain tried to process the fact that my husband's boss had his thumb on my asshole on the stairs of my house and my body was pushing back into it. My hips were moving. Tilting. Lifting my ass higher. Giving him a better angle. My body was offering itself to him. Presenting. Like an animal in heat. Face down, ass up, knees on two different steps, pushing my most private, most untouched, most off-limits part of my body against his thumb and wanting more.

Mark had never touched me there. In eight years of marriage his fingers had never gone past the standard route. Pussy. That was it. And barely that. Mark touched my pussy the way he parallel parked — cautious, hesitant, constantly checking if he was doing it wrong. He'd never so much as grazed my ass during sex. Probably didn't know it was an option. Probably thought it was something people did in porn and nowhere else. If I'd asked him to touch me there he would have made a face. Would have said "really?" with that tone. That careful, confused, slightly disgusted tone that he used whenever I suggested anything that wasn't missionary with the lights off.

Damon didn't ask if really. Damon's thumb pressed harder. The circle tightened. Smaller now. Focused. The tip of his thumb pressing against the center of the ring. Not circling anymore. Pushing. Steady pressure. My muscle resisting. Clenching. His thumb holding. Patient. Waiting for me to open.

I breathed out. Long. Shaky. And my body let go.

His thumb pushed in.

"AHHH—"

The sound that came out of me was something I'd never heard before. Not a scream. Not a moan. A gasp that started in my chest and turned into something else on the way out — a low, broken, guttural sound that vibrated in my throat and came out of my open mouth and soaked into the carpet under my face. My eyes went wide. My fingers clawed the stair. My toes curled.

Just the tip. Past the first knuckle. The ring of muscle clamped around him — tight, involuntary, every sphincter in my lower body seizing at once. My pussy clenched. My thighs locked. My stomach drew in. Everything below my waist tightened around the intrusion and I gasped into the carpet and held my breath.

It didn't hurt. I'd expected pain. I'd always assumed it would hurt — the few times I'd thought about it, late at night, alone, the thought always came with an automatic no because it would hurt. But Damon's thumb was slick with cum and my body was so loose from three hours of sex and the muscle had been warmed up by two minutes of patient circling and it didn't hurt. What it felt was full. A fullness I'd never experienced. Different from his cock in my pussy. Deeper somehow. More internal. Like I could feel him pressing against organs. Against the inside of my body in a way that pussy sex never reached. A pressure that registered in my stomach and my spine and the backs of my thighs all at the same time.

I exhaled. My body trembled. My ass unclenched — slowly, the muscle easing, accepting, stretching around the width of his thumb past the first knuckle. Adjusting. Learning. My nerve endings firing signals my brain had no category for. Not pain. Not pleasure. Something in between. Something new. Something that made my clit pulse and my pussy clench around nothing and my mouth hang open against the carpet.

His other hand found my breast. Reached under me. Grabbed my left tit — full palm, fingers sinking into the flesh, the weight of it filling his dark hand. He squeezed. Hard. Not gentle. Not testing. His fingers compressed the flesh until the skin between them turned white and I yelped into the carpet.

"Unh — unh — sir—"

His thumb pushed deeper. Second knuckle. I moaned. A long, low, broken sound that came from somewhere I didn't recognize. His hand on my breast squeezed harder. His fingers found my nipple — the raw, swollen, bitten-to-hell nipple that had been chewed on and sucked and scraped against marble — and he pinched it.

"MMPH—"

He rolled it between his thumb and finger. Pinching. Twisting. A sharp, bright pain that shot from my nipple down through my stomach directly to my clit. My hips bucked. My ass pushed back against his thumb. Deeper. I felt the muscle give — the tight ring stretching around his knuckle, opening, accepting him. His cum was leaking down around his thumb. Warm. Slippery. Making it easy.

"You like that?" Low. From behind me. His thumb moving now — slow thrusts, in and out, shallow. His other hand switching breasts. Right one. Same grip. Same crushing squeeze. Finding the nipple. Pinching. Twisting the other direction.

"AHHH — yes — oh God — yes—"

I was face-down on the stairs. Ass in the air. My husband's boss's thumb in my ass and his hand mauling my tits and I was pushing back onto him and moaning into the carpet and saying yes. My knees were on two different steps. The runner was rough under my skin. I could already feel the burn starting — the friction of carpet on bare kneecaps. I didn't care.

He worked a finger in alongside his thumb. My body stretched. I screamed into the carpet. Muffled. His finger and thumb inside me, spreading, opening me. His other hand twisting my nipple so hard I could feel the skin pulling away from my breast. The two sensations — the fullness in my ass and the sharp fire in my nipple — were connected. Wired together. Every twist sent a clench through my ass. Every thrust of his fingers sent a pulse to my clit.

"Damon — I'm — oh fuck — I'm gonna—"

"From this?" I could hear something in his voice. Surprise. The faintest edge of it. "Damn, girl."

I was. I was going to cum from his fingers in my ass and his hand on my breast and nothing inside my pussy and nothing on my clit. My body was clenching. Building. The pressure coiling low in my stomach. My thighs trembling. My toes curling against the carpet.

He pinched my nipple. Hard. Twisted it. Pulled it away from my body until my breast stretched and the flesh went taut and I screamed and his fingers pushed deep in my ass and I came.

It hit different. Not the crashing wave from the couch. Not the dam-burst from the counter. This was sharp. Electric. A full-body spasm that started in my ass and radiated outward — through my hips, my stomach, my thighs, my chest. My pussy clenched around nothing and I sprayed. A wet gush that hit the stair below me. My juices splashing the cream-colored runner. Soaking the green border. My body convulsing. My face grinding into the carpet. My mouth open, screaming, biting the runner, tasting wool and dust and I didn't care.

"AHHHHH — AHHHHH — FUCK — OH GOD — AHHHHHHHH—"

His fingers stayed inside me. His hand stayed on my breast. He held me through it. Held me pinned to the stairs while I shook and sprayed and squealed and gushed. My fourth orgasm. From his fingers in my ass. Mark didn't even know I had an ass.

I was panting. Face down. Destroyed. My body twitching in the aftermath. His fingers slid out of me — slow, the muscle clenching behind them, my ass closing around nothing. I whimpered. Empty. His hand released my breast. I could feel the individual finger marks throbbing. Both tits battered. Bitten and squeezed and twisted until the flesh was bruised under the skin.


Chapter 24

I lay there on the stairs and tried to understand what had just happened.

I'd cum from my ass. From fingers in my ass and a hand on my breast and nothing else. No cock. No clit. Nothing inside my pussy. His fingers in a place Mark had never touched and his hand on a breast Mark barely acknowledged and my body had detonated. Squirted. On the stairs. Soaked the runner. My fourth orgasm tonight and it came from a part of my body I'd never thought about during sex. Not once. Not in eight years of marriage. Not in the three boyfriends before Mark. Not ever.

I hadn't known I could do that.

Thirty-four years old. Sexually active since I was nineteen. Fifteen years of sex and I hadn't known that my body could do that. Because nobody had ever tried. Because Mark's idea of adventurous was leaving the bedside lamp on. Because every man I'd ever been with had treated my body like a map with one destination and one route and no detours.

Damon had been inside my house for three hours and he'd already found places in my body that I didn't know existed. The spot behind my cervix that the counter angle had hit. The thing he did with his thumb on my clit that made my vision blur. And now this. His fingers in my ass. A door I didn't know was there, opened by a man who wasn't my husband, on the stairs of the house my husband paid the mortgage on.

I thought about Mark. Trying to. His face was blurry. Far away. Like a photo left out in the rain. I tried to picture him touching me — his thin fingers, his careful hands, the way he'd reach for my breast in the dark and cup it like he was checking if it was still there. I tried to picture him doing what Damon had just done. His thumb. My ass. And my brain almost laughed. Mark would have asked permission. Mark would have Googled it first. Mark would have brought it up over dinner — "I read an article about, um, you know, and I was wondering if maybe we could try—" and I would have said sure and he would have been so careful and so gentle and so nervous that neither of us would have felt anything and we'd have gone back to Saturday missionary and never mentioned it again.

Damon didn't ask. Damon's thumb found my ass and pushed in and I came so hard I sprayed the stairs.

That was the difference. That was the whole fucking difference. Eight years of a man who asked permission for everything and accomplished nothing versus three hours of a man who took what he wanted and gave me things I didn't know I needed.

I reached back. Behind me. Blind. My hand found his thigh. Slid inward.

I could have stopped here. This was the moment. This was the off-ramp. He'd cum once — inside me, on the counter, raw. He'd fingered my ass and I'd squirted on the stairs. He was behind me, soft, spent. Breathing. If I didn't reach any further — if I just lay here on the stairs and let the silence grow — he'd get dressed. He'd leave. It would be over. Three rooms. Three orgasms on my end. One on his. Done.

My hand kept sliding.

Past his thigh. Inward. Along the crease where his leg met his groin. The skin was hot. Damp. I could feel the coarse hair. The heat radiating off him. My fingers found his cock. Soft. Semi. Thick and heavy even limp — hanging between his legs, slick with my juices and his cum from the counter. A dead weight of flesh that had been inside me twenty minutes ago. That had pumped seven pulses of cum into my womb. That had stretched me out on the couch and the counter and made me scream so loud I'd lost my voice.

I wrapped my fingers around it. Felt the weight of it settle into my palm. Even soft he was bigger than Mark hard. My thumb and finger couldn't close around the shaft. The skin was loose. Warm. Silky over the thick flesh beneath. I held it. Didn't stroke. Just held it. Felt the weight. The heat. The mass of it sitting in my hand like something that belonged there.

I was choosing this. That was the thing I couldn't deny. On the couch — he'd started that. He'd picked me up. He'd tossed me onto the cushions. On the counter — he'd dragged me there by my hair. He'd bent me over. But this. Right now. Face down on the stairs with my ass in the air and his cum leaking out of me, reaching behind me to grab his cock and stroke it back to life — this was me. My hand. My choice. My decision to take a man who had just cum inside me raw and make him hard again so he could do it again.

Nobody was making me do this. Nobody was dragging me or bending me or tossing me. I was lying on the stairs of my own house on my wedding anniversary and I was deliberately, consciously, with full knowledge of what it meant, stroking my husband's boss's cock back to hardness.

Because I wanted more.

Because five orgasms and one creampie wasn't enough. Because my body had been fucked in ways I didn't know were possible and instead of being satisfied — instead of being done, being full, being finished — I was hungrier than when he'd walked through the door. Every orgasm had made the next one more necessary. Every room had made me need another room. Every time he'd been inside me had made the absence worse. The hollow ache between my legs when he pulled out was unbearable. I needed him back. Needed the stretch. Needed the fullness. Needed the weight and the heat and the sound of his cock inside me.

I was an addict. Three hours in and I was an addict.

I stroked him. Slow. My fingers sliding along the shaft. Loose grip — he was too thick to squeeze when he was soft, the flesh heavy and full in my hand. I worked from the base to the tip. Pulled the foreskin up over the head — the loose skin sliding smooth over the swollen glans, my thumb tracing the ridge where the head met the shaft — and back down. Felt him twitch. A pulse against my palm. Then another.

Mark never twitched. Mark's cock was small enough that I could stroke it with two fingers — a pinch grip, index and thumb, up and down, and he'd cum in ninety seconds and that was that. I'd never felt Mark's cock come alive in my hand. Never felt the blood filling it. Never felt the shaft swelling against my fingers. Mark was the same soft-to-slightly-less-soft every time, a difference so small I had to concentrate to notice it.

This was different. Damon was thickening in my grip and I could feel every stage of it. The shaft swelling. The skin tightening. The heat increasing — warm to hot, the blood rushing in, the flesh growing heavier and harder with every slow stroke. My fingers that had been loose were tightening. The space between my thumb and index finger shrinking as he grew. Thicker. Harder. Longer. The head swelling past my thumb. The veins rising under my fingers — ridges I could trace, could map, could feel pulsing with his heartbeat. He was getting hard because of my hand. Because of my touch. Because even after cumming once, even after three hours, the feel of his employee's wife's hand on his cock was enough to bring him back.

My wrist worked. Up and down. Slow and firm. His breathing changing behind me — deeper, slower, the controlled rhythm I'd learned meant he was focused. I twisted my grip at the top — a slow rotation around the head, my palm sliding across the slick tip, spreading the precum that was beading at the slit. His hips shifted. The faintest forward push. Into my hand. Asking for more.

I gave him more. Tighter grip. Longer strokes. Base to tip, all the way, the foreskin sliding with my hand, the shaft rigid and hot against my palm. I could feel his pulse in my fingers. Strong. Steady. His cock was fully hard now and throbbing against my grip and I was stroking it and my pussy was clenching in time with my hand — squeeze, release, squeeze, release — my body already preparing itself. Already getting wetter. Already opening up for what was coming next.

I felt him reach full. The shaft rigid in my hand. Pulsing. The veins raised under my fingers like ropes under silk. I gave him one more stroke — base to tip, my thumb swiping across the head, smearing the bead of precum across the swollen glans — and let go.

He grabbed my hips.

Both hands. Dark fingers pressing into the bruises already there. He pulled me back and down one step. My knees scraped the carpet — raw skin on rough wool. I hissed. He didn't care. He lined up behind me. I felt the head press against my pussy. Slick. Ready. I was still dripping from the last orgasm. Still open. Still swollen.

He pushed in. One stroke. To the root.

My mouth opened and the sound that came out hit the stairwell walls and bounced back at me from three directions. Loud. Raw. A scream that started in my pussy and tore up through my stomach and my chest and ripped out of my throat and filled the narrow space between the walls.

"MMPH — oh God — oh FUCK—"


Chapter 25

It was different on the stairs. Everything was different. The angle — my knees on one step, my hands on the step above, my body tilted forward, my ass higher than my head. Gravity was pulling me down and he was driving up and the combination meant he was hitting the deepest part of me on the first stroke. Deeper than the couch. Deeper than the counter. The head of his cock pressing against my cervix with a pressure that made my vision white out for a second.

And my pussy — God, my pussy. Five orgasms. One creampie. Three hours of being stretched and pounded and filled. I was swollen. Tender. Every nerve ending raw and oversensitive. The walls of me were puffy and hot and gripping him so tight I could feel every vein on his shaft dragging against me. Not the numb looseness I'd expected. The opposite. My body had been beaten awake. Every surface inside me was electrified. And his cock was dragging across all of it. Every ridge. Every vein. The thick uncut head scraping my walls on the way out. The full shaft splitting me open on the way in. I could feel everything. Too much. All of it.

"Unh — unh — unh — sir — MMPH—"

My face went into the carpet. My hands clawed the stair above me. His hips slammed against my ass and the impact drove my knees into the runner and the rug burn flared white-hot on both kneecaps. He pulled back. Slammed again. The banister rattled. A framed photo on the stairway wall — Mark and me at Lake Tahoe, matching sunburns, stupid grins — shook on its nail.

He fucked me on the stairs.

Hard from the first stroke. His hands on my hips yanking me back into every thrust. The stairwell amplified everything. The slap of his hips against my ass — a sharp crack that echoed off the walls and the ceiling and sounded twice as loud as it had in the kitchen. The squelch of his cock inside me — thick, wet, obscene, his cum from the counter being churned and fucked deeper with every stroke. And my voice — my ruined, cracked, shredded voice making sounds that didn't have consonants. Just vowels. Just open-mouthed, broken, animal sounds that bounced off the narrow walls and surrounded me.

"AHHH — AHHH — fuck — AHHH—"

The wet sound was the worst. The loudest. His cum was still inside me from the counter — I'd never cleaned it out, never had the chance — and now his cock was pumping through it. Fucking it deeper. Churning it. Every in-stroke pushed it further inside me and every out-stroke pulled some of it out and I could feel it — thick and warm, leaking down my thighs, dripping onto the carpet below my knees. The squelching was so loud it filled the stairwell. Wet. Sloppy. The sound of a pussy that had been creampied and was being fucked again through the mess. Anyone on the street would have heard it through the open windows.

My tits were swinging beneath me. Heavy. Tender. Every thrust sent them swaying — forward and back, slapping against each other, the bruised flesh bouncing and aching. The bite marks throbbed with every impact. My nipples were hard and raw and scraping against the carpet runner on the downswing. Rough wool on chewed-up skin. I hissed. Moaned. My tits hurt and I didn't care. Everything hurt and I didn't care.

The photos on the wall were shaking. I could see them from the corner of my eye. Every thrust sent a tremor through the banister and through the wall and the frames rattled on their nails. Mark and me. Frame after frame. The Lake Tahoe one was tilted. The one from his company Christmas party — Mark in a red tie, me in a black dress, Damon in the background with a drink — was hanging crooked. Our wedding portrait at the top of the stairs was vibrating. The glass reflecting the hallway light with every slam of his hips into mine.

His hand cracked across my ass.

I screamed. The welts from the couch and the counter — layers of bruise under bruise — and his palm landed on top of them and the pain was so sharp and so bright that my vision went white. Pure white. No kitchen. No stairs. No walls. Just white heat and the sound of my own voice hitting notes I'd never hit before. A scream that cracked in the middle and turned into a sob.

My pussy clenched around him so hard he grunted. The pain from the slap shot straight from my ass to my clit — the same wiring, the same connection that had been building all night — and my clit throbbed and my walls squeezed and a fresh gush of wetness flooded around his cock and I pushed my ass back into his hand. Asking for more. Begging for more.

"HARDER — please — oh God — hit me — HARDER—"

He gave me harder. Three slaps in quick succession. Left. Right. Left. Each one louder than the last. Each one harder. Each one landing on top of welts that were already raised and swollen from the counter and the couch. Fresh heat on top of old heat. Layer after layer. My ass was on fire. Both cheeks burning. The skin so tender that the air between slaps stung. I was crying. Again. Tears soaking into the carpet under my face. My mascara was gone — used up, smeared across every surface I'd been pressed against tonight. Just salt water now. Running clean.

My knees were raw. Burning. The carpet was grinding into the scraped skin with every thrust. Every time he drove into me, the impact pushed my body forward on the runner — skin dragging on wool — and then his hands yanked me back. Forward and back. Forward and back. The friction stripping the skin off both kneecaps. I could feel it. Hot. Stinging. The kind of rug burn that would scab over tomorrow and hurt for a week.

I was being destroyed on these stairs. Physically. The rug burn on my knees. The welts on my ass. The carpet burn on my chest and my cheek. My tits bruised. My nipples raw. My throat shredded. My pussy swollen and oversensitive and being pounded anyway. My body was falling apart and my brain was floating somewhere above it watching the wreckage and the only signal it was sending was more.

The orgasm built slow. Not the crash from the couch or the explosion from the counter. A slow gathering. A tightening. Starting in my thighs — a tremor, a vibration, my muscles quivering from exhaustion and stimulation and the carpet grinding into my skin. Spreading upward. Into my hips. My stomach. My chest. A slow tightening across my whole body. Every muscle engaging. Every nerve firing.

I came. Smaller than the others. A rolling, trembling orgasm that moved through my body in waves rather than a single break. Like something unspooling. My pussy squeezing him in slow pulses. My thighs shaking. My stomach clenching. My fingers gripping the carpet and my toes curling and a long, low moan pouring out of my mouth into the runner — not a scream, not a yell, just a steady vibrating sound from the bottom of my chest. My body shuddering around his cock. Wave after wave. Slow. Heavy. Deep.

My legs gave out. I went flat on the stairs — belly on the runner, legs splayed across two steps, my body pressed into the carpet. He followed me down. His weight on top of me. All of it. Pressing me into the stairs. My tits crushed flat against the runner. My hips pinned to the step. My face sideways on the carpet. I couldn't breathe. Could barely breathe. His chest on my back and his stomach against my ass and his cock still inside me — the angle changed, shallower now, but he kept going. Grinding into me. Slow. Heavy. Lazy rolls of his hips. Not thrusting. Just moving. Stirring. His cock shifting inside me while his weight pressed me flat and the carpet burned my skin and I lay there underneath him and took it because I didn't have the strength to do anything else.

My body crushed between his weight and the stairs. The rug burn grinding into every surface that touched the carpet. My knees. My chest. My cheek. The friction taking skin. Leaving marks. Adding to the collection — the handprints and the bite marks and the bruises and the welts. By tomorrow my body would be a map of everywhere he'd been. Every room. Every surface. Every position. Written on my skin in purple and red.

His hand found my hair. Turned my face sideways on the carpet. His lips at my ear.

"One more room," he said.

One more room. The bedroom. My bedroom. The room I shared with my husband. The room where Mark and I slept every night and fucked every Saturday and lay in the dark afterward listening to each other breathe. The room with the grey Target sheets and the alarm clock and the reading glasses and the Head & Shoulders pillow. The last room in the house. The only room he hadn't been in yet.

He pulled out. Stood up. I couldn't move. I was flat on the stairs. Bruised. Wrecked. Cum leaking. Tears drying. My body was done. My brain was done. I'd cum five times and my pussy was swollen and raw and every nerve ending was screaming. I should have said that's enough. Should have told him to go. Should have peeled myself off the stairs and walked him to the door and locked it behind him and started cleaning.

I didn't.

I lay there and I waited for him to pick me up.

He reached down. One arm under my stomach. Lifted me off the stairs like I weighed nothing. Slung me over his shoulder. My head hanging down his back. My ass in the air. My arms dangling. Limp. I didn't help. Didn't adjust. Just hung there. A ragdoll over his shoulder. A hundred and twenty-five pounds of wrecked, leaking, used-up wife draped across him like a coat he was carrying to the next room.

