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The First Spark



Haley stood at the edge of the half-demolished kitchen, arms crossed under her breasts, watching the crew move through the space as if they already owned it. The morning light slanted through the bare windows and caught on the fine dust suspended in the air, turning the ordinary chaos of renovation into something almost cinematic. She had chosen the pale quartz counters and the soft gray cabinetry herself, yet now that the work had begun the house felt less like hers and more like a construction site she was merely tolerated inside.

Omar was easy to pick out. At six-four he had to duck slightly beneath the plastic sheeting that divided the kitchen from the dining room. The worn work shirt stretched across shoulders that looked carved from darker wood, and when he lifted a sheet of plywood one-handed, the motion revealed the corded muscle along his forearm. She catalogued the details with the same detached precision she used when reviewing contractor bids: height, build, the quiet confidence that made the other men glance toward him before making decisions. Nothing more.

Kyle had left for the office before seven, kissing her forehead with the distracted affection that had become their morning ritual. “Text me if anything goes wrong,” he had said, already scrolling through emails on his phone. She had smiled, assured him everything was under control, and felt the familiar flatness settle back into place once the door closed. Stability was supposed to be enough. Lately it only felt like background noise.

She lingered longer than necessary, pretending to study the exposed wiring where the new island would go. Omar noticed. He always seemed to notice without making it obvious. When he straightened and wiped his hands on a rag, his gaze met hers for a measured second. “You’ve got a clear vision for this place, Mrs. Whitaker.” His voice was low, the kind that carried without effort, vibrating just beneath the surface of the morning bustle.

“Haley,” she corrected automatically. “And thank you. I’ve been planning it for months.” The words came out composed, professional. Inside, she noted the faint scent of clean sweat and sawdust that drifted toward her when he stepped closer to point out a detail on the printed plans. The warmth of his arm near hers registered as data: larger frame, different density of presence than the man she had married. She filed it away and stepped back.

By midday the crew had thinned for lunch. Haley found reasons to stay—measuring the space between future cabinets, running her fingers along the stripped drywall as if she could read its future smoothness. Omar worked quietly on the far side of the room, but the air between them felt thicker than the dust. Once he glanced over and caught her watching the way his back flexed beneath the shirt. He did not smile, did not wink. He simply held the look long enough for her to feel the heat rise in her cheeks, then returned to his task as though nothing had passed between them.

Harmless, she told herself while twisting a strand of chestnut hair around her finger. It’s only appreciation for competence. Kyle suggested the renovation. He’s the one who’s always too busy to see how much thought I put into this. The rationalization sat neatly in her mind, clinical and defensible. Yet when Omar passed behind her to reach for a level, the brief brush of his sleeve against her shoulder sent an involuntary shiver down her spine. She catalogued that too: temperature of fabric, pressure of proximity, the way her body answered before her thoughts could intervene.

In the afternoon Kyle texted that he would be late again—client dinner downtown. Haley replied with a heart emoji and set her phone face-down on the temporary plywood counter. Outside, the suburban street was quiet except for the occasional bark of a dog and the distant hum of a lawnmower. Inside, the house echoed with the sounds of measured progress: nail guns, low conversation, the scrape of tools. She told herself she remained only to answer questions about fixtures, but her gaze kept returning to the tall figure who moved with such unhurried certainty through the debris.

When the crew began packing up at four, Omar lingered to secure a tarp over the open cabinet framing. Haley hovered near the patio door, pretending to check the backyard layout for the new lighting plan. He straightened, rolled his shoulders once, and looked straight at her across the dismantled room.

“You keep looking at me like you want something you shouldn’t,” he said, voice quiet enough that it stayed between them. “Tell me I’m wrong.”