He climbed. The stairs creaking under his weight plus mine. I could see the carpet from upside down. The stains. The wet spots. The smear of cum and sweat on the cream-colored runner. The trail I'd left on the way up. The bigger stain where I'd collapsed. The wet patch where I'd squirted during the orgasm. Step after step of evidence. Mark's mother's runner. Ruined.

I watched it pass beneath me. Step by step. One stain. Two. Three. Each one a moment. A sound. A thing I'd done or he'd done or we'd done together on these stairs. I was being carried through the crime scene of my own marriage. Upside down. Naked. Over the shoulder of the man who'd committed it with me.

He reached the landing. The hallway. The upstairs hallway with the linen closet and the bathroom door and the guest room nobody used and the bedroom at the end. Our bedroom. The door was open. It was always open. Mark never closed it. Said he liked the airflow.

I could see it from here. From over Damon's shoulder. The bed. The grey sheets. The pillows. Mark's nightstand with the alarm clock glowing red. The window with the curtain half-drawn. The ceiling fan with the wobble Mark kept saying he'd fix. My whole marriage in one room. Eight years of sleeping and waking and Saturday nights and nothing — the whole quiet, boring, predictable nothing of it — waiting at the end of the hallway.

He was going to fuck me in there. In that room. In that bed. On those sheets. And I was hanging over his shoulder letting him carry me to it.

The bedroom door was open.


Chapter 26

He threw me on the bed.

Not placed. Not laid. Threw. His arm swung and I left his shoulder and hit the mattress and bounced — the springs creaking, the headboard tapping the wall, my body landing face-down in a tangle of limbs on the side of the bed where my husband slept every night.

The bed. Our bed. The bed Mark and I had bought together from the Mattress Firm on Route 9 three months after we moved in. We'd spent an hour lying on different models while the salesman hovered. Mark had tested each one with his back flat and his arms at his sides like he was being measured for a coffin. He'd picked the firm one. Said it was better for his back. I'd wanted the pillow-top. We got the firm one. We always got what Mark wanted because Mark had opinions about everything and I had opinions about nothing and it was easier to just let him pick.

I'd been sleeping on this mattress for seven years. Seven years of rolling toward the middle because the springs were shot on my side. Seven years of the dip in the center where our bodies had worn a groove. Seven years of lying on my half and Mark lying on his half and the gap between us getting wider every year until we slept like strangers on a bus — facing opposite walls, six inches of cold sheet between us, close enough to touch and never touching.

This was where we had sex. Saturday nights. This mattress. These sheets. The overhead light off, the bedside lamp off, the room dark enough that we couldn't see each other's faces. Mark would roll toward me. I'd feel the mattress shift. His hand would find my hip — tentative, questioning, the same tentative hand every time, like he was asking permission to touch a woman he'd been married to for eight years. I'd say okay. Not yes. Not please. Not God I want you. Okay. The way you'd say okay to someone asking if they could borrow a pen.

And then he'd climb on top of me. And it would be over in three minutes. And he'd roll off. And I'd lie in the dark and stare at the ceiling fan with the wobble and listen to him fall asleep and wonder if this was all there was. If this was what they meant when they said marriage was work. If every woman in every house on this street was lying in the dark next to a sleeping husband wondering the same thing.

This bed. This was where all of that happened. And now I was face-down on it with another man's cum on my thighs and his footsteps crossing the room behind me.

Mark's side.

I knew it before I opened my eyes. I'd landed on the left. Mark's side. I could feel the dip in the mattress — the impression his body had worn into the springs over seven years. The shape of him. His weight. His shoulders. His hips. The groove where Mark Callahan slept every night was cradling my naked, wrecked, cum-soaked body like it was made for me. Like it was welcoming me to his side of the bed. Like the mattress didn't know the difference between his wife and his wife's body and couldn't tell that the woman lying in his groove had just been fucked on every surface of his house by a man who signed his paychecks.

The smell. Head & Shoulders. That cheap, medicinal, blue-bottle shampoo smell that had been soaking into this pillowcase for eight years. Mark bought it in bulk from Costco. He used it every morning. Lathered it in and left it in for thirty seconds — he'd read somewhere that you were supposed to let it sit — and rinsed it out and the smell stayed in his hair all day and transferred to this pillow every night and I was face-down in it right now with another man climbing onto the bed behind me.

"Mmph—"

The sound came out muffled. Into Mark's pillow. Into Mark's shampoo. My face buried in the cotton and the smell filling my nose — familiar, safe, boring, the smell of every night for eight years. The smell of the man who was sitting in a conference room right now going over shipping logistics while his boss mounted his wife in his bed.

Damon's weight hit the mattress. The bed dipped. Hard. The springs groaning under two hundred and thirty-five pounds. His knee between my thighs. Then his other knee. Then his hands — one on each side of my ribcage, the mattress sinking under his palms. He was on top of me. Over me. His chest against my back. His stomach against my ass. His cock — hard, heavy, slick — resting in the crack of my ass. The heat of it against my skin.

I turned my head. Cheek on the pillow. I could see Mark's nightstand. His alarm clock — the digital one with the red numbers that he'd had since college. 10:23 PM. His reading glasses sitting next to it — the wire-framed ones he wore to read his Kindle in bed every night. His phone charger plugged into the wall. His water glass from this morning, half-full, a ring of condensation on the wood.

Mark's world. Mark's side. Mark's things. And Damon Price was on top of me in it.

He grabbed my hips. Rolled me onto my side. Rough. My body turning on the sheets — Mark's sheets, the grey ones I'd bought from Target, 400 thread count because Mark said anything higher was a waste of money. My head still on Mark's pillow. The shampoo smell rushing into my nose. My back against Damon's chest.

He curled around me. His body wrapped around mine from behind. His arm slid under my neck — heavy, thick, the bicep pressing against my cheek. His other hand gripped my hip. He pulled me back into him. Tight. My ass against his hips. My back against his chest. His stomach flat against the small of my back. I could feel every inch of him behind me. The width of his chest. The hard muscle of his stomach. The heat pouring off his skin. He was wrapped around me the way a coat wraps around you in winter — completely, from neck to knee, his body covering mine, his size making me small.

Spooning.

Mark spooned me sometimes. After sex. On the rare Saturday when he didn't immediately roll over and fall asleep. He'd curl up behind me and put his arm around my waist and his face would be in my hair and his knees would be behind my knees and it was — fine. Nice. Mark was 5'10" and a hundred and seventy-five pounds and when he spooned me his body covered most of mine. His arm reached around my waist. His chest pressed against my back. It was comfortable. Safe. Familiar.

This was not that.

Damon was 6'4" and two hundred and thirty-five pounds and when he curled around me I disappeared. His arm didn't just reach around my waist — it wrapped around me and kept going, his forearm crossing my stomach, his hand gripping my opposite hip. His chest didn't just press against my back — it engulfed it, his pecs flat against my shoulder blades, his collarbone above my neck, his body extending past mine in every direction. I was inside him. Swallowed. A small pale woman wrapped in a large dark man in her husband's bed.

And between us — between my ass and his hips — his cock. I could feel it. Hard. Hot. Heavy. Resting in the crack of my ass. The shaft lying along the cleft, the head pushing past my tailbone, the length of him running from between my thighs all the way up to the small of my back. When Mark spooned me after sex I could feel his cock too — a small, soft thing nested against my ass, barely noticeable, a gentle pressure that faded as he softened. Something I'd forget was there.

I would never forget this was there. Damon's cock was a presence. A weight. A heat source. Thick and rigid against my skin. I could feel the veins pulsing against the crack of my ass. Could feel the head — swollen, slick — nudging against my lower back. Could feel the foreskin shifting as he moved. The shaft was coated in everything we'd done tonight — my cum, his cum from the counter, my juices from five orgasms, the slick mess of three hours of sex glazing his cock and smearing against my skin as he pressed tighter against me.

He lifted my leg. His hand under my thigh. Pulling it up. My knee toward my chest. Opening me. The cool air hit my pussy and I gasped. Swollen. Raw. The lips puffy and oversensitive. I could feel the air on every surface that had been stretched and pounded and filled tonight — the inside of my thighs, slick with dried cum and fresh wetness. The folds of my pussy, tender and hot, gaping slightly from hours of being opened around a cock twice the size of anything they'd known before. My clit — Jesus, my clit — swollen and protruding and throbbing with my heartbeat, exposed to the cool bedroom air, so sensitive that the breeze from the ceiling fan with the wobble sent a jolt through me.

His cock found me from behind. The head pushing between my lips. Spreading me. I could feel my pussy opening around the tip — the swollen folds parting, stretching, the familiar burn of him entering me. But different this time. Not the shock of the couch. Not the pain-and-fullness of the counter. This time my pussy knew him. Knew his shape. Knew his width. The muscles had been trained by three rooms' worth of being stretched around him and they opened for the head with something that felt almost like recognition. Like my body was saying oh, you again. Come in.

"Damon — mmph — oh God—"

He pushed in. Slow. The head sinking past the entrance and the shaft following. Inch by inch. I could feel every bit of him. My walls were so swollen, so oversensitive, so raw from five orgasms and a creampie and three hours of pounding that his cock felt twice as big going in. Not because he'd grown. Because I'd shrunk. The swelling making me tighter. The oversensitivity making me feel more. Every vein dragging against inflamed tissue. Every ridge scraping walls that were tender and hot and buzzing with overworked nerve endings. I could feel the foreskin rolling back as he pushed deeper — the head emerging from its hood, the bare glans pressing against my front wall, thick and smooth and searingly hot.

"Ahhhh — oh fuck — oh FUCK—"

He bottomed out. In me. In my husband's bed. On my husband's side. His cock buried to the root. I could feel his balls resting against my ass — heavy, warm, full. I could feel the pressure in my stomach. The fullness. The stretch. His arm tightened around me. Pulled me back against his chest. I was impaled. Pinned between his body and the mattress. Between Mark's pillow and the chest of a man who smelled like musk and sweat and sex. Between my husband's bed and my husband's boss.


Chapter 27

I grabbed the sheets. The grey Target cotton bunching in my fists. I screamed into Mark's pillow and the smell filled my lungs and his cock filled my pussy and I was full. Every part of me. Full of him and full of Mark's smell and full of shame and full of something that was the opposite of shame and I couldn't tell the difference anymore.

He started moving.

Not the brutal slamming from the couch or the counter or the stairs. Different. Slower. Deeper. His hips rolling forward — a long, smooth stroke that pushed in all the way to the root and pulled back to the tip and pushed in again. Controlled. Rhythmic. Unhurried. Like he had all night. Like Mark wasn't in a meeting that would end eventually. Like the alarm clock wasn't counting the minutes on the nightstand.

His arm around my waist. His hand flat on my stomach. Holding me against him. I could feel his palm — wide, warm, dark skin against my pale belly. His fingers spread across my lower stomach. Just above my pussy. Just above the place where his cum from the counter was still sitting inside me. His hand was resting on top of where his first load was pooling in my womb and his cock was behind me pumping slow and deep working on delivering the second one and he was holding me like I belonged to him.

My back pressed to his chest. His heartbeat against my shoulder blade. Slow. Steady. The same calm that never broke no matter what he was doing to me. I could feel my own heartbeat — hammering, frantic, the pulse thudding in my throat and my wrists and between my legs. His was slow. Even. Patient. Two heartbeats. His steady. Mine frantic. The difference said everything. He was in control. I was falling apart. He was calm. I was shaking. He was holding me and fucking me and his heart was barely working and mine was about to crack my sternum.

The bed was creaking. Every stroke. A rhythmic squeak of springs that I'd never heard during sex with Mark because Mark didn't move hard enough to make the bed talk. Mark moved like he was trying not to wake the neighbors. Mark moved like the bed was borrowed and he had to return it undamaged. Damon moved like the bed was his. Like the springs were there to take his weight. Like the headboard was there to hit the wall. Like the sheets were there to be soaked and bunched and pulled off the mattress. Damon used the bed the way it was designed to be used and the bed responded. Talked. Creaked. Squeaked. A rhythmic conversation between the springs and his hips that I could feel through the mattress.

"Unh — unh — unh — sir — Mr. Price — mmph—"

I was calling him Mr. Price in my husband's bed. The bed Mark slept in. The bed Mark dreamed in. The bed where Mark set his alarm for 6:15 every morning and where Mark would lie down tonight and close his eyes and press his face into a pillow that smelled like his shampoo and his wife's tears and another man's sweat. And I was in it right now moaning "Mr. Price" into the cotton while his employee's cock slid in and out of me in long, slow, devastating strokes that touched places Mark's cock had never been.

His hand slid from my stomach. Down. Slow. His palm dragging across my skin. Over the curve of my lower belly. Through the thin strip of hair below my navel that I'd trimmed this afternoon — trimmed for Mark, for the lingerie, for the anniversary. His fingers found the top of my pussy. The mound. Swollen and hot. He pressed down. My hips jerked. Just from the pressure. Just from his hand being there.

His fingers slid lower. Between my folds. Through the slick mess of me. I was soaked — his cum from the counter and my cum from five orgasms and the fresh wetness his cock was producing on every stroke all mixed together in a warm, thick glaze that coated everything between my legs. His fingers moved through it. Parting my lips. Sliding along the inner folds. Finding the crease where my lips met. Finding the hood of my clit. Finding my clit.

"AHHH—"

The sound ripped out of me before his finger had finished its first circle. My hips bucked. Violent. My ass slamming back against his cock — driving him deeper, the head hitting my cervix, a spike of pressure that mixed with the electric shock from my clit and turned into a sound I couldn't control. My whole body jerked. Convulsed. Like I'd been tased.

My clit was ruined. Destroyed. Five orgasms. Three hours. His thumb on the couch. His fingers on the counter. The constant friction of his balls slapping against it from behind. My clit had been stimulated, rubbed, ground against, pressed, circled, and abused for three hours straight and it was so swollen and so oversensitive that his first touch felt like a live wire on bare skin.

"Damon — fuck — oh God — it's too — mmph—"

He didn't pull away. His finger pressed down. On the nub. Direct. No circling. No easing into it. Just the pad of his index finger flat on my swollen, throbbing, oversensitive clit. Pressing. Holding.

My vision went white.

Not an orgasm. Not yet. Just the sensation. The pure, undiluted, almost-painful intensity of a swollen clit being pressed by a finger that wasn't gentle. My thighs clamped around his hand. Trying to close. Trying to protect myself. His leg — thick, heavy, hooked over mine — kept me open. Kept my thighs apart. Kept his hand between my legs. I couldn't close. Couldn't pull away. His cock was inside me from behind and his hand was on my clit from the front and I was trapped between them.

He started circling. Slow. His finger moving in a small, tight circle around the nub. Not on it — around it. The indirect stimulation was almost worse. My clit throbbing in the center of the circle, untouched, while his finger moved around it. Close. So close. The tip of his finger brushing the edge on every pass. A graze. A whisper. Enough to send a bolt from my clit to my spine but not enough to push me over.

"Mmph — please — please — oh God—"

His circles tightened. Closer to the center. His finger sliding through the slick. I could hear it — a small, wet, clicking sound under the sheets. The sound of a finger on a soaked, swollen clit. Mark had never made that sound. Mark had never found my clit with this kind of precision. Mark's hand would land in the general area and move around and I'd shift my hips trying to guide him and half the time he'd end up too high or too far left and I'd give up and fake it.

Damon's finger was on me like a sniper. Every circle exact. Every pass calibrated. In time with his thrusts. His cock filling me from behind on the in-stroke while his finger pressed down on the out-stroke. A rhythm. A pattern. Cock in, finger press. Cock out, finger release. In and press. Out and release. My body caught between two points of contact — one deep inside me, one right on the surface — and both of them working in concert. Both of them pushing me toward something.

The alarm clock was rattling. The red numbers vibrating with every thrust. 8:24. I could see them from the pillow. Glowing red in the dim room. Counting the minutes. 8:25. Each digit changing while his cock pumped into me and his finger circled my clit and my face pressed deeper into Mark's pillow. Time was passing. Mark's meeting was ending. Mark was getting closer to being done. Closer to standing up. Closer to grabbing his keys. Closer to getting in the car with the rattling exhaust that he kept saying he'd fix. Closer to pulling into the driveway. Closer to walking through the front door — the front door that was still unlocked, that might still be open, that Damon had never closed when he'd come back inside.

I didn't care. I watched the numbers change and I didn't care. Because Damon's cock was inside me and his finger was on my clit and his body was wrapped around mine and his breath was hot on the back of my neck and every slow, deep stroke was pushing me closer to an orgasm that was going to happen in my husband's bed on my husband's pillow and I did not care if Mark walked in right now. Right this second. Opened the bedroom door and saw his wife on her side with his boss curled around her and his cock buried in her from behind and his hand between her legs. I did not care. I would have looked at Mark and I would have moaned and I would have cum on his boss's cock in front of him and I would not have stopped. That's how far gone I was. That's how deep. That's what Damon's cock and Damon's fingers and three hours in every room of my house had done to me. I was past caring. Past shame. Past the point where my husband's face in the doorway would have changed anything.

"Harder — please — Damon — harder—"

He obliged. The slow piston strokes became faster. Sharper. His hips snapping forward. The bed lurching. The headboard tapping the wall — tap, tap, tap, the same rhythm as my wedding ring on the couch armrest downstairs. His reading glasses slid across the nightstand. Closer to the edge. Closer. Another thrust and they went over — a small clatter on the hardwood floor. Mark's glasses. On the floor. Knocked off by the force of another man fucking his wife.

"MMPH — oh God — oh God — AHHH—"

His fingers sped up. Matching his thrusts. My clit throbbing under his touch. My body clenching around him. My face was wet — tears soaking into the pillowcase. Into the cheap shampoo smell. I was crying into my husband's pillow while his boss fucked me from behind in his bed and it was the best sex I'd ever had. The best anything I'd ever had.

He pulled my leg higher. Opened me wider. The angle changed — he went deeper. I felt him press against my cervix and I screamed. Muffled. Into the pillow. My hand shot out and grabbed the nightstand for support and knocked over Mark's water glass. It rolled off the edge. Hit the floor. Water spreading across the hardwood. His phone charger got yanked from the wall by my flailing arm — the cord pulling loose, the little white block clattering against the baseboard.

Mark's side of the bed was being dismantled. Piece by piece. Glass by glass. His world coming apart on his nightstand while his wife came apart on his sheets.

"I'm — Damon — I'm gonna — PLEASE—"


Chapter 28

"Go ahead." Low. Against the back of my neck. His lips on my spine. "Cum in his bed."

Three words and I broke. My body locked. My pussy clamped around him so hard he grunted. My fingers grabbed the fitted sheet and pulled it off the corner of the mattress. The elastic snapping free. My legs shaking. My stomach clenching. His fingers still circling my clit — relentless, steady, pushing me through it.

"AHHHHHHHH — AHHHHHHH — oh GOD — AHHHHHH—"

I came in my husband's bed. On my husband's pillow. In my husband's sheets. His cheap shampoo in my nose and another man's cock buried in me from behind and his fingers wringing my clit and the alarm clock rattling and the headboard tapping and I screamed so loud my throat cracked and the sound went into the pillow and came back warm and damp against my face.

He didn't stop.

My orgasm was still rolling through me — the aftershocks pulsing in my thighs, my pussy clenching and releasing in waves, my whole body trembling — and he didn't stop. His cock kept moving. In and out. The same rhythm. The same depth. The same controlled, steady strokes that hadn't faltered all night. Like my orgasm was a speed bump. Like my body convulsing around his cock and my scream filling the room and my fingers tearing the sheets off the mattress was just — something that happened. Something he moved through.

"Damon — oh God — mmph — it's too — too much—"

It was too much. My pussy was clamping down on him in involuntary spasms. The aftershocks of the orgasm squeezing his shaft on every wave. And every squeeze made me feel him more. Made every vein and every ridge and every inch of his cock register on my oversensitive walls like he was ten times his actual size. I could feel things I hadn't felt before — the bump where the head met the shaft, the curve of the underside vein, the texture of the foreskin as it rolled back and forth with each stroke. My pussy had been blown open by the orgasm and every nerve was firing and his cock was dragging through the wreckage and it was too much and I wanted more. Both things. At the same time. Too much and more. My brain screaming stop and my hips pushing back and my pussy clenching around him and pulling him deeper.

His fingers left my clit. Finally. Mercy. The relief was instant — my clit throbbing in the open air, untouched, the swollen nub pulsing with my heartbeat. I could feel it protruding between my folds. Exposed. Oversensitive. Every thrust made it shift — a tiny movement, friction against the sheets, against his balls on the backstroke, and each contact sent a jolt through me that made my legs twitch.

His hand gripped my hip instead. Both hands on my hips now. Pulling me back into every thrust. Using my body. His fingers pressing into the bruises that were already there — the fingermarks from the counter, the handprints from the stairs, layers of purple and red from every room he'd used me in. His grip was iron. Pulling. My body sliding across the sheets with every backstroke. The cotton dragging against my oversensitive skin. My tits scraping the mattress. My nipples — raw, chewed, bitten — dragging across the grey Target sheets that Mark said were good enough.

My pussy was leaking. The orgasm had opened the floodgates. His cum from the counter — the cum that had been plugged inside me by his cock for the last twenty minutes — was being pumped out with every stroke. I could feel it. Warm. Thick. Leaking around his shaft on the out-stroke. Running down between my thighs. Soaking into the sheets. Into Mark's sheets. The grey cotton turning dark in a spreading stain beneath my hips. The mattress beneath the sheets absorbing it. The firm mattress Mark had picked. Soaking up his boss's cum through the 400-thread-count cotton.

The bed was a mess. Sheets pulled loose. Pillows shoved against the headboard. Mark's nightstand bare — glasses on the floor, water on the floor, charger on the floor. The fitted sheet pulled off one corner, the elastic bunched by the headboard. The duvet on the floor. Mark's side of the bed dismantled. My side untouched — the pillows still stacked, the nightstand still neat, my book and my hand cream and my phone charger all exactly where they'd been. His side was a war zone. Mine was pristine. The whole disaster contained to Mark's half of the bed.

He rolled me.

His hands on my hips. Rough. Flipping me from my side onto my stomach in one motion. My face hit the pillow. Mark's pillow. The Head & Shoulders smell rushing into my lungs. My tits crushed against the mattress — the firm mattress Mark had picked, the mattress that had never given under Mark's weight because Mark didn't weigh enough to make it give. My arms went out to the sides. Instinct. Bracing. My fingers finding the edges of the bed and gripping.

The spooning was over.

That had been — something. The closest thing to gentle all night. His body curled around mine. His arm under my neck. His chest against my back. The slow, deep strokes. If I closed my eyes I could almost pretend it was something other than what it was. Could almost pretend the arm around me was a husband's arm. That the chest against my back was the chest of a man who loved me. That the cock inside me belonged to someone who would be there in the morning.

But it wasn't gentle. And he wasn't my husband. And the spooning was the cruelest thing he'd done to me all night. Because it showed me what it could feel like. To be held by someone big enough to hold you. To be fucked by someone who could reach places your husband couldn't. To feel a heartbeat against your shoulder blade that was slow and steady and calm while yours was hammering. The spooning was a preview of a life I would never have. A taste. A sample. And now it was over and he was pushing me flat into the bed like I was something he owned.

His weight came down on top of me. All of it. Pressing me into the mattress. Into the dip where Mark slept. Into the groove that held the shape of my husband's body. I sank into it. Into him. Into the impression of a man who wasn't here. Pressed into the memory of my husband's body by the weight of the man who was replacing him.

My face went deep into the pillow. I couldn't lift my head. Didn't try. The cotton was damp — my tears, my spit, my sweat, all soaked into the fabric. The Head & Shoulders smell was everywhere now. In my nose. In my mouth. Coating my tongue. I was breathing Mark. Tasting Mark. And Damon was on top of me. His legs outside mine. His hips between my thighs. His cock still inside me — the angle changing as he shifted, steeper now, pressing against the front wall of me, against the spot that made my vision blur.

He mounted me from behind. That was the word. Mounted. His hips driving down. The angle steep and brutal. Gravity and his full weight behind every stroke. The mattress absorbing the impact — the firm springs that Mark had picked compressing under the force of another man fucking his wife. The bed that Mark had chosen was holding up just fine. Supporting the weight. Doing its job. Taking the punishment that Mark had never given it.

"Mmph — mmph — mmph — unh—"

Muffled sounds. Into Mark's pillow. Every thrust pushed my face deeper into the cotton. I was being fucked into my husband's bed. Literally. Pressed deeper into the mattress with every stroke. The dip where Mark slept getting deeper. The sheets bunching under my body. My tits flat against the firm springs Mark had picked. My hips grinding into the spot where Mark's hips rested every night. I was being driven into the exact shape of my husband's body by the exact man my husband reported to every morning.

This was where Mark said good night to me. Where he rolled over and set his alarm and put his glasses on the nightstand and pulled the covers up and fell asleep in ninety seconds. Where he snored softly through his mouth. Where he woke up at 6:15 and checked his phone and padded to the bathroom and started the shower. This was Mark's most private place. His side of the bed. His pillow. The last place he was himself before sleep and the first place he was himself after waking. And I was face-down in it getting fucked so hard the headboard was denting the wall.

His hand found the back of my neck. Pressed down. Pinning my face to the pillow. Holding me in the smell. In the shame. In the dip where my husband slept. His fingers were warm on my neck. His grip firm. Not choking. Not hurting. Just keeping me there. Making sure I couldn't turn away. Making sure every breath I took was Head & Shoulders and cotton and the life I was destroying with every moan I made into this pillow.

The alarm clock had fallen over. Lying on its side. The red numbers sideways. 10:31. I watched them change. 10:32. Each minute another minute of my husband's boss inside me. Another minute of his cock in places Mark had never reached. Another minute of sounds Mark had never pulled from my throat.

My body was starting to build again. Already. I didn't think I could. I thought the stairs had emptied me. But his weight was on me and his cock was deep and the pillow smelled like my husband and the shame was fuel and I could feel it coiling in my stomach. Slow. Heavy. Different from the others.

"Damon — I can't — I can't again — mmph—"

His hand squeezed the back of my neck. His hips drove harder. The bed frame hit the wall with a bang that would dent the drywall. My fingers clawed the sheets. My toes curled. The coil tightened.

"You can," he said. Into my ear. "One more."

His hips slammed down. My face went deep into the pillow. The smell of cheap shampoo and the weight of a man who wasn't my husband and the sound of the headboard cracking against the wall and it hit me.

Not a scream this time. Something lower. A groan that started in my chest and pushed through my ribs and came out of me like something breaking open. My whole body clenching. Squeezing. My pussy gripping him in waves. My back arching under his weight — or trying to, pinned flat by his weight. My hands twisting the sheets into knots. The orgasm rolling through me slow and deep and devastating.

"Mmmmmmmmph — unh — unh — mmmmph—"

He stayed inside me. Held still. Let me shake underneath him. Let me clench and release and clench and release around his cock. Let me ride it out in my husband's bed with my face in my husband's pillow making sounds my husband had never heard.


Chapter 29

When it stopped — when the last aftershock rippled through my thighs and my body went limp — I felt him change.

I knew what it was this time. I'd felt it on the counter. The shift. The crack in the foundation. The first sign that the machine was about to break. On the counter I hadn't recognized it — hadn't known what it meant when his rhythm stuttered and his breathing changed and his hands gripped harder. But I knew now. I'd felt him cum inside me once tonight. I'd felt the buildup. The signs. The way his body announced what was coming before it came.

His rhythm. The steady, controlled piston strokes that had never faltered all night. They stuttered. His hips snapping faster. Rougher. His hands leaving my neck and gripping the sheets on either side of my head — fists full of grey Target cotton, the 400-thread-count sheets Mark said were good enough. His breathing — that slow, even breathing that had been the soundtrack to everything he'd done to me — breaking apart. Ragged. Harsh. Hot on the back of my neck. I could feel his chest heaving against my back. His heart — that slow, steady heart that had never sped up, not on the couch, not on the counter, not on the stairs — hammering. I could feel it. Against my shoulder blade. Fast. Hard. Pounding.

He was going to cum.

In this bed. In me. Again. The second time tonight. The second load. In my husband's bed. On my husband's side. With my face in my husband's pillow and my husband's shampoo in my lungs and my husband's alarm clock lying sideways on the floor showing the time that my husband's boss chose to breed me for the second time.

I knew I should have felt something about that. Horror. Shame. Fear. The same fear I'd felt on the counter when he'd said "no condom" and the world had shifted under me. But the counter was a lifetime ago. The counter was the first time. The counter was panic and shock and the terrifying newness of feeling a man cum inside you bare for the first time when you weren't on anything and your husband had been trying for three years.

This wasn't the first time. This was the second. And the second time was different. The second time there was no shock. No panic. No sharp intake of breath. Just a warm, heavy, spreading certainty. He was going to cum inside me in my husband's bed and I was going to let him. I was going to lie here face-down in Mark's pillow and feel every pulse and keep every drop. Because the first load was still inside me from the counter. Because I'd already crossed that line three hours ago and everything since then was just distance from it. Because my body was his tonight and wherever he wanted to put his cum was where his cum was going to go.

"Damon — are you—"

I already knew the answer. I could feel it. His cock swelling inside me. A last, thick pulse of blood filling the shaft. His balls drawing up tight against my ass. The heat intensifying. His whole body coiling above me like a spring being wound past its limit.

He slammed into me. Hard. One last stroke. The headboard cracked against the wall — a sound that would leave a mark in the drywall, a dent that Mark would notice someday and wonder about. His body went rigid on top of me. Every muscle. Every pound of him locked and taut and trembling, pressing me into the mattress. Into Mark's dip. Into the groove where my husband slept.

He came.

I felt the first pulse hit deep.

Hot. Thick. A surge that slammed against my cervix like a fist. My eyes squeezed shut. My mouth opened into the pillow. A whimper — small, broken, muffled by cotton and Head & Shoulders — pushed out of me. I could feel it. The exact spot where his cum hit. The back wall of me. The deepest part. The part that Mark's cock had never touched because Mark's cock couldn't reach it. Damon was planted to the root and his first pulse hit the bullseye and I felt my cervix twitch. Open. A millimeter. A reflex I didn't know I had. My body opening its last door.

The second pulse. Fuller. Thicker. More cum pushing through his cock and hitting the same spot and I felt it spreading. Not like water. Like something heavier. Syrup. Honey. His cum was so thick I could feel the viscosity of it coating my walls — clinging to the tissue, heavy enough to sag, warm enough to feel like something alive. It pooled against my cervix. I could feel the weight of it collecting there. A reservoir. Building.

He groaned. Low and long and broken. The first time his voice had cracked all night. The sound vibrated through his chest into my back and I felt it in my bones. His hips were grinding down into me — not thrusting, just pressing, pushing deeper, trying to plant it as far inside me as it would go. Trying to get past the cervix. Trying to push his cum into my womb with the force of his body.

Third pulse. Weaker but longer. A sustained pour rather than a jet. I could feel it running along the inside of my walls. Hot. Slow. Finding the cracks. Finding the spaces. Filling me the way water fills a jar — from the bottom up, the level rising, the pressure increasing.

"Oh God — Damon — I can feel it — I can feel all of it — mmph—"

Fourth pulse. His cock twitched inside me and my pussy clenched around it and I felt the cum being pushed backward — squeezed by my contracting walls, forced deeper, past my cervix, into my womb. The place where life started. The place that Mark had been aiming for every Saturday night for three years and missing every time. His cum from the counter was already there. I could feel it. Still warm. Still sitting heavy in the deepest part of me. And now more arriving. The second shipment. Pushing through the cervix that had opened for it. Adding to the pool. Mixing with the first load. One man's cum layered on top of the same man's cum in a place that belonged to another man.

Fifth pulse. Sixth. He was emptying himself. His balls were pressed tight against my ass and I could feel them contracting. Pumping. Working. Every pulse sending another rope through his cock and into me. I was counting them the way I'd counted his heartbeats earlier. Steady. Rhythmic. Each one adding to the pressure inside me. And the pressure was real. Physical. I could feel it in my lower belly. A heaviness. A fullness that had nothing to do with his cock and everything to do with what his cock was delivering. My womb was filling. Stretching. Accommodating. Making room. My body doing automatically what it had been designed to do — receive. Hold. Keep.

"Mmph — oh God — it's so much — Damon — it's so much—"

It was so much more than Mark. So much more than the teaspoon. So much more than the thin, watery dribble that leaked out of Mark before he'd even finished pulling out. That was what Mark gave me. A dribble. A nothing. A deposit so small my body barely registered it. I'd lie there after Saturday sex and wonder if he'd even cum because the evidence was so scarce. A damp spot on the sheet the size of a quarter. That was Mark. That was three years of trying. A quarter-sized damp spot and a wife staring at the ceiling.

Damon's cum was soaking the sheets. Running out around his cock despite the seal of his hips against my ass. Thick white lines leaking down between my thighs. The volume of it — just from the overflow, just from what couldn't fit inside me — was more than Mark produced in a month. And the rest was inside me. Deep. Heavy. Hot. Pressing against walls that had never held this much. Filling spaces that had never been filled. My womb swollen with it. Tight with it. Full the way it had never been full after any of the hundred Saturday nights with Mark.

His body sagged. The rigid tension leaving him. His full weight settling onto me — not holding himself up anymore, just lying on me, his chest on my back, his face in my hair, his cock still buried inside me. Breathing. Heavy. Ragged. The first time he'd sounded tired all night. The first time the machine had shown wear. Three hours. Five rooms. Two orgasms of his own. And it had taken all of that to make Damon Price breathe hard.

Mark breathed hard after three minutes.

He stayed inside me. Softening. I could feel him shrinking — slowly, the thickness receding, but the length still there, the mass still there. Still filling me. Still plugging everything in. His cock acting as a stopper. Keeping his cum sealed inside my womb. Keeping every drop where he'd planted it. I didn't want him to pull out. I wanted him to stay. To keep the plug in. To let his cum do what his cum was going to do whether I wanted it to or not.

My hand found his hand. On the mattress beside my head. His dark fingers on grey cotton. I laced my fingers through his. Held on. Our hands intertwined on Mark's sheets. My wedding ring pressing against his knuckle. His thumb closed over mine. Held back.

We lay there. In Mark's bed. On Mark's side. My husband's boss's cock softening inside me. My husband's boss's cum filling my womb. My hand in my husband's boss's hand. And Mark's shampoo in my nose with every breath.

The red numbers on the sideways alarm clock glowed. 10:36. The playlist was still playing downstairs. Something with strings. Sad and pretty. The candles were still burning — barely, the stubs drowning in wax, the vanilla smell faint now under the smell of sweat and sex that filled the bedroom. Our bedroom. Mine and Mark's. The room where nothing had ever happened. The room where everything had happened tonight.


Chapter 30

He pulled out and I felt everything pour.

Hot. Thick. A rush of cum that flooded out of me the second his cock wasn't there to hold it in. It ran down between my legs and soaked into the sheets. Mark's sheets. The grey Target ones. Four hundred thread count. I lay there face-down and felt it pooling under me — warm and heavy and spreading across the fitted sheet that I'd already pulled off one corner.

I didn't move. Couldn't. My body was dead weight. My arms were at my sides. My face was still in the pillow. I was breathing into wet cotton — tears and spit and sweat and cheap shampoo. My legs were apart. I could feel the air on me. On the swollen, raw, open mess between my thighs. Every nerve ending buzzing. Oversensitive. The sheets touching my skin felt like sandpaper.

He got off me. The mattress shifted. His weight lifting away. The springs groaning in relief. The cold air hit my back where his body had been — every inch of skin that had been pressed against his chest was suddenly exposed and the contrast made me shiver. Hot to cold. Full to empty. His body to nothing.

I didn't move. Lay there face-down on the wet sheets. I could hear him standing up. The creak of the floorboards under his weight. His feet on the hardwood — bare feet, heavy, the boards groaning the same way they did when Mark got up for his 6:15 alarm except louder, heavier, deeper. Everything about Damon was louder and heavier and deeper than Mark.

He was moving around the room. I could track him by sound. Footsteps to the left — the foot of the bed, where his trousers had ended up. The soft sound of fabric being lifted off the floor. He was getting dressed. In my bedroom. In the room where Mark's khakis hung in the closet and Mark's ties were arranged by color on the rack inside the door and Mark's Braves t-shirt was folded on the shelf where he left it every morning. Damon was getting dressed in the museum of my husband's morning routine and I was lying in my husband's bed leaking his boss's cum onto my husband's sheets.

I didn't look. Not yet. I lay there with my cheek on the wet pillow — Mark's pillow, soaked through now, the shampoo lost under tears and sweat and spit — and I listened. I listened to a man put himself back together in a room that belonged to another man. And there was something about the sounds. Something that made me ache in a place that had nothing to do with sex.

The trousers first. The rustle of him stepping into them. One leg, then the other. The fabric sliding up. The zip. Smooth. Quick. Then the belt. The buckle clinking as he threaded it through the loops. The metal tongue finding the notch. The prong clicking into the hole. Done. His waist was covered. His hips. The cock that had been inside me for three hours was behind a zipper and a belt buckle and it was like it had never happened.

Except it had. I could feel it leaking out of me right now.

I rolled over. Slow. Every muscle in my body screaming. My abs cramping from three hours of clenching. My thighs burning from being held open. My back aching from being pressed into the counter, the stairs, the mattress. I got onto my back and the wet sheets hit my shoulder blades — cold now, the cum and the sweat cooling, the damp cotton clinging to my skin — and I stared at the ceiling.

The same ceiling I stared at every Saturday night while Mark moved on top of me. The same ceiling fan with the wobble that Mark said he'd fix this weekend. The same water stain in the corner from when the upstairs bathroom leaked three years ago. I'd stared at this ceiling eight hundred times. During sex with Mark. After sex with Mark. During the long quiet minutes before sleep when I lay in the dark and wondered if this was all marriage was. I knew every crack in the plaster. Every shadow the streetlight cast through the curtains. Every pattern in the popcorn texture that the previous owners had never removed.

I'd never stared at this ceiling after sex that mattered.

Damon was buttoning his shirt. I turned my head to watch. He'd found it on the floor by the dresser — the white dress shirt, wrinkled now, the collar bent, a smear of my mascara on the front where his chest had been pressed against my face. He was buttoning it from the bottom. One button at a time. Slow. His dark fingers working the small white buttons through the holes. His chest disappearing behind cotton. The muscle. The smooth dark skin. The scratch marks — mine, red lines I'd raked down his body on the stairs, some of them deep enough to have bled — vanishing behind white fabric one inch at a time.

I watched him dress and it was almost as devastating as watching him undress. Because this was the end. Every button was a goodbye. Every inch of skin disappearing was a piece of the last three hours being erased. He was putting the suit back on. Becoming the man in the suit. The VP. The boss. The man who shook hands and signed paychecks and nodded at you in the parking lot. Every button took him further from the man who had been inside me and closer to the man who would be across a conference table from my husband tomorrow morning.

He tucked the shirt in. The tails disappearing behind his belt. He picked up his tie from the floor — the dark blue one, silk, the one that had been draped over the bedroom doorknob at some point though I couldn't remember when. He didn't put it on. Just draped it over his shoulder. Casual. The way you carry a jacket when it's warm. The way you carry a piece of your professional identity when you've just spent three hours without it.

He turned and looked at me. On the bed. Naked on my back on the wet sheets. My legs apart — not spread, just where they'd fallen when he'd pulled out, too heavy to move, too wrecked to close. His cum was leaking out of me. I could feel it running between my thighs. A thick, warm line sliding toward the sheets. More of it. Still coming. Still draining. I was a vessel that had been filled past capacity and now the overflow was running out of me while I lay in my husband's bed too exhausted to clench.

My body was a record of everything he'd done to me. I could see it without looking in a mirror. My tits — bruised, bitten, the nipples dark and swollen, the skin above the left one purple where his teeth had broken the surface. My stomach — red scratch marks from his belt buckle when he'd been behind me on the counter. My hips — handprints. Dark purple ovals on pale skin. Ten individual finger marks on each side where he'd gripped and pulled and held. My thighs — more marks. Red. Raw. The inner skin chafed from his hips slamming between them for three hours. My knees — both of them. Rug burn. The skin scraped raw, carpet fibers embedded in the abrasion, the beginning of a scab on the right one where it had bled. And between my legs — swollen. Open. Gaping slightly. The lips puffy and red and glossy with cum and slick. My clit visible. Protruding. Throbbing with my heartbeat.

A woman who had been fucked in every room of her house for three hours and looked like it. Every room. Every surface. Every position. Written on my body in bruises and welts and bite marks and rug burn and cum. A roadmap of the night. Evidence that would take a week to fade and longer to forget.

He was dressed. I was naked. He was standing. I was lying down. He was calm. I was shaking. He was buttoned and belted and tucked in and clean and I was covered in his marks and leaking his cum and I couldn't stand up.

What three hours had done. He could walk out of here and go home and shower and sleep and walk into the office tomorrow and nobody would know. Maybe the scratch marks on his neck. Maybe a fingernail mark on his shoulder. But he could cover those. Collar up. Nobody would ask.

I would know. For days. For weeks. Every time I moved. Every time I sat down and winced. Every time I looked in the mirror and saw the bruises on my tits and the handprints on my hips. Every time I got in the shower and felt the sting of hot water on scraped knees. Every time I lay down in this bed and smelled what was left of tonight in the sheets I'd have to wash before Mark noticed. I would know.

"I should go," he said.

"You should go," I said.

Neither of us moved.

He stood by the bedroom door. Shirt buttoned. Tie over his shoulder. His jacket was downstairs — on the living room floor where he'd dropped it three hours and a lifetime ago. He was looking at me and I was looking at him and the house was quiet except for the playlist still going downstairs and the crickets through the open window.

I sat up. The room spun. I grabbed the edge of the mattress and waited for it to stop. My legs swung off the side of the bed — Mark's side — and my feet found the hardwood. Cold. I stood. My knees almost gave out. I locked them. Stood there swaying. Naked and dripping in my own bedroom.

There was a robe on the hook behind the door. Mine. Not Mark's. A thin silk thing — cream, short, came to mid-thigh. I wore it on Saturday mornings when I made coffee. I wore it when I walked to the mailbox. I wore it over pajamas when we had people over late and I wanted to look like I hadn't been in bed already.

I pulled it off the hook. Put it on. Tied the belt. The silk stuck to my sweaty skin. The hem hit my thighs and the fabric clung to my ass and it covered nothing — my tits pressing against the thin material, my nipples hard and visible, the outline of every bite mark showing through. But it was something. A layer between me and the air. Between me and the last three hours.


Chapter 31

I walked him downstairs.

I don't know why. Nobody walks a one-night stand to the door. Nobody walks the man who just fucked them in every room of their house down the stairs and through the living room like a guest leaving a dinner party. But I did. Because my legs moved and his footsteps followed and because the silence in the bedroom had become unbearable — the wet sheets and the sideways alarm clock and the smell of sex in the room where I slept with my husband. I needed to move. Needed to not be in that room. So I walked.