The words landed low in her stomach, precise and patient. She opened her mouth, closed it, then managed a small, composed laugh. “I’m just making sure the vision stays on track.” Even as she spoke, she felt the fracture begin: the clinical observation cracking at the edges, letting something warmer and more dangerous leak through. She deserved to feel seen. The thought arrived fully formed, reasonable. Kyle had suggested the renovation. He had left her to handle the details. This was nothing but professional oversight.

Omar studied her for another heartbeat, then gave a single nod as if she had answered the question he had not quite asked. “See you tomorrow, Haley.”

She watched him walk out to his truck, the late sunlight catching on the breadth of his back. The house felt suddenly larger and emptier once the crew was gone. She pressed a hand to her lower belly, tracing the faint stretch marks hidden beneath her blouse, and wondered why the touch of her own fingers felt so much less interesting than the memory of a sleeve brushing her shoulder.

Upstairs, she changed into yoga pants and a soft tank top, telling herself it was only because the dust made everything itchy. In the mirror her hazel eyes looked brighter than usual, the small beauty mark above her lip standing out against flushed skin. She twisted her hair up, let it fall again, and exhaled slowly.

It was only the first day. Nothing had happened. Nothing would.


Lingering Looks



The second day settled into a rhythm Haley told herself was entirely practical. She arrived downstairs in a fitted blouse and dark jeans that moved easily while she navigated the dust, hair twisted loosely at her nape. The crew had already begun tearing out more of the old cabinetry, and the noise provided a convenient screen for her own thoughts. She checked the progress with her usual care: measurements verified, material samples laid out on a folding table, the precise placement of outlets discussed. Competence. That was all it was.

Omar’s large hands drew her eye more than once. When he gripped a crowbar and pried a stubborn section of framing free, the veins stood out along the backs of those hands, knuckles broad, palms wide enough to span a significant portion of her waist if he ever chose to test the fit. She noted the observation clinically, then forced her gaze elsewhere. Kyle had messaged earlier that he would be working late again; a dinner with clients that might run past eight. He suggested this whole project; she reminded herself. He left me here to manage the details. Appreciation for competence is not a crime.

She found excuses to remain on-site. A question about the under-cabinet lighting placement required Omar’s input. Then the height of the new island needed confirmation against her original sketches. Each time she approached, he gave her space, answering in that deep voice that seemed to settle low in her chest before the words fully registered. The vibration of it moved through her sternum, a physical resonance she noted and then tried to dismiss. The other men finished their tasks and left by four, trucks pulling away down the quiet suburban street, but Omar stayed to finish securing a temporary support beam.

Haley lingered near the patio doors, pretending to review paint swatches in the natural light. The backyard stretched green and orderly under the late afternoon sun, the nosy neighbor across the street walking her dog at the usual time. Inside, the half-finished kitchen felt intimate despite the exposed studs and dangling wires. Omar wiped his forehead with the hem of his shirt, revealing a strip of deep mahogany skin above his belt. She looked away too quickly, heart ticking faster than the situation warranted.

“You’ve been here every minute since we started,” he said without turning around at first. The statement hung in the air, patient, giving her room to fill it. When he did face her, those intense dark eyes held no demand, only quiet observation.

“I want it done right,” Haley answered, keeping her tone composed. “These decisions affect how we live in the house for years.” The explanation felt solid, reasonable. Yet beneath it ran the nervous excitement she refused to name: the way his presence made the air feel charged, the slow build of awareness that had her thighs pressing together when he stepped closer to show her a detail on the plans.

He nodded once, then leaned over the temporary counter, large hands spreading the blueprints. The scent of him reached her again, warmer today, more immediate. When he pointed to a junction, his forearm brushed the side of her hand. The contact was brief, incidental, yet she registered every part of it: the roughness of work-hardened skin, the contained heat, the involuntary clench low in her belly that followed. She did not pull away immediately. Neither did he.

“Most clients check in once or twice,” he continued, voice low and even. “You’re different.” The words carried no overt pressure. He simply left the observation between them, waiting for her to respond or retreat.