Slow. One step at a time. Holding the banister with my right hand. The wood smooth under my palm. My wedding ring clicking softly against it with every step. My legs were rubber. My knees burned — the rug burn on both kneecaps stinging with every bend, the raw skin pulling, the scabs that hadn't formed yet cracking with each step down. I was walking bowlegged. Couldn't help it. My thighs wouldn't close. Everything between them was swollen and tender and gaping and every step pressed my inner thighs together and the friction made me wince.

His cum was leaking. I could feel it with every step. A warm pulse that squeezed out of me with each movement — my muscles contracting as I descended, pushing more of it out, a thick trickle running down the inside of my left thigh, then my right. The robe was absorbing it. The thin cream silk turning translucent where the wetness soaked through. Dark patches on the fabric. On my inner thighs. On the backs of my legs. The robe I wore on Saturday mornings to make coffee. The robe I wore to get the mail. Ruined.

The stair runner. I looked down and I could see every stain. The trail I'd left on the way up — the cum drops on steps three, five, six. The larger stain halfway up where I'd collapsed. The wet patch where I'd squirted during the ass orgasm. The smear on the step where he'd fucked me doggy. The carpet fibers on two different steps were matted and dark. Some of the stains were already drying — the edges browning, the cream wool discolored. Some were still wet. Glistening under the hallway light. I stepped over the worst of them. Careful. Placing my bare feet on the clean strips of carpet between the evidence.

He walked behind me. One step above. I could feel him. Not touching. Just there. His presence. His weight on the stairs making the banister vibrate under my hand. And I could feel him looking at me. I didn't have to turn around. I knew where his eyes were. On the robe. On the way it clung to my ass — the silk wet and transparent, the shape of my cheeks visible through the fabric, the handprints and the welts showing through like bruises under water. On my bare legs below the hem. On the rug burn. On the handprints on my thighs that were darkening from red to purple. On the way I was moving — careful, slow, wounded, like a woman leaving a car accident.

We reached the bottom. The hallway. I turned right. The living room.

It looked different. Three hours different. The candles were burning low — barely alive, the stubs drowning in pools of melted wax, the wicks guttering. The vanilla smell was thick and cloying, mixed now with something else — the smell of sex, of sweat, of bodies. The air was heavy with it. The room smelled like what had happened in it and no amount of vanilla was covering it up. I'd have to open every window. I'd have to burn different candles. I might have to burn these couches.

The couch. The epicenter. Pushed a foot from the wall — we'd moved it, somehow, during the first round, the legs scraping across Mark's refinished hardwood. The cushion was still flipped. I'd flipped it after the first orgasm, or maybe the second — trying to hide the stain, the wet patch on the leather where I'd squirted. But the stain was on both sides now. And on the arm. And on the throw blanket that Mark's sister had knitted for us. The leather was going to smell. For days. I'd have to Febreze it. Wipe it down. Probably more than once.

The wine glasses. One shattered by the fridge — I could see the glitter of crystal on the kitchen tile from here. The other one — I didn't know. Somewhere on the counter. Or the floor. The wine bottle was still on the counter. Open. The good Merlot. The one I'd picked for our anniversary.

The playlist was still going. Something I didn't recognize. A woman's voice. French maybe. Piano. It had been playing the whole time. Three hours of carefully curated anniversary music accompanying the systematic destruction of my marriage. I should turn it off. I'd turn it off later.

The manila folder. Sitting on the coffee table where Damon had placed it three hours ago. Where Mark would see it when he walked in. The whole reason. The innocent, boring, work-related reason that Damon Price had been standing on my porch at seven o'clock tonight. A folder. Documents. Something Mark had left at the office. Something that could have waited until Monday.

Damon picked up his jacket from the floor by the coffee table. Shook it out. Put it on. Settled it on his shoulders. Adjusted the cuffs. Straightened the collar. One motion and the jacket transformed him. He was Damon Price again. VP of Operations. Mark's boss. The man who ran the Monday morning meeting and signed off on PTO requests and shook hands in the lobby. The jacket covered the scratch marks. The collar hid the red lines on his neck. The tie was draped over his shoulder but if he put it on he'd look exactly the way he had when he'd been standing on my porch three hours ago. Suit. Folder. A professional man on a professional errand.

Nobody would know. He'd walk out of here and drive home and the only evidence would be under his clothes — scratches, fingernail marks, maybe a bite on his shoulder from the stairs. Things that only he would see. Things that a single long-sleeved shirt could hide.

I was standing three feet away from him in a cum-soaked robe that hid nothing, covered in marks that would take a week to fade, leaking his cum down my legs onto Mark's refinished hardwood. Nobody would look at me and wonder what had happened. Everybody would know.

He walked to the front door. His hand on the knob. The same knob he'd been standing in front of three hours ago when I'd opened it in lingerie expecting my husband.

He turned back.

I was standing at the bottom of the stairs. In my robe. Barefoot on the hardwood. My hair was destroyed. My mascara was in black smudges under my eyes. My lips were swollen. My neck had marks on it — red spots that would be purple by morning. The robe was clinging to my body and the silk was thin enough to see everything through it. My tits. My nipples. The curve of my waist. My hips. I was leaning on the banister because standing upright was an effort.

I was crying.

Not loudly. Not sobbing. Tears rolling down my cheeks. Quiet. Steady. My chin trembling. My chest hitching with every breath. From the outside — if someone had walked in right now, if Mark had walked in right now — it would have looked like something terrible had happened. Like I'd been hurt. Like I was standing in my hallway in a robe crying because a man had done something awful to me and I was processing the trauma.

But the tears weren't that.

They were the release. Three hours of tension and adrenaline and shame and ecstasy and taboo and the most intense physical experience of my entire life pouring out of my eyes because my body had nowhere else to put it. I'd screamed until my throat was raw. I'd cum until my legs stopped working. I'd been fucked in every room of my house on my anniversary by a man who wasn't my husband and it was over and the tears were just — overflow. The last thing left to leak.

I sniffed. Wiped my cheek with the back of my hand. The robe sleeve sliding up to my elbow. The bite mark on my wrist visible. I was shaking. Full body. A fine tremor running through me like a low current.

"You okay?" he asked. From the door. His hand on the knob. Calm. Even now.

I laughed. A wet, broken sound. Half laugh, half sob. "No," I said. "I'm not okay."

I wiped my other cheek. Sniffed again. Looked at him through wet eyes.

"I'm really, really not okay."

He watched me. That steady gaze. Those dark eyes that had been on me all night. On my body. On my face. On the places where my body met his. He watched me cry in my hallway and his expression didn't change. Patient. Unhurried. The same way he'd been at the front door. The same way he'd been inside me.


Chapter 32

He opened the door. The warm night air came in. August. Humid. The smell of cut grass and warm asphalt. The porch light was still on. The neighborhood was dark. Quiet. The Hendersons' house across the street — lights off. Every window on the cul-de-sac black. Just the streetlight and the porch light and the warm air.

He stepped onto the porch. Turned. Looked at me one more time. The robe. The tears. The marks. The woman he was leaving behind in her husband's house.

I leaned against the banister. The robe had slipped. One shoulder bare. The silk hanging off my body. My legs visible below the hem — bare, pale, the rug burn on my knees, the handprints on my thighs fading from red to pink. I wasn't trying to look like anything. I was just standing there. Wrecked and crying and barely upright.

Something shifted in his face. Small. His jaw tightened. His eyes dropped — from my face to my bare shoulder to the loose robe to my legs and back up. His hand was still on the door. The warm air between us.

He let go of the door.

He took off his jacket. Dropped it on the porch. His hands went to his shirt. Top button. Then the next. Then the next. Watching me the whole time. Each button revealing more of his chest — the dark skin, the muscle, the scratch marks I'd put there. He pulled the shirt off his shoulders and let it fall. Standing on my porch. Shirtless. The porch light on his body. The neighborhood asleep.

My heart slammed. My stomach dropped. My pussy — swollen, raw, leaking his cum, used past the point of function — clenched.

I felt it. The clench. Involuntary. My body responding to the sight of his bare chest the way it had responded every single time tonight. The same automatic, animal reaction. His shirt came off and my pussy tightened. My body had been trained. Three hours of conditioning. Three hours of his chest meaning his cock was coming next. His chest meaning I was about to be filled. His chest meaning pain and fullness and screaming and orgasms and his cum pumping into me. My body saw his bare chest and my body prepared itself. Got wetter. Opened. My walls relaxing. My entrance loosening. The muscles that had been clenched in exhaustion suddenly unclenching. Ready. After everything — after seven orgasms and two creampies and three hours of being fucked in every room of my house — my body saw him take his shirt off and my body said yes. Again. More. Please.

I was broken. Something inside me was broken. Not physically. Deeper than that. Some fundamental piece of who I'd been three hours ago — the faithful wife, the loyal partner, the woman who had never cheated and barely fantasized about it — that piece was broken and what had grown in its place was this. This thing that saw her husband's boss standing shirtless on her porch and got wet. This thing that had cum leaking down her legs and rug burn on her knees and bruises on her body and still clenched. Still wanted. Still needed.

"Damon — oh God — you already — we—"

My voice was shaking. My body wasn't. My body was steady. My body knew exactly what it wanted. The trembling was my brain. The last conscious part of me that knew this was wrong, that knew Mark was driving home, that knew every minute Damon was inside this house was another minute of risk. My brain was shaking. My pussy was getting wetter.

He stepped back inside. Over the threshold. Into the hallway. His chest dark and wide and carved in the warm light. The scratch marks I'd put there — red on dark brown, some of them raised, some of them crusted — visible across his pecs and his shoulders. He was marked too. I'd marked him. My nails on his skin. My teeth on his shoulder. I'd put lines on his body the same way he'd put handprints on mine. We'd written on each other.

He didn't close the door. Left it open. The porch light spilling into the hallway. The warm air drifting in. The neighborhood on the other side of that open door — the Garcias' sprinklers, the Hendersons' dark windows, the streetlight, the quiet cul-de-sac where nothing ever happened. Anyone could see. Anyone walking a dog. Anyone coming home late. Anyone glancing at the Callahan house and seeing the front door open and the porch light on and a shirtless Black man walking into the hallway where a woman in a robe was crying against the banister.

He walked toward me. Not fast. The same pace he'd had all night. Steady. Unhurried. His eyes on me. Dark. Focused. His trousers still on, his belt still buckled, but his chest bare and his shoulders rolling and his body eating up the hallway with each stride. He was three steps away. Two. One.

I backed up. One step. My back hit the wall. The hallway wall. The one with the wedding photos. My bare shoulder — where the robe had slipped — touched the plaster and it was cold and I felt a frame shift behind my head. Our wedding photo. The big one. The one in the gilded frame Mark's mother had given us. I could feel it against my hair. Against the back of my skull. My wedding photo against my head and Damon Price standing in front of me.

He put his hands on my waist. Through the silk. I could feel the heat of his palms through the thin fabric. His thumbs on my hipbones. His fingers wrapping around to my back. Dark hands on cream silk. He gripped. Lifted. And I was off the ground.

My feet left the hardwood. The robe rode up — the hem sliding from mid-thigh to my hips, bunching around my waist, my bare legs exposed. My thighs — bruised, marked, his cum drying on the inner skin — were in the open air. My pussy — bare, swollen, gaping, leaking — was inches from his belt buckle. He held me against the wall. One-armed. Like I was nothing. Like a hundred and twenty-five pounds of wrecked, cum-soaked wife was something he could hold in one hand.

My legs wrapped around his waist. Before my brain told them to. Before I could decide. My thighs closing around his hips. My ankles crossing at the small of his back. My body locking onto him. Pulling him closer. The wedding photos rattling in their frames behind my head. I could hear the glass vibrating. Could hear the nail shifting in the plaster. Could feel the gilded frame — Mark's mother's frame, the expensive one, the one she'd ordered from the catalog — pressing into the back of my skull.

"Oh God," I said. Crying. Shaking. My arms going around his neck. My fingers finding the scratch marks on his shoulders and pressing into them. "Mark's going to — oh God—"

His cock was hard. I could feel it through his trousers. Thick and stiff against my inner thigh. The heat of it through the fabric. He'd just cum inside me twenty minutes ago. Two loads tonight. He'd emptied himself in me on the counter and again in the bed and his balls should have been drained and his cock should have been done and he was hard. Again. Thick and rigid and pressing against my thigh through his trousers.

He was hard because of me. Because of this. Because he'd walked to the door and turned around and seen me — crying, wrecked, the robe falling off, his cum on my thighs — and that was enough. That image. His employee's wife leaking his cum and crying in a silk robe. That was enough to bring him back to full. Three hours of sex and two orgasms and he looked at what he'd done to me and his cock responded like it was seeing me for the first time.

He reached down with one hand. Still holding me against the wall with the other. I heard the zipper. Felt the shift. Felt the heat change as his cock came free of the fabric — the confined warmth of it through trousers becoming the direct, searing heat of bare skin against my inner thigh. He was hot. Heavy. The shaft resting against my leg. I could feel a bead of precum slide off the tip and run down my skin. Warm. Slick. A promise.

He shifted his hips. The head dragged across my inner thigh. Leaving a wet trail. Moving inward. Finding the crease where my thigh met my pelvis. Moving down. Through the mess. Through the cum that was still leaking out of me. Through the wetness that my treacherous body was producing fresh for him even now. The head of his cock slid through all of it — his cum and my cum and the slick of three hours — and found my entrance.

Pressed against me. The swollen, oversensitive, used-past-the-point-of-reason entrance that had taken him seven times tonight and was about to take him again. I could feel the head spreading my lips. The familiar stretch. My folds — puffy, raw, tender — parting around the tip. Not resisting. Opening. My body had stopped resisting hours ago.

He pushed in.

The sound that came out of me wasn't a scream. It was something past screaming. Past words. Past sounds that had names. My throat was shredded from three hours of screaming and what came out was a raw, cracked, broken wail that echoed down the hallway and bounced off the wedding photos and carried out the open front door into the August night. Into the neighborhood. Into the dark quiet of the cul-de-sac where nothing ever happened and where a married woman was being fucked against a wall by a man who wasn't her husband with the door wide open.

My nails dug into his shoulders. Into the scratch marks. Reopening them. My head fell back against the wall. Against the wedding photo. The frame slammed into the plaster. My mouth was open. My eyes were squeezed shut. Tears running sideways across my temples into my hair. His cock was inside me. Again. Stretching me open. Filling me up. In the hallway. Against the wall. With the door wide open and the porch light on.

The door stayed open.


Chapter 33

His cock was so deep I could taste it.

Not literally. But somewhere behind my tongue, in the back of my throat, I could feel the pressure of him filling me up from below and pushing everything north. My back against the wall. My legs around his waist. His hands under my ass. His hips driving up into me and the wet, obscene sound of his cock entering a pussy that had already taken two loads tonight echoing off the hallway walls and out the open front door.

"Oh my God — sir — Mr. Price — PLEASE — PLEASE—"

My robe was bunched around my waist. Useless. The belt had come undone the second he'd lifted me and now it was just a ring of cream silk around my middle — my tits out, bouncing with every thrust, the bite marks purple and tender. My legs bare. My feet off the ground. My ass in his hands. The wall cold on my back and his body furnace-hot against my front and his cock splitting me open for the — what? Seventh time? Eighth?

I'd stopped counting.

But the wall was different from everything else.

Every other position tonight — the couch, the counter, the stairs, the bed — I'd had something under me. Something to press into. Something to grip or brace against or bury my face in. Here I had nothing. Nothing except him. My feet were off the ground. My hands had nothing to grab except his shoulders. My back was against plaster and his body was against my front and in between was his cock and gravity and that was all. I was suspended. Held. Completely at his mercy. If he let go of my ass I'd drop. If he stepped back I'd crumble. Every ounce of my hundred and twenty-five pounds was in his hands and he was using every ounce of it.

Gravity. I hadn't expected it. On the couch I'd felt his weight. On the counter I'd felt his depth. On the stairs I'd felt the angle. In the bed I'd felt the intimacy. But against the wall I felt gravity. My own body weight working against me. Working for him. Every thrust drove up into me and every pause between thrusts let me slide down onto him — my weight impaling me on his cock an inch further than his hips alone could push. He drove up. I sank down. He drove up. I sank down. A rhythm that used both our bodies. His strength and my weight. His arms and my gravity. The physics of it making his cock reach places that shouldn't have been reachable. Deep. Past deep. Past the place the counter had hit and the bed had found and into some new territory that felt less like sex and more like rearrangement.

"Unh — oh God — oh GOD — you're so — MMPH—"

I couldn't finish sentences. He was bouncing me. His hands gripping the meat of my ass — the bruised, welted, handprinted, layered-with-three-hours-of-damage meat of it — and lifting me up his shaft, then letting me drop. Lifting. Dropping. My body sliding along the wall on a film of sweat. The plaster scraping my shoulder blades raw. My hair catching on the paint. And every drop landing me on the thick root of his cock with a wet, meaty smack that echoed off the hallway walls and out the open front door into the sleeping cul-de-sac.

I looked down between us.

I shouldn't have.

The cream silk robe bunched at my waist framed everything. A curtain pulled back on the show of my life. Above it — my pale tits bouncing, the bite marks purple and the nipples raw and hard and pointing at the ceiling. Below it — his cock. Dark. Thick. Glistening with three hours of cum and spit and my own arousal. Disappearing into me on each upstroke. Reappearing on each drop — slick, veined, the thick uncut head dragging my pussy lips down with it before his hips snapped up and drove it all back inside. The contrast. Dark shaft. Pale lips. The gold of my wedding ring catching the hallway light every time my hand clenched on his shoulder. My white thighs splayed around his dark waist. My stockinged foot — one stocking still clinging to my left leg, the other long gone — bouncing against the small of his back with each thrust.

Every time he drove up, my clit ground against his pubic bone. Hard. The ridge of muscle at the base of his shaft pressing into my swollen nub and the friction sending a jolt up my spine that curled my toes. I was so sensitive. Three hours of orgasms had stripped every nerve raw and now each contact was a white-hot spike of almost-too-much sitting right on the line between pleasure and pain. My clit was throbbing. Swollen. I could feel my own heartbeat in it — hammering, desperate — and every time his body met mine it was like pressing a bruise. Exquisite. Agonizing. I kept grinding down onto it anyway.

The sounds. The sounds were obscene. Wet. Heavy. The thick, squelching schlick of his cock pumping through cum — his cum from the counter and the bed, my cum from eight orgasms, all of it churning inside me with each stroke. Being stirred. Being pushed deeper on the upstroke, then sucked back as he withdrew. I could feel the fluids shifting. The viscous warmth sloshing against my cervix. Leaking out around the seal of his shaft where my swollen lips couldn't grip tight enough to hold everything in. Running down between my ass cheeks. Dripping off his balls. Pattering onto the hardwood floor below us in a steady rhythm that kept time with his hips.

And over the wet sounds — the slap. His hips against mine. The clap of dark skin on pale skin. Loud in the hallway. Louder than the music that had stopped playing at some point I couldn't remember. A flat, heavy, percussive crack that bounced off the walls and the ceiling and the wedding photos and carried straight out the open front door. Anyone on the sidewalk. Anyone walking a dog or taking out trash or pulling into their driveway after a late shift. They'd hear it. The unmistakable rhythm of a woman being fucked hard against a wall in a house with the front door wide open and the porch light on. In a cul-de-sac where people brought each other casseroles and talked about property values and had no idea what was happening on the Callahans' hallway floor.

His arms weren't shaking. That was what kept getting me. Three hours. He'd been holding me, carrying me, lifting me, pinning me down and picking me back up for three hours straight. And his arms were steady. His hands firm on my ass. His biceps flexing and releasing with each bounce — thick, dark, ropy with veins — and they didn't tremble. Didn't falter.

Mark threw out his back carrying me over the threshold on our wedding night. Four steps across a hotel lobby and he needed three days to recover. We spent the first night of our Cabo honeymoon with him flat on the mattress and a pillow under his knees while I went to the front desk for Advil.

Damon had been carrying me for half the night. Stairs to hallway to wall. He lifted me like I was made of air. And right now — three hours deep, two of his own orgasms behind him, sweat running down both our bodies — he was bouncing a hundred and twenty-five pounds of wife on his cock against a wall with one arm and using the other hand to grip my hair and his breathing wasn't even ragged.

The difference. The fucking difference between the man I married and the man inside me. It wasn't just the cock. Wasn't just the stamina. It was everything. The strength. The control. The patience. The way he held me like I weighed nothing and fucked me like I was everything and didn't ask and didn't need to because I'd stopped being someone who needed to be asked three hours ago on that couch.

His cock hit my cervix on the next upstroke.

I screamed. Raw. Cracked. The sound ripping out of me before I could shape it into a word. He did it again. Same angle. Same depth. The thick head driving up and up until it pressed against the deepest wall inside me — the wall Mark had never reached, the wall Mark didn't know existed — and pushed.

My eyes crossed. My mouth hung open. My head knocked back against the plaster. The pressure was immense. Not sharp. Full. A deep, internal, bone-level fullness that bypassed nerve endings and went straight to something older. Something animal. My whole pelvis clenched around him. My thighs crushed his waist. My pussy gripped his shaft so hard I could feel the ridge of his cock head through the walls of my own body.

He held there. Deep. The tip pressed against my cervix. Not thrusting. Just pressing. His dark eyes on my face. Watching. Watching me take it. Watching my mouth fall open and my eyes roll and my chest heave under the cream silk robe and my whole body try to process a depth it had never been asked to handle.