Haley felt her composure slip by another careful degree. This is harmless, the analytical part of her insisted. He’s skilled at his work. Kyle is distracted because of his own deadlines. I deserve to feel engaged in something again. She twisted a strand of chestnut hair around her finger, a nervous habit she usually caught before it showed. “I suppose I’m particular about the details.”

Omar’s mouth curved in the smallest acknowledgment, not quite a smile. He straightened to his full height, towering over her in the confined space, and the movement sent another wave of that radiating warmth toward her body. She registered the contrast: how his frame made the kitchen feel smaller, how his quiet patience invited her to step closer rather than back. Her hazel eyes met his for a beat longer than necessary.

He did not push. Instead, he rolled up the plans and set them aside, giving her the silence she needed to fill. “Tomorrow the plumbing lines go in for the new island. You’ll want to see that.” The statement was practical on the surface, yet the way he said it made it feel like an invitation she had already half accepted.

By the time the last tool was packed, Haley’s pulse still carried a low hum. She walked Omar to the driveway under the pretense of discussing the following day’s schedule. His truck sat heavy and practical beside her own car. When he opened the door, he paused, one large hand resting on the frame. “You keep finding reasons to stay late, Haley. I don’t mind.” The deep voice wrapped around her name in a way that felt different from how Kyle ever said it, richer, more present.

She managed a small laugh, articulate and composed on the outside. Inside, the denial held, but thinner now. It’s the project. The competence. Nothing else. “Good night, Omar.”

He drove off, and she stood in the driveway longer than she should have, watching the taillights disappear around the corner. The house felt echoingly quiet when she went back inside. Kyle texted around six-thirty: Client dinner running long. Grab something for yourself, love. Miss you. She replied with a simple Miss you too, then set the phone down and wandered through the dismantled kitchen. Her fingers traced the edge of the plywood counter where Omar’s hands had rested earlier. The wood still held a trace of warmth, or perhaps she only imagined it.

Upstairs she changed into soft lounge clothes, aware of the way her full breasts moved beneath the fabric and the soft curve where her waist flared into her hips. She caught herself in the mirror and paused, turning slightly. The faint stretch marks on her lower belly were visible in the warm light. Self-consciousness flickered, but so did something else: the memory of how Omar’s gaze had moved over her earlier, unhurried, appreciative. She pressed a palm there, then let it drop.

Dinner was a simple salad eaten at the temporary counter. She told herself the lingering energy in her body was only the excitement of watching her vision come together. The rationalization sat neatly enough. Yet when she closed her eyes later on the couch, it was the deep resonance of his voice and the span of those large hands that replayed behind her eyelids, not Kyle’s distracted kiss that morning.

The third day would bring more of the same, she decided. More oversight. More competence appreciated. Nothing crossed. Nothing lost.


The Accidental Touch



The third day brought dust that clung to everything. Haley had opened windows throughout the morning, but the fine particles still coated her skin and settled into the folds of her clothes. Kyle had retreated to the guest room the night before, muttering about construction noise and an early conference call. She had nodded understandingly, kissed his cheek, and felt a small, secret relief at the extra space between them. Now, mid-afternoon, the crew worked around her while she hovered near the future island site, clipboard in hand.

Omar moved with the same measured patience that had begun to occupy far too much of her attention. When he leaned in to check a plumbing rough-in, the scent of labor and cedar soap reached her first, richer after hours of work. Heat radiated from his body in the confined space between studs and plastic sheeting. She catalogued it automatically: temperature higher than the room, steady and enveloping, the kind that made her aware of her own cooler skin in contrast. Growing obsession, the analytical voice observed. First cracks. She pushed the thought aside and stepped closer under the pretense of reviewing the pipe layout.

“These lines need to align exactly with the sketch,” she said, voice steady. Her shoulder brushed his arm as she pointed. The contact should have been nothing. Instead, she registered every layer: the firmness of muscle beneath the thin work shirt, the contained power held in check, the involuntary way her breath caught. She did not step back.