He withdrew. Slow. Letting me feel every inch. Every vein dragging against my walls. The thick head scraping past my G-spot. Past the swollen, oversensitive ridges that made my thighs shake. All the way out to the tip — my pussy lips closing around just the head, gripping it, not wanting to let it go. The cool air on the slick inches of shaft between us. The wet gleam of him in the hallway light.

And slammed back up.

"AHHH — fuck — harder — HARDER—"

He slammed up into me. My skull knocked the wall. A wedding photo jumped off its nail and hit the floor. Glass cracked. I didn't look down. Didn't care. His cock was stretching my swollen pussy so wide I could feel my lips gripping the shaft on each stroke — dragging along the ridges, the veins, the thick uncut head scraping my walls on the way in and the way out. I was so wet it was running down his balls. His cum from the bed. His cum from the counter. My cum from seven orgasms. All of it mixing together and dripping off his sack onto the hardwood floor in a steady patter.

"You been telling me that all night, Brooke." His voice in my ear. Low. Steady. Even now — even with his cock buried in me and sweat running down his chest — calm. "Been saying your husband's coming home since I had you on that couch."

"He IS coming — mmph — he could be — any minute — FUCK—"

"Said it on the counter." Thrust. Deep. I yelped. "Said it on the stairs." Thrust. Deeper. I screamed. "Said it in his bed."

His hand left my ass. Swung. Cracked across my right cheek. The welts from earlier — layers of bruise on bruise — and his palm landed on top of them and I shrieked. My pussy clamped around his cock so hard he grunted.

"But you ain't never said stop."


Chapter 34

The words hit me the same way they'd been hitting me all night. My pussy clenched. My clit throbbed. My eyes filled. He was right. Every time. Every room. Every position. I'd said please and I'd said oh God and I'd said harder and I'd said his name and I'd said my husband and I'd never — not once — said stop.

Five words. Five words and every lie I'd been telling myself all night dissolved.

Because I'd been lying. To myself. In my own head. A running commentary of excuses that got thinner with each room and each orgasm and each time I screamed his name instead of my husband's. Little lies. Reasonable lies. The kind you tell yourself so you can keep going without looking at what you're doing.

It just happened. He started it. I was caught off guard. The lingerie confused things. One thing led to another.

Bullshit.

One thing didn't lead to another. I led. Every step. Every room. Every escalation. I opened the door. I said come in. I took his hand and placed it on my breast. I dropped to my knees in my own living room. I spread my legs on the couch and pulled him inside me and screamed so loud the Garcias could have heard it through the walls.

The counter — I begged him to cum inside me. Not him. Me. I said the words. I said my husband's name while I said them. Three years Mark couldn't get it done and I offered myself up to his boss and I meant every syllable.

The stairs — he was going soft. The night could have ended right there on that middle step. I could have let him go down, pulled the robe on, started cleaning up. Instead I wrapped my hand around his cock and stroked him hard again. I chose that. Nobody made me. Nobody asked me. I felt him softening and my hand moved before my brain could catch up because my brain didn't want to catch up.

The bed — I came in my husband's bed. Twice. With his pillow under my head and his alarm clock glowing six inches from my face. I came with the smell of Mark's shampoo in my nose and another man's cock buried so deep I could feel him in my chest. I didn't think about Mark. Not once. Not a flicker. My husband's side of the mattress sagging under the weight of what I was doing and his name didn't cross my mind.

And when Damon got dressed. When he buttoned his shirt and stood at the front door with the night air coming in and the real world right there — the cul-de-sac, the streetlights, the Hendersons' dark windows — I had the off-ramp. The biggest one of the night. The one that would have made everything before it a terrible, shameful, one-time mistake. The kind I could bury. Lie about. Take to my grave and never say out loud.

I unbuttoned his shirt. Pulled it off his shoulders. Kissed the scratch marks I'd put on his chest. Stood on my toes and pressed my mouth to his and chose this. Again. With my eyes open. With my ring on. With my husband ten minutes down the road holding gas station flowers.

But you ain't never said stop.

He was right about everything. About me. About what I wanted. About the woman standing in that doorway wearing two hundred dollars of lace for a man who wouldn't have noticed if she'd been in a paper bag. Damon saw me in one look. One half-second sweep — eyes dropping down my body and coming back up. And in that look he saw more of me than Mark had seen in eight years of marriage. Eight years of sleeping next to me. Eight years of brushing his teeth beside me every morning and not once looking over.

I let him in because I wanted to feel something. And I felt everything.

And the tears running down my face — his cock still inside me, his hand still gripping my ass, my back against this wall with the wedding photos shaking on their nails — the tears weren't shame. They weren't guilt. Not really. They were the weight of knowing I'd do it again. Tomorrow. Tonight. Right now. If he asked me to go another round I'd say yes. If he carried me to the kitchen table or the laundry room floor or the hood of Mark's Accord in the garage I would spread my legs and pull him in and I would not say stop.

I could never say stop. Not to him. Not anymore.

The woman who opened that front door three hours ago in lingerie and heels and a nervous smile — she was gone. She left somewhere between the first kiss and the first orgasm and she wasn't coming back. And the woman pinned to this wall — shaking, full, crying, wrecked, eight orgasms deep into a night she couldn't take back — she was someone new. Someone who knew what she'd been missing. Someone who couldn't unknow it. Someone who was going to sit across from her husband at Moretti's in an hour and eat pasta and smile and carry the ghost of this cock between her legs for the rest of her life.

I didn't say stop.

I said his name.

He peeled me off the wall.

Not fast. Not rough. He just took me. Both hands under my ass. My legs still wrapped around his waist. His cock still inside me — buried deep, shifting as he stepped back from the wall and the angle changed and I gasped and my fingers dug into his neck. The photo behind my head swung back into place. The nail groaned in the plaster. I left a smear on the wall — sweat, tears, something else — a body print on the paint that I'd have to figure out how to explain or cover up or just stare at every time I walked down this hallway for the rest of my life.

Three steps. Four. His cock shifting inside me with every one. My pussy gripping him — swollen, oversensitive, every movement scraping nerve endings that had been worked raw for three hours. I whimpered into his chest. My face pressed against his collarbone. His skin slick with sweat. His heartbeat steady under my cheek. Still steady. Three hours and eight of my orgasms and two of his and his heart was beating like he was reading a quarterly report.

He went down.

Slow. His knees hitting the hardwood first — the sound of bone on polished wood. Then lower. One arm behind my back. The other under my ass. Lowering me the way you'd lower something you weren't done with. My shoulder blades touched the floor. Then my spine. Then my hips. The hardwood cold against my skin. Cold and hard and unforgiving against the rug burn and the bruises and the raw spots that had been accumulating since the couch. I hissed. He didn't stop. Just kept lowering. My head touched down last. The back of my skull settling onto the same floor I'd mopped on Tuesday. The same floor Mark's mother had called a waste of money. Twenty-two dollars a square foot, Margaret. And your son's boss is about to fuck your daughter-in-law on it.

He followed me down. His body covering mine. Not all at once — in stages. His chest first. Pressing my tits flat. Dark skin on pale skin, sweat making everything slippery, the bite marks on my breasts throbbing against the hard wall of his pecs. Then his stomach against mine — his tight, carved abdomen on my soft Pilates belly, and even there the difference. Mark's stomach was doughy. Soft. The stomach of a man who ate Moretti's breadsticks and said he'd start running on Monday. This stomach was a slab.

Then his hips. Settling between my thighs. Pushing them wider. And then all of it. All two hundred and thirty-five pounds sinking onto my body like gravity had been waiting all night for this. My ribs compressed. My lungs flattened. The air squeezed out of me in a thin whine.

I was on my back. Pinned. His weight holding me to the hallway floor.

Missionary.

The same position I'd been in every Saturday night for eight years.

Mark hovered. That's the thing about Mark in bed — he hovered. Held himself up on his elbows. Bony elbows digging into the mattress on either side of my head. A gap between our bodies. Always a gap. Like he was afraid of crushing me. Like sex was a plank exercise and he had to maintain proper form. I could always see the ceiling past his shoulder. Always see the bedside clock if I turned my head. Always count the seconds. Ninety. A hundred and twenty. His personal best was maybe three minutes. Then the grunt. The shudder. The "sorry, you were just so tight." And he'd roll off. The gap would fill with cool air. He'd reach for his phone. I'd lie there and stare at the ceiling and wonder if other women felt like this after sex — like nothing had happened. Like a bus had driven past and she hadn't been on it.

This was nothing like that.

I couldn't see the ceiling. Couldn't see anything except the dark curve of Damon's shoulder and the hallway light making a halo behind his head. His body covered mine completely. My tits crushed flat under his chest. My hips pinned open by his. My arms couldn't go anywhere except around his neck. I was under him. Beneath him. Pressed into the floor by a man who didn't hover. Who didn't leave gaps. Who didn't hold himself above me like sex was something that happened in the space between our bodies.

There was no space. Every inch of me was touching every inch of him. Chest to chest. Stomach to stomach. His thighs inside mine. His cock still buried in me — thick, hard, filling me from an angle that was new and deep and made my breath catch every time he shifted his weight. I could feel his heartbeat through his cock. Or maybe that was my own pulse. I couldn't tell where he ended and I started.


Chapter 35

The floor was hard under my back. Cold on the spots where my skin touched wood between the bruises. And on top of me — his heat. All of it. Every pound of furnace-hot muscle sealing me to the hardwood. I was sandwiched between cold floor and hot man and I'd never felt more held in my life.

More held than eight years of marriage. More held than Mark's arms had ever made me feel. More held than the honeymoon, the anniversaries, the nights I'd rolled toward him wanting to be close and he'd already been asleep.

The hallway stretched around us. The open front door at one end — porch light spilling in, warm August air drifting across our tangled bodies, the world right there. The bedroom at the other end — door open, sheets wrecked, his cum soaking into Mark's mattress. And in between, the wreckage. The stairs with rug burn ground into the runner. The wall with my body print. The trail of cum and sweat and choices leading to exactly where we lay.

The floor. Missionary. Face to face. His dark eyes on my wet ones. His mouth inches from mine. His breath warm on my lips. The most intimate position there was. The one I'd been doing wrong for eight years because I'd been doing it with the wrong man.

My legs locked around his waist. White thighs on dark hips. Ankles crossed at the small of his back. I pulled him deeper. My arms around his neck. My nails in his shoulders. My mouth found his — sloppy, desperate, tongues and teeth and spit. I was kissing him like I was drowning and his mouth was air.

He fucked me into the floor. Hard. The hardwood unforgiving under my shoulder blades. My back sliding with every thrust — skin squeaking on polished wood, my hair fanning out behind my head. The robe was gone. Somewhere. Just a puddle of cream silk on the floor beside us. I was naked under him. Completely. Every inch of my pale, bruised, bitten, handprinted, cum-soaked body pressed against every inch of his dark, hard, sweating body.

"Cum inside me — Damon — please — one more time — fill me up—"

I meant it. Every word. I wanted to feel it again. That thick, heavy pulse. That heat spreading inside me. I wanted him to empty his balls into me for the third time tonight on my hallway floor with the door open and the neighborhood sleeping and my husband driving home with gas station flowers.

"Give me a baby — I want it — please sir — knock me up — my husband can't do it — three years and he can't — but you can — I know you can—"

His mouth went to my breast. Left one. The one with the bite marks already turning purple. He bit down. His teeth sinking into the flesh. I screamed. My back arched off the floor. He bit harder — chewing the skin above my nipple, his dark lips sealed around pale flesh, sucking and grinding his teeth. The pain shot from my breast to my clit in a straight line and my pussy clenched around him and I raked my nails down his back — long red lines on dark skin from his shoulders to his ass.

He switched. Right breast. Same treatment. Teeth on my nipple. Biting. Chewing. The raw, swollen nub caught between his teeth and his tongue working the tip. I grabbed the back of his bald head and pushed his face into my chest and screamed at the ceiling.

"AHHHHH — bite me — harder — CHEW ON THEM — PLEASE—"

Every bite sent a pulse between my legs. Nipple to clit. Nipple to clit. His cock filling me and his teeth destroying my tits and both of them working me from opposite ends and I was going to cum. Again. One more. The last one. My body was empty. Wrung out. Seven orgasms in three hours and there was nothing left and it was coming anyway.

His pace changed. Faster. Rougher. The controlled rhythm cracking. His breathing harsh against my breast. His hips slamming into me — the slap of dark skin against pale skin filling the hallway, louder than the music, louder than my screaming, a wet, heavy, meaty sound that carried out the open door.

I could feel his balls. Slapping against my ass with every stroke. Heavy. Full. The weight of them hitting my skin on each downstroke — a thick, meaty smack that I felt in my teeth.

I reached down.

My hand slid between our bodies. Across his sweaty stomach — the ridged muscle slick under my fingers. Past where the sweat pooled in the crease of his hip. Lower. Past where our bodies met — and I felt it there. The connection. His cock entering me. My fingers grazed the base of his shaft where it disappeared into my pussy and the sensation of touching him at the point where he split me open sent a shudder through my whole body. I could feel my own lips stretched around him. Tight. Swollen. Gripping his shaft. My fingers wet with the mess leaking out of me — his cum, my cum, everything we'd made together tonight running down the base of his cock and dripping off the underside.

Lower.

His balls.

They filled my hand. Spilled over the edges. Heavy and hot and dark against my pale fingers. I couldn't fit both of them in one palm — I tried, and one slipped free, swinging against my wrist. Each one was the size of a golf ball. Dense. Full. I could feel the weight of what was inside them. The cum he'd been building. The load he hadn't given me yet. The third load. And it was heavy. Heavier than the other two had been. His body had been manufacturing this while he fucked me through room after room and it was sitting right there in my hand, ready.

My wedding ring pressed against his sack. Gold on dark skin. I could see it when I tilted my chin down — my manicured fingers, the French tips I'd gotten yesterday for tonight, for the anniversary dinner, for Mark — wrapped around another man's balls on the hallway floor of my marriage. The ring Mark had slid onto my finger eight years ago at St. Andrew's with his parents and my parents and a hundred and forty guests watching. The ring that meant faithful and forever and forsaking all others. That ring. Pressing into the sack of the man who was about to cum inside me for the third time.

I squeezed. Gently. Felt them shift in my palm. Heavy and rolling. His cock twitched inside me — a hard, involuntary jerk that made my breath catch. I squeezed again. Rolled them. Felt the skin tighten under my fingers. They were drawing up. Pulling close to his body. Getting ready.

I knew what that meant. I'd felt it on the counter. I'd felt it in the bed. The tightening. The gathering. The moment right before a man's body crosses the point of no return and everything he has comes pouring out. Mark did it too — a quick little clench and then it was over in two seconds. A dribble. A teaspoon. Thin and watery and barely warm.

These balls were nothing like Mark's.

These were heavy. Packed. The balls of a man whose body knew how to make cum — real cum, thick cum, the kind that came out in ropes and sat heavy against your cervix and didn't leak out easy because it was too viscous to run. The kind that coated your walls and pooled in your womb and stayed there. Doing its job. The kind Mark's body had never made in its life.

Three years. Three years of trying. Three years of ovulation kits and fertility tracking apps and timed sex that felt like a medical procedure. Mark on top. Mark finishing in two minutes. Mark's thin, watery cum leaking out of me onto a towel while I lay with my hips elevated on a pillow because the Internet said gravity might help. Dr. Reeves's office. The pamphlets. The sperm count test Mark wouldn't take because "it'll happen when it's ready, babe" and "my dad said they tried for a year before they had me" and every excuse in the world to avoid facing the possibility that maybe — maybe — the problem was him.

And here I was. On my hallway floor. On my anniversary. Holding the full, heavy, ready-to-breed balls of a man who had already cum inside me twice tonight and was about to do it again. A man whose cum didn't dribble. A man whose cum came in waves — thick, heavy, pulse after pulse, flooding me so full I could feel the pressure in my womb. A man who had cum twice and was still hard. Still going. Still fucking me with the same steady power he'd had on the couch three hours ago.

My hand tightened around his sack. Possessive. Not gentle anymore. I was holding what my husband couldn't give me. I was cradling the cure for three years of blank pregnancy tests and hopeful mornings and crying in the bathroom with the door locked. And I was going to milk every drop of it out of him and into my unprotected, unmedicated, fertile body on the hallway floor of my marriage.

"I can feel it — Damon — mmph — your balls — they're so full — so heavy — please — give it all to me—"

My fingers worked him. Rolling. Squeezing. Tugging gently on his sack — pulling it down, then letting it retract. Feeling the muscles tighten against my palm. His cock was throbbing inside me — a steady, rhythmic pulse that was different from the thrusts. Deeper. Internal. The pulse of a man getting close.

"MMPH — fuck — Brooke—"

His voice cracked.

The calm. The steady, unhurried, unshakeable calm that had carried him through three hours of fucking me in every room of my house. The calm that never wavered when I screamed or squirted or begged or said my husband's name. The calm that was so absolute it felt like a force of nature.

It shattered.


Chapter 36

His face came off my breast. His eyes on mine. Dark. Intense. Something wild in them that I hadn't seen all night. His jaw clenched so hard the muscle jumped. His arms locked on either side of my head — trembling. Actually trembling. The first time any part of him had trembled since he'd walked through my front door. My hand on his balls had done what three hours of my pussy couldn't. I'd found the crack. The weak spot. The place where Damon Price, VP of Operations, divorced, high-rise downtown, calm as concrete — where that man came apart.

My hand. My choosing, reaching, deliberate hand. I wasn't just taking anymore. I wasn't spread out beneath him letting it happen. I was reaching between our bodies and squeezing his balls and coaxing the cum up and out of him with my manicured French-tip anniversary fingers and my gold wedding ring pressed against his dark, heavy sack.

His hips drove into me. Hard. Harder than he'd been. The controlled rhythm was gone. His body was running on something past control now — something animal and urgent and building. The floor shaking. My body jolting with every thrust. My tits bouncing. My mouth open. His balls pulling up tight against my fingers. Drawing close to his body. Contracting.

Close. So close. I could feel it in my palm. The gathering. The load pulling together. Getting ready to travel.

"CUM — please — CUM INSIDE ME — BREED ME — GIVE THIS WHITE GIRL EVERY DROP YOU'VE GOT—"

His balls heaved in my palm.

I felt it before it happened. The contraction. Both of them pulling tight against his body — drawing up, getting dense, the skin taut under my fingers. The load gathering. Concentrating. Everything his body had been building since the bed — building while he carried me to the wall, building while he fucked me against the plaster, building while I squeezed his sack with my wedding ring pressed against the dark, hot skin — all of it concentrating into one heavy, urgent mass.

Then the surge.

I felt it travel. Up through his shaft. A thick, rolling wave of pressure I could track with my fingers and then with my pussy — the swell moving through his cock like a detonation, his shaft expanding inside me, the head flaring against my cervix. Pressing. Demanding.

The first pulse hit me.

Deep. So deep my eyes rolled back and my mouth fell open and no sound came out because my lungs forgot how to work. Hot. Thick. A jet of cum slamming against my cervix with enough force that I felt the impact in my spine. Not a dribble. Not a leak. A rope. Heavy and viscous and so hot it felt like warm honey being poured into my womb.

My cervix opened for it.

I felt it happen. A softening. A yielding. The tight ring of muscle at the entrance to my womb — the gate that Mark's thin, watery cum had been bouncing off for three years of trying — it relaxed. Opened. Let him in. Like my body recognized his cum. Knew it. Wanted it. Had been waiting for something this thick, this heavy, this potent. And now that it was here my body was letting it flood in unchecked.

"AHHHHHHHH—"

The scream ripped out of me. Raw. Guttural. From a place below my chest and below my stomach and below everything civilized. An animal sound. The sound of a woman being bred on her hallway floor by a man who wasn't her husband.

I came. The same second his first pulse hit me.

Not a normal orgasm. Not the sharp, focused ones from the couch. Not the deep, rolling, squirting ones from the counter and the stairs. This was something else. Full-body. Total. Every nerve ending I had — from my scalp to my toes, from my bitten nipples to my bruised ass to the raw, stretched, oversensitive walls of my pussy — every single one fired at the same time.

My back arched off the floor. Hard. Shoulder blades grinding against the hardwood. Spine curved. Tits pushing against his chest. My legs locked around his waist so tight my thighs were shaking and my calves were cramping. My nails sank into his back — not scratching, burying. Past the marks that were already there. Drawing fresh lines in his skin. My toes curled until my feet ached. My jaw locked open. Eyes squeezed shut. Every muscle in my body contracted at once and the orgasm hit me like a wall.

"OHHH — OHHH GOD — DAMON — I'M — AHHHH — I'M CUMMING — OH FUCK I'M CUMMING—"

He groaned. Into my neck. Low and long and broken — the first real sound he'd made all night that wasn't controlled. The sound of a man who'd held the reins for three hours finally letting go. The vibration of it buzzed against my throat. Against my pulse. Against the tendon where my neck met my shoulder. I could feel his groan in my chest. In my bones. In the place where his cock was pumping me full.

The second pulse. Harder than the first. Thicker. My pussy clamped down — an involuntary, desperate clench that squeezed his shaft so hard he grunted. And the clench made his cock pulse again. And the pulse triggered another clench. A feedback loop. His cum and my orgasm feeding each other. His body pumping into mine and mine squeezing around his and the sensation spiraling upward with nowhere to go except through both of us.