Omar turned his head slightly. Those intense dark eyes met hers in the narrow gap. “You keep getting close enough to check my work yourself.” The words came low, patient, leaving room for her to interpret or deflect. He did not move away. The radiating heat intensified where their arms remained in contact, his larger frame creating a pocket of warmth that made the rest of the kitchen feel distant.

Haley’s composure held by a thinner margin today. It is still just appreciation; she told herself; the rationalization beginning to fray at the edges. He is skilled. Kyle is exhausted from the noise and his own deadlines. I deserve to feel this engaged. Yet her body disagreed. A low pulse started between her thighs, soft and insistent, as she stayed in that shared space. The scent of him filled her next inhale: sawdust and salt and something unmistakably male.

He reached past her to adjust a temporary brace, and this time the movement was deliberate. His large hand settled lightly on her hip to steady her as he worked. Four distinct sensations hit at once: broad palm spanning the soft curve where her waist flared, thumb resting just above the waistband of her jeans, rough calluses catching on the fabric, and the immediate involuntary arch of her lower back that pressed her hips forward a fraction. Heat bloomed under his touch. She felt the give of her own flesh beneath his grip, the way her body yielded without instruction.

“Easy,” he murmured, voice vibrating close to her ear. “Breathe.” The instruction landed like a quiet command wrapped in concern. His hand remained a moment longer than necessary, thumb tracing one slow, almost absent circle along the flare of her hip before he released her. The absence of pressure left her skin tingling.

She should have moved. Instead she turned to face him fully in the narrow corridor of framing. Her full breasts brushed the front of his shirt with the motion, nipples tightening against her bra from the brief friction. Clinical observation crumbled further: His chest is solid, unyielding. The contrast to Kyle’s lean runner’s frame is impossible to ignore. She swallowed, hazel eyes lifting to meet his. The small beauty mark above her lip felt warm.

“You already know what this is, Haley,” Omar said, softer this time, his gaze holding hers without demand. “Tell me I’m wrong.”

The charged silence stretched. Dust motes drifted through the slanted light between them. She could hear the distant sounds of the other crew members finishing up outside, but inside this half-built corner the world narrowed to the heat radiating off his body and the steady patience in his gaze. Her rationalizations thinned dangerously. This is more than oversight. This is hunger I have not named. The admission stayed internal, raw and guilty, yet honest enough to make her thighs press together.

“I am not wrong,” he continued when she stayed silent, voice patient as ever. “But I am not rushing you either.” His hand lifted again, this time fingertips brushing a strand of chestnut hair back from her face. The touch was feather-light yet electric: warm pads of his fingers against her temple, the slight roughness catching in her waves, the way her cheek turned into the contact before she could stop herself. Gooseflesh rose along her neck and down her arms. Low in her belly, warmth pooled heavier.

She exhaled shakily, the composed articulation she relied on buckling. “This is… complicated.” The words came out quieter than she intended, almost a confession. Her mind tracked the obsession growing inside her: the constant awareness of his presence even when he worked across the room, the way her body tracked him, the first real cracks in the flat emotional landscape of her marriage.

Omar studied her for a long beat, then nodded once. He stepped back, giving her the space he always seemed willing to provide, yet the air between them still hummed. “Crew is wrapping up. I’ll secure the site.” The practical statement felt layered, an invitation and a boundary at once.

Haley stayed in the kitchen long after the others left, heart still beating too hard. Kyle remained asleep in the guest room upstairs, the door cracked, the faint sound of his breathing drifting down. The construction dust had driven him there again. She told herself she should go up, check on him, and offer to bring water. Instead, she lingered near the spot where Omar’s hand had rested on her hip, pressing her own palm there experimentally. The memory of his grip lingered warmer than her own touch.