"Unh — fuck — FUCK — Brooke — God DAMN—"

Third pulse. Fourth. Each one deep. Each one thick. Each one hitting the back of my womb with a wet, heavy impact I could feel in my throat. The cum stacking. Layering. I could feel it pooling inside me — hot and dense, filling the spaces already full from the counter and the bed. Three loads. One on top of another on top of another. His cum mixing with his cum mixing with his cum. Viscous. Heavy. So much that the pressure was building. My womb swelling with it. Filling past full. Past capacity. Past anything Mark's body had ever produced in eight years of marriage.

Mark's cum would have been done by now. Thin and watery. A teaspoon. Gone in minutes. Absorbed into nothing. This was still coming. Still pulsing. Still filling me. Each rope thicker than everything Mark had ever given me combined.

Fifth pulse. I was sobbing. Cumming and sobbing at the same time. The orgasm rolling through me in slow, devastating waves that started between my legs and radiated outward — through my stomach, my chest, my arms, my fingers, my face. Each wave making my pussy clench. Each clench pulling another drop out of him. Each drop making the next wave taller.

His hips grinding against mine. Not thrusting anymore. Grinding. Pressing deep. Pushing every drop as far inside me as he could reach. His pubic bone crushing my swollen clit on each roll and the pressure sending bolts up my spine that merged with the orgasm waves and the cum pulses and everything became one sensation. One massive, rolling, full-body event that I couldn't separate into parts anymore. Pleasure and pain and fullness and heat and the wet sounds of cum being churned inside me and his groan against my neck and my sob filling the hallway and the porch light spilling across our tangled, sweating, dark-on-pale bodies on the floor with the door wide open.

Sixth pulse. Seventh. Weaker now. His cock twitching inside me rather than pulsing. His hips still grinding. Still pushing. Wringing out the last drops. My pussy still clenching — slower now, rhythmic milking contractions I couldn't control. Squeezing his shaft. Pulling on him. My body trying to get every last drop out of his balls and into my womb. Greedy. Desperate. My body knew what it wanted even if my brain had stopped working.

"Oh God — oh God — I can feel it — it's so much — Damon — oh GOD — it's still coming — mmph — I can feel every — EVERY DROP—"

My orgasm wouldn't stop. Each wave smaller than the last but still devastating. Still making my toes curl and my thighs shake and my pussy grip his softening cock. I could feel the cum shifting inside me with each contraction. Heavy. Warm. Sloshing. My womb so full it ached — a deep, bloated, satisfied ache. The ache of a body that had finally been filled the way it was supposed to be. The way Mark had never filled it. The way Mark could never fill it.

He kept grinding. Slow. His hips rolling against mine. Pushing the last of it deeper. Little aftershocks still firing through me — making my breath hitch, my pussy flutter around him. Wet, desperate, animal sounds leaking out of my mouth against his shoulder. Sounds I'd never heard myself make. Sounds that didn't have names.


Chapter 37

A last pulse. Weak. A twitch. His body giving me the very last thing it had. His cock twitching once more — empty, spent, the final echo of an orgasm that had emptied his balls into a married woman's womb for the third time tonight.

His body sagged onto mine. All of it. His full weight collapsing onto me. My ribs compressed. My lungs flattened. His chest on my chest. His face in my hair. His breath ragged against my ear — finally ragged, finally not calm, finally breathing like a man who'd given everything.

His cock softening inside me. Slowly. The thickness receding. But still there. Still plugging me shut. His cum sealed inside — three loads, three hours of cum, sitting heavy in my womb while his softening cock held it all in place like a cork.

My arms wrapped around his back. Pulled him tighter. The scratch marks under my fingers — ridges of raised skin, some tacky and raw where my nails had dug deepest. My legs stayed locked around his waist. Heels pressing into his lower back. Holding him. Keeping him inside. My pussy clenching around his softening cock — weak, involuntary squeezes I couldn't stop. Still milking. Still trying to pull cum from a cock that had nothing left. My body hadn't gotten the memo that it was over.

Tears running sideways across my temples into my hair. My chin trembling against his shoulder. My chest hitching under his weight. Cumming and crying and holding on to him and feeling his cum settle deep inside me and knowing — with absolute, bone-deep certainty — that nothing in my life was ever going to feel like this again. Not with Mark. Not with anyone. This was the peak. The highest I'd ever go. And I was lying on a hallway floor with the front door open to get there.

We lay there. On the hallway floor. Naked. Tangled. Soaked in sweat and cum. The front door wide open. The porch light spilling across our bodies. The warm August air drifting in and touching our skin.

The neighborhood was sleeping.

The Garcias' sprinklers hissed across the street. The same sound I heard through the bedroom window every summer night while Mark snored beside me. Except tonight I was hearing it from the hallway floor with another man's cock softening inside me and three loads of his cum sitting heavy in my body.

A dog barked down the block. Once. Then quiet. A car passed on Maple — tires on asphalt, headlights sweeping across the living room ceiling through the open door. It didn't slow down. Nobody pulling over to check on the front door hanging wide open at eleven on a Wednesday. Nobody walking up the porch steps to find a married woman spread on her hallway floor under a man who wasn't her husband with cum running down her thighs and bite marks on her tits and handprints layered across her ass.

The Hendersons' house was dark across the road. Dave Henderson. Who waved at Mark every morning from his driveway. Who came over for the Super Bowl with a six-pack and a bag of pretzels. His golden retriever's nails clicking past our porch twice a day. He had no idea. Would never have any idea. Three feet from where he walked that dog every morning, I was lying naked under Mark's boss with cum pooling between my legs.

Crickets. Warm air. The smell of fresh-cut grass drifting through the open door. Vanilla candles burning down to stubs in the living room. And sex. That thick, unmistakable, impossible-to-hide smell rolling out the front door into the August night like a confession nobody asked for. The kind of smell that soaked into cushions and curtains and hardwood grain and lingered for days no matter how many windows you opened. Mark would walk through this door in fifteen minutes and I didn't know if he'd smell it. Probably not. Mark walked past the same water stain on the ceiling for six months before I pointed it out. Mark didn't notice things.

But I could smell it. On him. On me. On the floor under my back. Three hours of sex condensed into a scent that said everything I'd never be able to say out loud.

I didn't want him to move.

My brain was screaming. Mark's coming home. The door is open. Get up. Get dressed. Clean this mess. Fix the couch. Fix your face. Fix everything before he walks in and sees what you've become. Red alert. Every alarm I had left blaring at full volume.

My body wasn't listening.

My body was still. Heavy. Warm. Pinned under two hundred and thirty-five pounds of the only man who'd ever fucked the bones out of my legs. His cock softening inside me and I didn't want it to go. Didn't want to feel the emptiness. The hollow ache. The cold air filling the space where he'd been. Because the second he pulled out, this became something I did. Past tense. Over. And right now — his weight on me, his cock still in me, his breath slowing against my ear — it was still happening. Present tense. Still warm. Still real. Still his heartbeat and mine thumping against each other through the walls of our chests like they were having a conversation our mouths couldn't.

Mark rolled off. That's what Mark did after sex. Every time. Eight years. Same routine. The shudder, the grunt, the "sorry" or "that was nice, babe," and he'd roll to his side. The gap would open. Cold air in the space between us. He'd reach for his phone. Check the scores. Check his email. And I'd lie on my back and wonder if I'd imagined the whole thing because there was nothing left of it. No evidence. Barely a damp spot on the sheet. Three minutes of something that evaporated the second it ended.

Damon was still on top of me.

Still inside me. His full weight pressing me into the floor. Not rolling off. Not reaching for anything. Not checking his phone or the time or the door. Just lying on me. Breathing with me. His face in my hair. His arms on either side of my head. His cock softening but still there — still plugging me shut, keeping everything he'd given me sealed inside where it belonged.

I pressed my heels into his lower back. Crossed my ankles. Tightened my arms around his neck. Holding on. Not ready. Not ready for him to pull out. Not ready for the cold air in the gap. Not ready to stand up and look at myself and start the rest of my life as a woman who fucked her husband's boss on their anniversary while he was at work.

Just this. Just a few more seconds of his weight. His breathing. The sprinklers hissing. The warm night drifting through the door. The whole neighborhood right there — dark windows, trimmed lawns, recycling bins lined up at the curb — and me on the floor in the middle of all of it. Naked. Full. Not ready for it to be over.

His breathing slowed. Mine didn't. My heart was hammering. My chest heaving under his weight. My body still twitching around his softening cock. Aftershocks. Little clenches that I couldn't stop.

He didn't pull out. Didn't move. Just lay on top of me. His full weight. His cock still inside me — softening, but there. Plugging me shut. Keeping everything in. His face was in my neck. His lips on my skin. Kissing. Slow. Lazy. His mouth dragging along the tendon from my shoulder to my ear. Warm. Wet. His breath hot on my pulse.


Chapter 38

I turned my face away from him.

Tears were running across the bridge of my nose and dripping onto the hardwood. Quiet tears. Steady. My chin trembling. My chest hitching under his weight. I was crying and he was kissing my neck and his cock was softening inside me and I couldn't look at him. Couldn't face it. What I'd done. What we'd done. In every room. On every surface. For three hours. The shame hit me in a wave — heavy, full, rolling through my chest and settling in my stomach alongside his cum.

His lips found my jaw. My cheek. The wet trail of tears. He kissed the salt off my skin. Slow. Patient. His mouth moving toward mine.

I turned further away. My cheek on the cold hardwood. Eyes squeezed shut. Tears leaking.

His hand found my chin. Gentle. Turned my face back. I resisted. He held. Not forcing. Just steady. The same patience he'd had all night. I let him turn me. My wet eyes meeting his dark ones. Close. Inches apart. His face filling my vision. Sweat on his brow. His lips parted.

He kissed me.

Soft at first. His lips on mine. Tasting the salt. Tasting the tears. I whimpered against his mouth. A small, broken sound. And then something in me cracked open and I kissed him back.

Not soft. Desperate. My mouth opening wide. My tongue pushing past his lips and finding his. I sucked on his tongue — pulled it into my mouth and sucked on it like I was starving for it. Sloppy. Loud. The wet sounds of our mouths filling the hallway. Spit running between our lips. His tongue in my mouth. Mine in his. Trading. His saliva on my tongue — warm, thick, I swallowed it. He groaned into my mouth. I moaned into his. The sounds mixing. Muffled. Wet.

I was crying and kissing him. Tears on my cheeks and his tongue in my mouth and I was slurping at his face like an animal. My hands on his jaw. Pulling him closer. My lips smearing spit across his chin. His mouth. His cheek. Back to his mouth. Sucking his bottom lip between my teeth. Biting it. Letting go. His tongue pushing back in and I sucked on it again and swallowed his spit and sobbed into his mouth at the same time.

His hips rolled. Slow. A lazy grind. His softening cock still inside me — not thrusting, just moving. Shifting. Rutting. The wet sound of him stirring through three loads of cum inside me. His chest sliding against mine — sweat and skin, dark on pale, slippery and hot. He rolled his weight on top of me. Side to side. Slow. His body pressing me into the floor from different angles. Crushing my tits flat. Grinding his pelvis against my swollen clit. A lazy, sated, post-fuck rut that was more animal than human.

I kissed him harder. My mouth wide open. Slobbering. My tongue lapping at his lips. Sucking the spit off his chin. He groaned and his hips rolled and I swallowed his groan and gave him a sob in return. Tears and spit and cum and sweat. Everything mixing. Everything leaking. His mouth on mine and mine on his and we were swallowing each other's sounds and each other's spit and I was shaking underneath him. Full body tremors. Crying and kissing and rutting on the hallway floor with the door wide open and the porch light on our tangled bodies.

His tongue filled my mouth. I sucked on it. Slow. My lips sealed around it. My cheeks hollowing. He exhaled through his nose — the air hot on my wet face. I pulled his spit into my mouth and swallowed. He pulled back. I chased his mouth. Found it. Our lips meeting again. Open. Messy. The sound of it — slurping, sucking, wet smacking — carrying out the front door into the quiet August night.

His hips kept rolling. My hips rolling back. Two bodies grinding together on the hardwood. Slow. Heavy. His cock soft and thick and warm inside me. His cum shifting. His weight on me. My legs still wrapped around him. My hands on his face. His hands in my hair. Tears running into my ears. Spit running down my chin.

I couldn't stop kissing him. I couldn't stop crying. Both at the same time. Both from the same place. The same deep, shattered, overwhelmed place inside my chest that didn't know the difference between shame and bliss anymore.


Chapter 39

He pulled out of me.

No warning. Just withdrew. Slow. The thick drag of him leaving my body one last time. I gasped. My pussy clenched around nothing. The emptiness was instant and total — a hollow ache where he'd been. His cum followed. A hot, thick rush that poured out of me and spread across the hardwood in a slow puddle between my thighs.

He stood up. I heard the belt buckle. The zipper. The rustle of fabric. I didn't watch. I lay on the floor and stared at the ceiling and listened to him put himself back together the same way he'd done it every time. Calm. Unhurried. Buttons. Shirt tucked in. Tie. Jacket.

His footsteps on the hardwood. Moving toward the door. He stopped.

"Make sure Mark gets those files."

I sobbed. Once. A single wet sound that came out of my chest and hit the ceiling. I nodded. My cheek grinding against the floor. My eyes squeezed shut. Tears running sideways across the bridge of my nose and dripping onto the wood.

His footsteps again. The creak of the porch. Then nothing. Then his car — the engine starting. Low. A nice car. The sound of it backing out of the driveway. The tires on the asphalt. Getting quieter. Quieter. Gone.

I lay there.

On the hallway floor. Naked. Flat on my back. Legs apart. His cum pooling between my thighs and spreading in a slow creep across the polished hardwood. The front door was still open. The porch light still on. The warm air still drifting in. The Garcias' sprinklers still hissing. The whole quiet, sleeping, oblivious neighborhood right there.

I licked my lips. Tasted him. His spit. His mouth. The salt of his skin and the salt of my tears all mixed together. I licked again. Slower. My tongue tracing my swollen bottom lip. The one he'd bitten. The one I'd bitten back. I could still feel his tongue in my mouth. Still feel the weight of it. The taste of him. I pressed my lips together. Held it there. Wishing his mouth was still on mine.

I bit my bottom lip. Hard. Held the flesh between my teeth. Feeling the swelling. The tenderness. Every place his mouth had been.

My hand moved to my stomach. Slow. My palm flat against my skin. Low. Below my navel. I pressed down. Gently. My stomach hurt. A deep, internal ache. Not sharp. Full. Heavy. The ache of muscles that had been clenching for three hours. The ache of a body that had been filled and stretched and used past every limit it thought it had.

Everything hurt. My pussy — swollen, raw, throbbing with my heartbeat. My ass — welted, bruised, the handprints layered so deep they'd be there for a week. My tits — bitten, chewed, the nipples tender and standing up in the warm air. My knees — rug burn, carpet fibers ground into the raw skin. My throat — shredded from screaming. My scalp — sore from his fist. My back — scraped from the hardwood. My jaw — aching from being stretched around him.

Everything hurt and everything felt good.

I didn't know how many times I'd cum. I tried to count. The couch. Twice on the couch. The counter. The stairs — twice there too. The bed — twice. The floor. Eight? Was it eight? My brain couldn't hold the numbers. They slipped away. All I had was the feeling. The residue. The bone-deep, full-body, cellular exhaustion of a woman who had been fucked past the point of language and was lying in the wreckage trying to remember her own name.

Eight years married to Mark. Eight years of Saturday nights. Eight years of "was that good for you?" and three-minute sex and faking it and lying in the dark wondering if this was all there was. Not once. Not one single time in eight years had Mark made me feel a fraction of what I'd felt in the last three hours. Not a fraction. Not a hint. Not a shadow of it.

I lay on the floor and breathed. In. Out. Slow. The cum cooling between my legs. The sweat drying on my skin. The candles burning down to nothing in the living room. The playlist had stopped at some point. I didn't know when. The house was quiet. Just the sprinklers and the warm air and my breathing.

I don't know how long I lay there. Minutes. Maybe more. Time had stopped meaning anything when he'd walked back in. It didn't restart when he left.

I heard the engine.

Distant at first. Getting louder. A car turning onto our street. I knew the sound. I'd been hearing it for eight years. The slight rattle in the exhaust that Mark kept saying he'd get fixed this weekend. The tires crunching on the driveway. The engine cutting off.

I didn't move.

I should have moved. I should have gotten up. Should have found the robe. Should have wiped the cum off my thighs and the tears off my face and the spit off my chin. Should have flipped the couch cushion and rinsed the wine glass and blown out the candles and closed the front door.

I lay on the hallway floor. Naked. Legs apart. Cum between my thighs. Bite marks on my tits. Handprints on my ass. Mascara in black rivers down my face. Hair destroyed. The front door wide open.

The car door slammed. Footsteps on the walkway. On the porch steps. The creak of the third step — the one Mark kept saying he'd fix.

His shadow in the doorway. Blocking the porch light. Flowers in one hand. Gas station flowers. The cellophane crinkling.

"Hey, babe. Sorry, I'm la—"


Epilogue 1

He stopped mid-word.

I watched it happen. Watched his mouth stay open with the rest of the sentence still in it. Watched his eyes move from my face down my body — the mascara, the bite marks, the swollen tits with teeth prints in them, the handprints on my hips, the cum drying on my inner thighs, the puddle between my legs on the hardwood. Watched him take in every inch of what his boss had done to his wife.

The gas station flowers dropped. The cellophane crinkled on the porch.

He didn't say a word.

He stepped inside. Over the threshold. Into the hallway that smelled like sex and sweat and Damon's cologne and three hours of a woman being fucked past the point of speech. His shoes on the hardwood. His tie still loosened. His jacket still over his arm. He dropped the jacket on the floor. Didn't look where it landed.

He got on his knees.

Right there. In the hallway. Between my legs. His slacks on the hardwood, in the puddle of cum that had leaked out of me. His knees in it. He didn't flinch. Didn't hesitate. His hands went to my thighs — soft hands, small hands, the hands that had never left a mark — and he pushed them apart. Wider than they already were. Wider than I thought they could still go.

His face went between my legs.

"Mark —"

His mouth landed on me. Open. Wet. His whole mouth pressed against my pussy — lips and tongue and chin — and he started eating.

"Mmph—"

My hands flew to my face. Both palms pressed against my eyes. The same thing I'd been doing all night. Covering. Hiding. My fingers digging into my own forehead because I couldn't look. I couldn't watch my husband's mouth on the cunt his boss had just emptied three loads into. I couldn't watch his tongue push through the mess.

But I could hear it.

Wet. Sloppy. Loud. Mark ate pussy the way he ate everything — no rhythm, no finesse, just enthusiasm. His tongue flat and wide, lapping in long messy strokes from my entrance to my clit and back again. Slurping. His lips smacking against my swollen folds. The obscene click and squelch of his mouth working through the cum. Through three loads of thick, heavy cum that had been pumped into me over three hours and was now pooling on his tongue.

He swallowed.

I heard him swallow. A thick gulp. His throat working. And then his mouth was back on me. Lapping. Scooping. His tongue pushing inside me — shallow, clumsy, nothing like the cock that had been splitting me open all night — and dragging out more. Another mouthful. Another swallow.

"Ahh — ahh — oh God — mmph—"

I couldn't breathe. My chest was hitching. Short gasps. My ribs aching from the sobs and the screaming and the three hours of sounds I'd never made before tonight. Every breath scraped my shredded throat. And Mark's tongue was inside me and he was eating his boss's cum out of his wife's pussy and I couldn't breathe.

My hands slid off my face. Into his hair. His thin, brown, thinning hair. My fingers curled into it. Gripping. Not pulling — just holding. Holding onto something. My knuckles white. His scalp under my fingertips. After Damon's smooth, shaved head. After the hard dome of his skull under my palms when I'd gripped him while he fucked me against the wall. Mark's hair was soft. Fine. There was less of it every year.

His tongue found a thick rope of cum inside me. I felt it. Felt him scoop it out. Felt it slide across his tongue. He groaned. Low. Muffled against my cunt. And swallowed again.

"Unh — unh — Mark — mmph — what are you—"

He didn't answer. His mouth didn't leave me. His tongue just went deeper. Pushing. Searching. Licking the walls of me. The swollen, wrecked, oversensitive walls that had been gripping Damon's cock twenty minutes ago. Mark's tongue was small. Thin. It barely reached. But it was warm and wet and moving and every nerve ending in my body was so raw that even this — even his clumsy, graceless, nowhere-near-enough tongue — sent sparks shooting up my spine.

My hips bucked. Hard. My ass lifting off the hardwood. My thighs snapping shut around his head.

"Mmph — ahh—"

He grabbed my knees. Pushed them apart again. Patient. Gentle. Mark was always gentle. His thumbs rubbing small circles on my inner thighs while he buried his face back between my legs. While he slurped and lapped and swallowed another man's cum off his wife's pussy like it was the last meal he'd ever eat.

I was shaking. Full-body tremors. My teeth chattering. My stomach clenching. My toes curling against the cold hardwood. I tried to push him off. My hands on his forehead. Pushing. My arms weak. My muscles gone. Three hours of gripping and clawing and holding on and I had nothing left.

I pushed his forehead.

He didn't move.

I pushed harder. My palms flat against his brow. Shoving. My elbows locking. Trying to get his mouth off me because it was too much. Everything was too much. I was too sensitive. Too wrecked. Too swollen. His tongue on my clit sent a jolt through my body that made my vision white out.

"Ahh — AHHH — Mark — wait — I can't — mmph—"

My arms gave out. My hands slid off his forehead. Up over his scalp. Into his hair again. And instead of pushing him away my fingers curled into the thin strands and pulled him closer. Pulled his face deeper between my legs. My thighs clamping around his ears. My hips grinding up against his mouth. My body doing what my body wanted while my brain screamed at me to stop.

He moaned against me. The vibration buzzed through my swollen clit. His tongue lashed it. Wide. Flat. Missing the spot. Finding it. Missing it again. It didn't matter. Nothing was a miss anymore. Everything was a hit.

His chin was dripping. I could feel it. The wet slide of his chin against my entrance. Spit and cum and my own slick all mixing on his face. On his lips. He was coated. His whole lower face glazed in it. Shining. I could hear the wet sounds his mouth made when he pulled back for air — thick, liquid, pornographic.

"Unh — unh — ohh — ohhh—"

My fingers twisted in his hair. Yanking. My hips rolling. Grinding against his face. My clit swollen to twice its normal size, throbbing with every heartbeat, and his tongue kept dragging over it. Sloppy. Too fast. Too hard. But constant. Relentless in the way only Mark was relentless — not skilled, just stubborn. A man who didn't know what he was doing but refused to stop doing it.

He sucked my clit into his mouth. Sloppy. His lips loose around it. Not enough pressure. But the suction — the wet pull of his mouth — made my back arch off the floor and a sound came out of me that I didn't recognize. Thin. High. A whine. An animal whine from somewhere behind my teeth.

"Mmmmph — mmph — oh God — oh God—"

His hands slid under my ass. Cupping. Lifting. Tilting my hips up toward his mouth. His fingers pressing into the welts. Into the layered handprints Damon had left. I hissed. The pain shot through me and mixed with the pleasure and became something else. Something that made my vision swim.

He was lapping now. Long, hungry strokes. Base to clit. Over and over. His tongue flat, collecting everything. Scooping the thick cum out of me with every pass. Swallowing between strokes. I could hear his throat. The gulping. The wet click of his Adam's apple bobbing. He was eating all of it. Every drop. Three loads. Thick. Viscous. His boss's seed. And he was swallowing it like water.

"Ohhh — ohhh — babe — babe—"

The orgasm was building. Low. Deep in my pelvis. Not like the ones from tonight. Not the shattering, screaming, full-body explosions that Damon had pulled out of me. This was small. Thin. A tremor building behind my pubic bone. But it was there. My pussy clenching around nothing. My clit pulsing under his tongue. My thighs shaking against his ears.

"Babe — babe — not in here — someone could see us—"

The door was still open. The front door. The porch light still on. The warm August air still drifting in. The same open door that had been open all night while Damon fucked me in every room of this house. The same open door the whole neighborhood could see through.

Mark didn't stop. His tongue on my clit. Lapping. Sucking. His mouth wet and sloppy and wrong and it didn't matter because my body was already there.

"Ohhh — ohhh — babe — babe — not in here someone could see us — OH—"


Epilogue 2

The orgasm rolled through me in a thin, shivering wave. Nothing like the ones from tonight. Nothing like the screaming, thrashing, full-body detonations that had been ripping through me for three hours. This was small. Quiet. My pussy clenching in weak spasms around nothing. My thighs squeezing his head. A whimper leaking through my teeth that turned into a sob halfway out.

Mark pulled back. Wiped his chin with the back of his hand. Looked up at me from between my legs with that face. That puppy face. That eager, wet, shining face that wanted to be told he'd done a good job. His chin was glazed. His lips were slick. Spit and cum and my own fluids coating his face from nose to jawline. His boss's cum. Three loads of it. All over my husband's mouth. And he was grinning.

"Was that good, babe?"

I stared at the ceiling. My hands fell to my sides. Palms flat on the cold hardwood. The same hardwood where Damon had fucked me into the floor twenty minutes ago. The same hardwood where I'd screamed so loud the sound had carried out the open door.

"Yeah," I said. My voice was nothing. A rasp. "That was good."

He kissed the inside of my thigh. Proud. Satisfied. Like he'd accomplished something. Like the thin, pathetic orgasm he'd just wrung out of his wife's wrecked, oversensitive, cum-soaked pussy was an achievement.

He didn't know what he was tasting.

Or maybe he did.

I looked down at him. His face between my thighs. His thinning brown hair between my fingers. His chin wet. His eyes soft. That look — that Mark look — devoted and clueless and so fucking earnest it made my chest hurt.

Except he wasn't clueless.

He knew.

He knew what he was tasting. Whose cum was inside me. Whose handprints were on my hips and whose bite marks were on my tits and whose cock had been inside me for three hours in every room of this house. He knew because he'd arranged it.

Not guessed. Not suspected. Not walked in on his wife sprawled naked on the hallway floor and put the pieces together like a man stumbling onto the worst night of his life. He walked in on his wife sprawled naked on the hallway floor and did exactly what he was supposed to do. What we'd agreed he would do. He got on his knees. He put his face between my legs. He ate.

The texts were scripted.

"Stuck in meeting babe. 30 min." He'd typed that sitting in his Accord in the Harmon-Drake parking lot. Not in a meeting. Not stuck. Sitting in his car with the engine off, watching the clock, timing it so Damon would arrive at the house before him. He sent it at 6:42. We'd agreed on 6:40. Two minutes late. Close enough.

"Meeting ran long. Couple hours at least." That wasn't Damon texting Mark. That was Mark texting Damon. The green light. Keep going. Stay as long as you want. I won't be home until I'm supposed to be home.

But Damon didn't know that.

Damon didn't know any of it.

Damon Price — VP of Operations, six-four, two hundred and thirty-five pounds, the man who had just fucked me in every room of my house and left three loads of cum inside me — thought he'd gotten lucky. Thought he'd shown up to drop off a folder and found a hot blonde in lingerie and taken his shot. Thought the stammering at the door was real. Thought the "Mr. Price?" was real. Thought the shock and the shaking and the wide eyes were a married woman caught off guard in her underwear.

They weren't.

I knew he was coming. I knew the doorbell would ring at seven. I knew it wouldn't be Mark. I'd bought the lingerie three weeks ago. For Mark. Technically. The website that promised "rekindle the spark." Two hundred and fourteen dollars. Hidden under the sink behind the tampons. I'd bought it for my husband. That's what I told myself when I clicked "purchase." That's what I told myself when I hid the box. But by the time I put it on — by the time I stood in the mirror and adjusted the straps and pushed my tits up and turned sideways — I knew who was really going to see it. And it wasn't Mark.

The stammering was an act. The wide eyes were an act. The "I thought you were Mark" was an act. I'd rehearsed it. Standing in the bathroom mirror that afternoon while Mark was at work. Practicing the face. The surprise. The embarrassment. My hand on the door frame. My mouth open. "Mr. Price?" High. Thin. Shocked. I did it six times until it looked right.

"Come in" was not spontaneous. "Come in" was the line. The one Mark and I had agreed on. She opens the door. She acts surprised. She invites him in. From there — whatever happens, happens. That was the plan. Everything before "come in" was scripted. Everything after was real.

And everything after was so real it terrified me.

Because the act stopped the second he stepped inside. The stammering stopped. The performance stopped. The plan stopped. And what replaced it was something I hadn't rehearsed and couldn't have faked. The way my body responded to him standing in my hallway. The way I got wet from a look. The way my thighs shook when he touched my breast. The sounds I made. The screaming. The begging. The eight orgasms and the tears and the cum and the open door and the "please, Mr. Price" that came from somewhere so deep inside me I didn't know it existed.

That wasn't an act. None of it was an act. Not after "come in."

I'd agreed to let Damon Price fuck me because my husband asked me to. What I hadn't agreed to was what it would feel like. What it would do to me. How I'd end up on the floor of my own house making sounds I'd never made.

Mark didn't warn me about that part.

"Tell me to stop," Damon had said. In the hallway. His hands on my breasts. His cock hard in his trousers. Giving me the exit.

That was real. He meant it. He would have stopped. He would have buttoned his shirt and picked up the folder and walked back to his car and driven away and Mark would have come home and I would have been standing in the hallway in lingerie that nobody touched and the whole night would have been nothing.

But I said "don't stop." And I meant it too.

Damon didn't know that Mark had asked me to say it. Damon didn't know that Mark was sitting in his car in the parking lot refreshing his phone waiting for a text that said "he's here." Damon didn't know that Mark had left those files at the office on purpose — left them sitting on his desk, walked out without them, so Damon would have a reason to swing by the house. A real folder. Real files. A real errand for a boss doing his employee a favor. Damon didn't know that the man whose wife he was fucking had wanted him to fuck her. Had fantasized about it. Had spent a week convincing her. Had begged.

Damon thought he was taking something. He was being given it.


Epilogue 3

But here's the thing about Damon — the thing that broke me, the thing that cracked open the performance and let the real thing flood in. During the bed. After the spooning. After the sixth orgasm. While he was lying behind me with his cock still inside me and his arm heavy across my waist and Mark's cheap shampoo on the pillow and the alarm clock ticking. He said something.

Not dirty. Not a command. Just — quiet. His mouth against the back of my neck. His voice low. Almost like he was talking to himself.

"I've watched him with you. At the BBQ. At the Christmas party. The way he talks to you. Like you're furniture. Like you're something he forgot to put away."

I didn't say anything. My chest got tight.

"A woman like you." He exhaled against my neck. Warm. "Dressed up for a man who can't even be bothered to come home on time."

His arm pulled me closer. His hips pressed into me. Still inside me. Still filling me.

"That ain't right."

Three words. That ain't right. And he meant them. Not performing. Not talking dirty. Not saying what he thought I wanted to hear to keep the fuck going. He'd been watching Mark ignore me for three years at company events and he thought it was wrong. He saw me the way Mark didn't see me. The way Mark hadn't seen me in years.

And he was the only person in the room who didn't know this was a setup.

Damon was the honest one. Damon was the only person in my house that night telling the truth. He wanted me. Genuinely. Not as a fantasy. Not as a fetish. Not as the thing his husband jerked off to in the shower. He looked at me and saw a woman who deserved more than what she had. And he fucked me like he meant it.

Mark loved me. I knew that. Eight years. The gas station flowers. The "happy anniversary babe." The hand on my knee at Moretti's. He loved me the way he loved everything — softly, distantly, from the other side of a screen. The way you love a couch you sit on every day. Comfortable. There. Taken for granted. And when that wasn't enough for either of us, he put another man's cock inside me instead of fixing it.

The lingerie was a costume. The stammering was a script. The "stuck in meeting" text was a cue.

But the orgasms were real. Every single one. The screaming. The crying. The shame I felt on the counter when I said Mark's name and sobbed — real, even though I had permission. The way I kissed Damon in the hallway with tears running down my face and his cock softening inside me — I could still taste him.

Having permission didn't make it feel like permission. It felt like cheating. Every orgasm felt stolen. Every scream felt like a confession. And when it was over — when Damon pulled out and dressed and said "make sure Mark gets those files" and walked out the door — I lay on the floor and cried. For a marriage that had been dying for eight years.

Mark planned all of it. Mark wanted all of it. Mark was downstairs right now with his face between my legs eating Damon's cum out of me the way he'd told me he would. The way he'd described it — sitting on the edge of our bed, three days before the anniversary, his voice low and shaking, his cock hard in his khakis. "I want to taste him on you. When I come home. I want to go down on you and taste what he did." He'd said it with his eyes on the floor. He couldn't look at me. His ears were red. His hands were clasped between his knees. And his cock was so hard it was tenting his pants in a way I'd never seen it tent before.

That was the hardest part. Not the week of fighting. Not the silent treatment. Not the four days of one-word answers and sleeping on the far edge of the bed. The hardest part was seeing my husband harder than he'd ever been in our marriage — harder than our wedding night, harder than any Saturday in eight years — while he described another man fucking me. While he sat there with his boner and his red ears and told me the thing he wanted most in the world was to kneel between my legs and eat another man's cum out of my pussy.

Eight years. Eight years of Saturday nights. Of three-minute sex and soft dicks and "was that good for you." Eight years of me trying — the dress, the lingerie, the button-down shirt, standing in doorways, shaving everything, moisturizing twice — eight years of trying to make my husband want me. And the thing that finally made him hard was the idea of another man having me first.

I gave in on a Wednesday.

Not because I wanted to. Because I was tired. Four days of silence. Four days of sleeping next to a stranger. He'd apologized maybe fifty times. Flowers — real ones, from a florist, not the gas station. Notes on the counter. "I'm sorry." "I love you." "Forget I said anything." But then Tuesday night, lying in the dark, his back to me, my back to him, and I heard it. His breathing. The rustle of sheets. The bed shifting in a rhythm I recognized. He was jerking off. Lying two feet from his wife, jerking off. And I knew what he was thinking about. I knew exactly what movie was playing behind his closed eyes. Me. Damon. The doorway. The lingerie. The thing he'd said that I couldn't unhear and he couldn't unfeel.

Wednesday morning. Kitchen. He was eating cereal standing over the sink. I was leaning on the counter with my coffee. He looked like he hadn't slept. I hadn't either. Four days of this. I was so tired my eyes burned.

"Fine," I said.

He looked up. Milk on his chin.

"Fine?"

"I'll do it."

I put my mug down. Walked out of the kitchen. Went upstairs. Closed the bathroom door. Sat on the edge of the tub and stared at the tile and breathed. In. Out. In. Out.

I heard him come up the stairs. Heard him stop outside the bathroom door. He didn't knock. He just stood there. I could see his shadow under the door. His feet. He stood there for a long time. Then he went back downstairs.

He had the whole plan by that evening. The meeting excuse. The manila folder. The text schedule. When he'd leave. When Damon would arrive. When he'd come home. He'd been thinking about it for longer than a week. The plan was too detailed. Too smooth. He'd been building this in his head for months. Maybe years. He'd just been waiting for permission.

He showed me the plan on his phone. Sitting at the kitchen table. Like it was a project timeline. Like it was a quarterly review. "I'll text you at 6:40 that I'm stuck. Damon gets there at 7. I come home at 11. That gives you four hours." He'd color-coded it. He'd used bullet points. My husband had made a PowerPoint presentation for how another man was going to fuck his wife.

I stared at the screen. At the bullet points. At the color-coding. And something in me went very quiet. Very still.

"You've been planning this for a long time," I said.

He didn't answer. His ears went red again.

I took his phone. Scrolled through the notes. Read it twice. Put the phone face-down on the table. Looked at him.

"What about Damon?" I said.

"What about him?"

"Does he know?"

"No."

"So he just — shows up. With a folder. And I'm in lingerie. And he's supposed to — what? Just go for it?"

Mark swallowed. His Adam's apple bobbed. "He will."

"How do you know?"

"Because I've seen how he looks at you."

I stared at my husband. At his thinning hair and his soft middle and his khakis and his cereal bowl in the sink. At the man I'd married eight years ago who was sitting at our kitchen table telling me that his boss wanted to fuck me and he wanted to let it happen. That he'd been watching his boss look at me at company events for three years. That he knew. That the knowledge of it — his boss wanting his wife, his boss looking at his wife, his boss being everything he wasn't — had turned into the only thing that made his dick hard.

"Okay," I said. Quiet. Final. Like signing something. "Tell me what to do."

That was five days ago.

And now I was lying on the hallway floor of my own house with my husband's face between my legs and his boss's cum on his tongue and eight orgasms soaking into the hardwood and the front door still open and the Garcias' sprinklers still going and the porch light still on. And every single thing that had happened tonight — every touch, every scream, every room, every orgasm, every "please, Mr. Price," every "cum inside me," every load pumped into me and every one being licked out of me right now — all of it had started in our kitchen six days ago, over cereal, standing over the sink.

"So, honey." Mark had been holding his spoon. Not eating. Just holding it. Milk dripping back into the bowl. His eyes on the counter. His voice careful. "It's our anniversary next week."

"Mm."

"What do you think I should — I mean — what do you want me to get you? As a gift?"

"I don't know. Surprise me."

A long pause. The spoon dripping. His jaw working. The kitchen quiet except for the fridge humming.

"Well... what about you?" I'd asked. "What do you want?"

He put the spoon down. Milk splashed on the counter. He didn't wipe it. His hands went to the edge of the sink. Gripping. His knuckles white.

"I've been thinking," he said.

"About what?"

His ears were red. His neck was red. The flush creeping up from his collar like a rash. He was gripping the sink so hard the tendons in his forearms were standing out.

"Mark. What is it?"

He turned around. Leaned against the sink. Looked at the floor. His chest rising and falling. His mouth opening. Closing. Opening again.

"I — I want you to fuck my boss."


Epilogue 4

He slipped inside me.

I didn't feel it.

Mark was on top of me in our bed — the bed that smelled like Damon's sweat and Damon's cologne and sex, hours of sex, the sheets twisted and damp and reeking of everything that had happened in this room — and he was inside me and I couldn't tell. His hips were flush against mine. His weight on his elbows. His face inches from my face. His eyes squeezed shut. His mouth open. Making a sound — a grunt, a small one, the sound Mark made when he thought he was deep.

He wasn't deep.

He wasn't anything.

"Unh — babe — you feel so good—"

I stared at the ceiling. The same ceiling I'd stared at on Saturday nights for eight years. The same ceiling fan with the wobble. The same water stain in the corner Mark kept saying he'd look at this weekend. I felt his hips move. Forward. Back. The same motion. The same rhythm. Like a metronome someone had set to boring.

I felt nothing.

Not friction. Not fullness. Not the stretch or the ache or the deep, gut-level pressure that Damon's cock had drilled into me for three hours. Nothing. Mark was inside me — technically, mechanically, his five inches of thin, soft, barely-hard cock was somewhere inside my pussy — and my body didn't register it. My pussy was so swollen. So stretched. So opened up and fucked out and loose from three hours of Damon's cock that Mark's dick was sliding around in there like a finger in a hallway. No walls to grip. No girth to feel. Nothing to clench around. Just warm, wet space that Damon had carved out of me and Mark was swimming in.

"God — babe — so wet—"

He said it like a compliment. Like the wetness was for him. Like his wife's pussy — dripping with another man's cum, three loads of it, swollen and gaping and wrecked — was wet because her husband had climbed on top of her. He was fucking a hole his boss had made and he thought the slick on his dick was arousal. For him.

His hips sped up. The bed barely moved. Damon had made the headboard hit the wall. Damon had made the bed frame groan. Damon had made the alarm clock slide across the nightstand. Mark was pumping away on top of me and the mattress didn't even creak.

He slipped out.

His cock popped free — slid out of me on his backstroke and bobbed against my inner thigh. Wet. Limp. He fumbled. His hand went between us. I felt his fingers — thin, soft, searching — trying to find my entrance. Trying to guide himself back in. Poking. Missing. Pushing against my outer lips. Missing again.

"Sorry — hang on — let me just—"

I reached down. Found his cock. Two fingers. That's all it took. My thumb and my forefinger wrapped around the shaft and my fingers touched. Overlapped. I could jerk Mark off with a pinch. Two hours ago I'd wrapped both hands around Damon's cock and my fingers hadn't closed on either one.

I guided him back in. He slid in easy. Too easy. No resistance. My pussy didn't grip him. Didn't stretch around him. He just went in — all five inches — and bottomed out and I felt a gentle nudge somewhere inside me that might have been his tip or might have been nothing.

"Yeah — oh yeah — unh—"

He was grunting. Growling. Trying to be loud. Trying to be the man in the room. His arms shaking on either side of my head — not from exertion, from the strain of holding himself up. Mark couldn't hold his own weight. Damon had held me off the ground with one arm for twenty minutes. Mark's elbows were wobbling after thirty seconds of missionary.

"Mark."

"Yeah — unh — yeah babe—"

"Are you in?"

He stopped. His hips froze. His eyes opened. He looked down at me. Searching my face. His ears going red. That flush climbing up his neck.

"I — yeah. I'm in."

"Are you sure?"

He swallowed. I watched his throat bob. His cock twitched inside me — or I thought it did. I couldn't be sure. I genuinely could not tell if my husband's cock was twitching or if it was just the cum shifting around inside me.

"Yeah," he said. Quieter. "I'm sure."

"Because I can't feel you."

The words hung in the room. I watched them land on his face. Watched his eyes change. Watched his mouth open. And watched his cock get harder inside me. Not much. A twitch. A throb. But harder. His pupils dilated. His breathing got faster. His hips pushed forward — deeper, trying to go deeper, trying to reach something, and hitting nothing. Bottomed out at five inches inside a pussy that had taken nine.

"Tell me," he whispered. "Tell me about him."

There it was. The thing he'd been waiting for. The thing he'd arranged this whole night for. Not just watching. Not just eating another man's cum off his wife's pussy. This. Lying on top of me with his little dick inside me and hearing about the man who'd been there first. The man who'd ruined me for him. The man whose cum was still inside me, thick and heavy, coating his cock right now.


Epilogue 5

"He was big, Mark."

"How big?" His voice cracked. His hips started moving again. Slow. Desperate. Grinding into me with everything he had and I still couldn't feel the difference between in and out.

"I couldn't get my hand around it. Both hands and there was still more."

"Fuck — unh—"

He was pumping faster now. Short, quick strokes that barely moved. His face contorted. His jaw clenched. He was trying so hard. Trying to fuck me with a cock that wasn't up to the job and his body was throwing everything at it and landing nothing.

"He stretched me out," I said. Flat. Calm. Looking up at him. "He was so thick my walls couldn't close around him. I could feel every vein. Every ridge. He was so deep I felt it in my chest."

"Oh God — oh fuck — Brooke—"

"That's why you can't feel anything, Mark. That's why you keep slipping out. Your boss fucked your wife with a big Black cock for three hours and stretched her so wide she can't even feel your little white dick anymore."

He made a sound. Not a grunt. Not a moan. A whine. High and thin and pathetic. His hips slammed forward. Bottomed out. His cock buried inside me as deep as it would go and I felt a gentle tap. Like a finger poking my thigh. That was Mark's version of bottomed out. A tap. Damon's version had been a fist in my stomach.

He slipped out again.

His cock sliding free on the mess inside me. Cum and slick and spit from where he'd eaten me out — all of it pooling around his thin shaft and giving him nothing to grip. He fumbled again. His hand between us. Searching. I didn't help this time. I just lay there. Felt his fingers poking. Prodding. His cock soft and getting softer in his own fist.

"Can you even stay hard?"

"I — I'm trying — just give me a—"

"Damon stayed hard for three hours. He didn't go soft once. Not on the couch. Not on the counter. Not on the stairs. Not in this bed." I turned my head. Looked at the pillow. Mark's pillow. The one that smelled like his shampoo. The one Damon had pushed my face into while he fucked me from behind. "He fucked me in your bed, Mark. On your side. In the dip where you sleep. I could smell your shampoo while he was inside me."

"Oh God — oh God—"

He got himself back in. Barely. Pushing his half-hard cock through the mess with his fingers and grinding forward until he was inside me again. I felt it this time — not pleasure, not fullness, just the faint awareness of something small and warm moving inside a space that was too big for it. Like dropping a pencil into a coffee mug.

"He made me cum eight times."

Mark's hips stuttered. His rhythm breaking. His breath catching.

"Eight. On the couch. On your counter. On the stairs. In this bed." I dragged my nails down his back. Slow. Hard. Leaving red lines on soft, pale, doughy skin. Skin that had never been scratched before. Skin that had never given me a reason to scratch. "I screamed, Mark. Did you hear me from the parking lot? I screamed so loud the whole neighborhood heard it. I've never screamed for you."

"Brooke — I'm — unh — I'm close—"

"Already?"

His face crumpled. His ears were on fire. His forehead was sweating. He was close — thirty seconds, maybe less, his jaw clenching and his hips doing that sad little stutter they did right before the end. Three minutes. That's what Mark lasted. On a good night. Damon had fucked me for three hours and come three times and stayed hard between rounds. Mark was going to last three minutes and that would be generous.

"He came inside me three times," I said. "Three loads. Inside me. Raw. No condom. He didn't ask if I was on anything. He just came."

"Fuck — fuck — Brooke—"

"Each time it was so much. Thick. Heavy. I could feel it filling me up. Could feel it pooling inside me. Your boss's cum in your wife's pussy, Mark. Three loads. And you ate every drop."

He was shaking. His whole body trembling on top of me. His cock twitching — tiny, weak twitches inside the loose, sloppy, cum-filled canal that used to be tight enough for him. Used to. Before tonight. Before Damon Price had stretched me open and fucked me loose and ruined me for the man on top of me.

"Did he — did his — was it—" He couldn't form the sentence. His brain was somewhere else. His hips were jerking. Erratic. Out of rhythm. His cock sliding in and out of the mess with wet, sloppy sounds that were nothing like the sounds Damon had made. Damon's cock had made deep, thick, heavy sounds. Skin slapping skin. Fullness. Mark's cock made a thin, wet squelch. Like stirring soup.

"Was his cock bigger than yours?"

"Yes."

No hesitation. No softening it. Just the word. Flat. Final.

"How much bigger?"

"Mark. There's no comparison. You're five inches and thin. I can barely feel you right now. Your boss's cock was so big I couldn't fit my mouth around it. My jaw was sore for an hour. He was so thick I stretched around him like I was losing my virginity again. And he was so deep—" I shifted my hips. Rolled them. Felt his cock bob around inside me like a cork in a bathtub. "—he hit places you don't even know exist."

He slipped out again.

This time he didn't try to put it back in. He just ground against me. His cock sliding on the outside of my pussy. Through the mess. Through the cum and the slick and the spit. Rubbing himself on my swollen lips. On the outside of the hole his boss had spent three hours inside. His shaft sliding through the wet, catching on nothing, his hips humping with a desperation that was more pathetic than sexy.

I dragged my nails down his back again. Harder. Felt the skin bunch under my fingertips. He hissed. Arched into it. His cock jabbing against my mound.

"Your little white dick can't even stay inside the pussy your boss just fucked," I said. Right in his ear. Quiet. "He's six-four and two-thirty-five and he held me against the wall with one arm. You can't even hold yourself up. He stayed hard for three hours. You went soft in two minutes. He came three times inside me. You can't even get back in."

"I'm — Brooke — I'm gonna—"

"On the stairs he made me cum so hard I squirted. On the counter I screamed his name — your boss's name, Mark — while you sat in a parking lot. In this bed he flipped me onto my stomach and pushed my face into your pillow and fucked me so deep I bit the fabric. I could smell your shampoo. I could smell you while he was inside me. And he was better, Mark. In every way. In every room. Every minute of three hours was better than eight years of you."

His hips jerked. His body seized. A grunt — small, strangled, the sound of a man finishing who barely had anything to finish with. His cock pulsed against my mound. Against my swollen pussy lips. Against the outside of me because he couldn't stay inside.

Two drops.

That's what landed on me. Two thin, watery drops of cum on top of my swollen mound. Clear and runny. Not white. Not thick. Not the heavy, viscous loads Damon had pumped into me — loads I could feel pooling, loads that had weight, loads that sat in my womb like something that belonged there. Mark's cum was water. A trickle. It slid off my mound and disappeared into the mess already there. Lost. Invisible. Swallowed by the three loads of thick, heavy cum that Damon had left behind.

A third drop followed. Late. Thin. It beaded on the tip of his softening cock and dripped onto my pubic bone and that was it. That was all of it. Three drops of watery nothing from a man who'd been trying to get me pregnant for three years.

He collapsed on top of me. Panting. His weight on my chest — light, manageable, forgettable. I'd had Damon's full weight pinning me to the hardwood floor and I couldn't breathe and I'd loved it. Mark's weight was like a blanket. Something I barely noticed.

His face was in my neck. His breath hot and fast. His cock softening against my thigh — shrinking, retreating, going back to nothing.

"I — sorry — I jerked off," he mumbled. Into my neck. Muffled. Ashamed. "In the parking lot. Before I came in. I was so — I couldn't — I was sitting there thinking about you and him and I just—"

He trailed off. His ears burning against my jaw.

I put my hand on the back of his head. His thin hair between my fingers. Held him against my neck. Felt his breathing slow.

"It's fine," I said.

I kissed the top of his head. Smelled his shampoo. The cheap stuff. The Head & Shoulders that Damon had pushed my face into three hours ago while he fucked me into this mattress.

"It's fine, babe."

Not like it made a difference.

I lay there. Mark's breathing evening out against my neck. His soft cock against my thigh. His three drops of watery cum already gone — absorbed into the mess, dissolved, erased. Undetectable. I could still feel Damon inside me. Not his cock — that was gone, that had left when he'd pulled out and dressed and said "make sure Mark gets those files." But his cum. Still there. Still heavy. Still sitting deep inside me in a place Mark's cock had never reached and never would.

Three years of trying. Ovulation kits and scheduled sex and Mark's thin, watery cum dribbling out of me onto the sheets. Pregnancy tests with one line. Dr. Reeves's office — "everything looks fine on your end, Brooke" — while Mark wouldn't get tested. Wouldn't sit in the cup. Wouldn't even talk about it.

Three years and three drops. That's what my husband had. Watery. Thin. Clear. Cum that slid off skin and evaporated. That couldn't stick to anything, let alone take root.

Damon had cum inside me three times tonight. Thick. Heavy. White. Loads that pooled and sat and stayed. Loads that filled me so full I could feel the weight of them shifting when I moved. Loads that my husband had just eaten off me and swallowed and grinned about. Seven pulses each time. His cock buried to the root. His cum flooding places Mark's dick couldn't find with a map.

Three years of trying.

I guess that'll change now.


Epilogue 6

I stood in front of the hallway mirror.

Same mirror. Same woman. Different everything.

Seven months ago I'd stood here in black lace and stockings and heels checking my lipstick, adjusting my bra strap, practicing a surprised face for a man I knew was coming. Seven months ago the woman in this mirror was pale and tight and nervous and about to open her front door and let her husband's boss change her life.

The woman in the mirror now was wearing a yellow sundress. Flat sandals. Hair up in a clip because it was August again and the heat was unbearable. No makeup except for lip gloss. No lingerie. No stockings. No performance.

And a belly that entered rooms before she did.

I put my hand on it. The bump. Round and firm and sitting low. Seven months. The skin stretched tight across my abdomen, a faint line running from my navel down. My belly button had popped out two weeks ago and Mark had thought it was the funniest thing he'd ever seen. He'd poked it and laughed and put his mouth on it and made a raspberry sound and I'd swatted his head and laughed too. We laughed a lot now. More than we had in years.

The doorbell rang. I heard Mark's footsteps — fast, excited, practically running. He'd been like this all morning. Up at six. Cleaning the yard. Setting up the folding tables. Hanging streamers from the fence. He'd driven to three stores to find the right color balloons. He'd ironed a shirt. Mark never ironed shirts.

"That's the Garcias!" he yelled from the kitchen. "Babe, can you get it? I'm finishing the— the thing with the— the confetti cannon—"

"I got it."

I opened the front door. Same door. Mrs. Garcia was standing on the porch with a casserole dish and Mr. Garcia was behind her holding a gift bag with tissue paper poking out the top. Their sprinklers were going. Always going.

"Brooke! Oh my goodness, look at you! You're glowing!"

I smiled. Touched my belly. "I feel like a house."

"You look beautiful. Doesn't she look beautiful, Carlos?"

"Beautiful," Carlos said. He was already looking past me into the house. "Is Mark in the back? I brought the cornhole set."

I stepped aside. Let them in. Watched them walk through the hallway — the hallway with the wedding photos, the hallway where the hardwood had been refinished last summer, the hallway where seven months ago I'd been pinned against the wall with my legs wrapped around a man who wasn't my husband. Mrs. Garcia's sandals clicked across the same floor where I'd lain naked in a puddle of cum listening to her sprinklers through the open door.

"The yard looks amazing!" Mrs. Garcia called from the kitchen.

It did. Mark had outdone himself. Streamers. Balloons — green and yellow, neutral, because nobody knew yet. A banner across the fence: IT'S A... with a question mark. The folding tables had tablecloths. Actual tablecloths. Mark had bought tablecloths. The man who thought paper towels were napkins had gone to Bed Bath & Beyond and purchased tablecloths for his gender reveal party.

People arrived. The Hendersons from across the street — Margaret with her reading glasses on a chain and Bill with his polo tucked into his khakis. Mark's mother drove up from Marietta with a trunk full of baby clothes she'd already bought in both pink and blue because "I'm not taking chances." My sister flew in from Denver. She hugged me in the driveway and held me at arm's length and said "holy shit, Brooke" and put both hands on my belly and the baby kicked and she screamed.

Mark's coworkers showed up in clusters. The Harmon-Drake people. Guys from sales. A woman from HR named Debra who brought a diaper cake that was four tiers tall and had tiny socks stuck into it like decorations. Mark shook every hand. Hugged every person. He was vibrating. Buzzing. A different man than the one who'd eaten cereal over the sink and stared at his phone and gone soft in the middle and couldn't hold his wife's attention across a dinner table.

"Congratulations, man. Regional VP. That's huge."

That was Steve Brinkley. Sales. He was holding a beer and looking at Mark with something between admiration and confusion. The same look everyone at Harmon-Drake had been giving Mark for the past six months.

Three promotions. Seven months. The first one came three weeks after the anniversary — Senior Account Manager. A title bump and a raise that put us in a different tax bracket. Mark had come home with the letter and stood in the kitchen and read it out loud twice. "Effective immediately." He'd looked at me with wet eyes. "Damon recommended me personally."

The second promotion came two months later. Regional Director. Back-to-back. The email came on a Tuesday and Mark called me from his new office — his own office, with a door, with a window — and his voice was shaking. "I don't understand what's happening, babe. Damon just keeps — he keeps pushing for me. Told the board I was their guy. I don't know what I did to deserve this."

I did. I knew exactly what he did to deserve it.

The third came a month ago. Regional VP. Mark's name on a door with a title that used to make him nervous to read on someone else's nameplate. Corner office. Company car. His salary had more than doubled since August. In seven months Mark had gone from a mid-level sales manager who couldn't remember his house key to a Regional Vice President with a parking spot and an assistant and a 401k match that made our financial advisor send a congratulatory email.

"Damon's been incredible," Mark told Steve, the same thing he told everyone. "Seriously. The guy believes in me. Took me under his wing. I wouldn't be here without him."

Steve nodded. Clinked his beer against Mark's. "Hell of a boss."

"The best," Mark said. "The absolute best."

I was standing by the drinks table. Pouring lemonade. Listening. My hand on my belly. The baby was moving — a slow roll, an elbow or a knee pressing against the inside of my skin. I rubbed the spot. Felt the push. Pushed back gently.

"He's active today," my sister said. She was next to me, eating chips. "Or she. Do you really not know?"

"We really don't know."

"You're lying. You know and you're not telling me."

I smiled. Sipped my lemonade. "Fifteen minutes and everyone finds out."

A car pulled up. I heard it before I saw it. Not the rattle of Mark's Accord. Something quieter. Smoother. A low engine that purred instead of coughed. I didn't turn around. I didn't need to. I knew the sound of that car. I'd heard it back out of my driveway seven months ago while I lay on the hallway floor.


Epilogue 7

Mark was already moving. Crossing the yard. Wiping his hands on his khakis. His face lit up the way it always did now when Damon was around. Grateful. Eager. The puppy expression. The one that used to annoy me and now just made me feel something I couldn't name.

I turned.

Damon Price was standing at the side gate. Charcoal suit — no tie, top button undone. Sunglasses pushed up on his bald head. He was holding a gift bag in one hand. A nice one. Not gas station tissue paper — real ribbon, heavy bag, a baby boutique logo on the side. He'd gone to a baby boutique. He'd walked into a store full of onesies and tiny shoes and picked something out.

"Mr. Price!" Mark was shaking his hand. Both hands. Pumping it. "Thank you so much for coming. This means — honestly, sir, it means a lot."

"Wouldn't miss it." Damon's voice. Low. Even. The same voice. "You're about to have a new family member, Mark. That's a big deal."

"It is. It really is."

"And look — I know the timing's been crazy with the promotions and everything, but you've earned it. Every bit of it. You're gonna need the money now." He put his hand on Mark's shoulder. Squeezed. "Kids are expensive."

Mark laughed. That nervous, too-loud laugh he did when he was overwhelmed. "That's what everyone keeps saying. But honestly — between the raise and the new position — we're in a really good place. Because of you."

"Because of you, Mark. I just opened the door."

He let go of Mark's shoulder. His eyes moved across the yard. Past the streamers. Past the balloons. Past Steve Brinkley and Debra from HR and the four-tier diaper cake. Past the Garcias and the Hendersons and my sister with her chip bowl.

His eyes found me.

One second. Two. The same look. The same unhurried, steady, calm look he'd given me in the doorway seven months ago when I'd opened the door in lingerie and he'd stood on the porch and taken his time. The look that had started everything. The look that went from my face to my belly and stayed there for a beat — one beat, just long enough — before coming back to my face.

He nodded. Once. Small. Then walked toward the cooler to grab a beer and Mark followed him and they stood in the shade of the oak tree and talked about the quarterly numbers like two men at a company barbecue.

My sister appeared at my elbow. "That's Mark's boss?"

"Yeah."

"Tall."

"Mm."

"Good-looking."

"Is he? I hadn't noticed."

She gave me a look. I gave her lemonade.

The confetti cannon was loaded. Mark had watched a YouTube tutorial three times and still wasn't confident about the trigger mechanism, so he'd recruited Carlos Garcia to be the backup. They stood on the patio — Mark with the cannon, Carlos with his hand hovering near the base, both of them squinting at the thing like it might explode.

"Okay!" Mark's voice was cracking. His eyes were wet already and nothing had happened yet. "Okay — everyone — we're about to find out — me and Brooke are about to find out what we're having—"

My mother-in-law had her phone up. My sister had her phone up. Debra from HR had her phone up. The whole yard was pointing cameras at us. Mark reached for me. I walked over. His arm went around my shoulders. He pulled me in. Kissed my temple.

"I love you," he whispered. Against my hair. Quiet enough that only I heard it. "I love you so much."

"I love you too."

"Ready?" Carlos had his hand on the trigger.

Mark looked at me. I looked at Mark. His eyes were red. His chin was wobbling. This man — this soft, boring, forgettable man who bought gas station flowers and couldn't hold his wife up against a wall and came in three minutes on a good night — was standing in his backyard with tears in his eyes because he was about to find out the gender of his baby. His baby. That's what he believed. That's what everyone believed. That's what the birth certificate would say. Mark Callahan. Father.

I nodded.

Carlos pulled the trigger.

Blue.

Blue confetti exploding into the August sky. Blue streamers. Blue paper raining down on the yard, catching in the oak tree, landing in the lemonade, sticking to the tablecloths Mark had bought. A boy. The yard erupted. Screaming. Clapping. My mother-in-law sobbing into her hands. My sister jumping up and down. Mark pulling me into his chest and holding me so tight the baby kicked and Mark felt it and he lost it — full sobbing, his face in my neck, his shoulders shaking, tears soaking into my sundress.

"A boy," he said. Into my neck. Broken. Happy. "We're having a boy, Brooke."

"We're having a boy."

I held him. Blue confetti in his hair. Blue confetti on my shoulders. His arms around me and his tears on my skin and the whole yard cheering and somewhere on the other side of the party, standing by the oak tree with a beer in his hand, Damon Price was watching.

I held my husband. Rubbed his back. Let him cry. The yard was chaos — hugs and handshakes and Margaret Henderson saying "I knew it, I told Bill, I said it's a boy, look at how she's carrying" — and through all of it Mark held onto me and shook and said "a boy" over and over like he was trying to make it real.


Epilogue 8

The party went on. Cake. More hugs. Mark's mother cornered me in the kitchen and told me the name should be Mark Junior and I said we'd think about it. Steve Brinkley told a story about his own gender reveal that involved a golf ball and a broken window. Debra from HR cried for twenty minutes straight. Carlos Garcia's cornhole set got heavy use.

Mark was across the yard. Talking to his mother. Gesturing. Animated. Alive. I watched him from the drinks table and felt something settle in my chest. Not guilt. Not shame. Something quieter. The feeling of a plan that worked. A deal that was honored. A condition that was met.

I'll do it. But I want a baby.

That's what I'd said. Lying in bed. The night after the Wednesday. After the "fine" and the planning and the color-coded notes on his phone. Lying in the dark. Back to back.

"I want a baby, Mark."

Silence. Long.

"And you can't give me one."

More silence. His breathing. The sheets rustling.

"Honey, we've been trying, haven't we?"

"Three years," I said. "Three years of trying. No, I don't want to try anymore. Three years and nothing. Not once. Not even a scare. Nothing."

He didn't argue. He didn't say "we can keep trying" or "maybe we should see another doctor" or any of the things he'd said for three years that meant nothing and changed nothing. He just lay there. Breathing. Knowing.

"So if you want me to do this — if you want me to open that door and let your boss fuck me on our anniversary — then I want something out of it. I want what we've been trying for. What you can't give me."

His hand found mine under the covers. Squeezed. His fingers cold. His palm damp.

"Okay," he whispered.

One word. In the dark. And the deal was done.

Damon was by the gate. Leaving. He'd stayed for the reveal, for the cake, for one beer. He'd shaken hands. Made small talk. Played the role — the supportive boss, the generous mentor, the man who'd given Mark three promotions because he "believed in him." He played it the same way he did everything. Calm. Unhurried. Controlled.

He was walking toward his car when I caught him.

"Damon."

He stopped. Turned. The late afternoon sun behind him. His shadow long on the driveway. The gift bag was in the back seat of his car already. Whatever he'd bought from the baby boutique was sitting in his car and he was leaving and the party was winding down.

"Thank you for coming," I said. "It meant a lot to Mark."

"Happy to be here."

We stood there. Three feet apart. Like the doorway. Like the hallway. Like every time we'd been in the same space and the air changed and the world got smaller.

His eyes dropped. To my belly. One second. Then back to my face. The same route. Down and up. Unhurried.

He could do the math. Seven months. Three loads. No condom. He'd been inside me for three hours and come three times and every drop had gone as deep as it could go. He'd seen my belly at the Christmas party at four months. He'd seen it at the company dinner at five. He'd watched it grow. He'd watched it round out. And he'd never said a word. Never asked. Never brought up the night. Just promoted Mark. Again and again. Gave him raises. Gave him a corner office. Took care of the family his employee was building. Whatever his reasons were — guilt, generosity, ownership, something darker, something he'd never name — he took care of it. Quietly. The way Damon did everything.

"You look good," he said.

Same words. Same delivery. No smile. Just those dark, steady eyes and that low voice and the weight of everything we both knew pressing down on three words that sounded simple and meant everything.

Blue confetti was stuck to my sandal. Mark was laughing somewhere in the backyard. The Garcias' sprinklers were going. The sun was warm on my face.

I put my hand on my belly. Felt the kick. Strong. A boy's kick.

I smiled.

"Thank you, Mr. Price."

He held my gaze. That calm, unhurried look. The one that had started all of this. The one that had changed everything. He looked at me the way he'd looked at me in the doorway — like he was reading something. Like he had all the time in the world.

Then he got in his car. And drove away.

I stood in the driveway. Hand on my belly. Blue confetti on my shoulders. Mark's laughter carrying from the backyard. The sprinklers hissing across the street.

A boy.

 I'd told my husband that I wanted a baby.

I never said it had to be his.


I went back inside.
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