When she finally climbed the stairs, the house felt different. Charged. Her yoga pants clung to her thighs as she moved, and she caught herself imagining larger hands gripping that same flesh. The thought sent another pulse of heat through her. In the master bedroom she changed slowly, aware of every brush of fabric against skin that now felt hypersensitive.

Kyle stirred when she passed the guest room, but only mumbled something about needing quiet. She closed his door gently and returned downstairs, fingers drumming against the banister. The denial still held, but barely. Growing obsession. The clinical voice noted it with reluctant accuracy. Tomorrow the cracks would widen further. She already knew she would find another excuse to stay late.


Crossing the Line



The fourth day stretched long into the evening. Haley had changed into a soft tank top and yoga pants after the crew thinned out, claiming the dust made everything stick to her skin. She told herself she was only staying to lock up properly. Kyle remained downstairs in the dining room on an important work call, his voice drifting up through the open stairwell in measured professional tones. The half-finished master bathroom sat just off the landing, plastic sheeting still taped across the doorway, vanity installed but plumbing exposed.

Omar had not left with the others. He moved through the space with that same smooth patience, securing tools and checking the temporary supports. When she stepped into the bathroom under the pretense of inspecting the new tile layout, he followed without comment. The air felt thicker here, dust motes catching the last of the daylight through a small window. She took in the setup clinically: marble vanity edge cool under her palms if she leaned there, mirror still covered in protective film, the scent of fresh caulk mixing with sawdust.

“You keep finding reasons to stay,” he said from the doorway, voice low. He filled the frame completely, broad shoulders blocking the light from the hall. “Tell me I’m wrong.”

She gripped the vanity edge, hazel eyes meeting his in the reflection. Something in her composure gave a little more. Overwhelmed desire. Bargaining begins here. “I deserve to feel wanted again,” she whispered, the words slipping out before she could weigh them. Kyle’s call continued downstairs, words indistinct but steady. The proximity of her husband added a sharp edge to the moment, guilt and thrill twisting together.

Omar stepped inside and let the plastic sheeting fall closed behind him. He did not rush. His large hand settled on her hip first, exactly where it had the day before, broad palm spanning the soft flare where her waist curved outward. The grip was firmer now, thumb pressing into the softness of her hip through thin fabric, heat sinking straight through to skin. Her body answered with an involuntary press backward, thighs tightening. “Easy, Haley. Breathe. Let me take care of this part.”

She exhaled shakily as he turned her to face him. His other hand came up, fingertips tracing the curve of her jaw, then lower to the hollow of her throat where her pulse hammered. Rough calluses dragged lightly, temperature higher than her own flushed skin. Gooseflesh followed the path. He leaned in slow, giving her every chance to stop him, but she only tilted her head. When his mouth met hers it was patient, thorough, tongue sliding against hers in a way that made her knees soften. She tasted salt and sawdust and something deeper that short-circuited the clinical observations.

His hands moved with deliberate care. One slid under her tank top, palm flat against her lower belly, tracing the faint stretch marks she was self-conscious about. The touch registered warm and unhurried, thumb circling the soft skin there until she arched into it instead of pulling away. The other hand cupped her full breast through the fabric, thumb brushing her nipple until it tightened painfully. She gasped into his mouth, the sound muffled. Downstairs Kyle’s voice rose slightly on the call, discussing projections. The contrast made her cunt clench emptily.

Omar broke the kiss and guided her back until her hips met the vanity. “Show me where you need me.”

She reached for his belt before the bargain in her head could form fully. Fingers worked the buckle, then the button, trembling only a little. When she freed him the weight of his cock filled her palm, thick and heavy, veins prominent under warm skin. The sexual reveal hit her in a rush of sensation: girth that made her hand look small, length that extended well beyond her grip, heavy balls drawn tight. She catalogued every detail with dissolving precision, the analytical voice giving way to raw need. Her thumb traced a thick vein from base to tip, feeling it pulse.

He groaned softly; the sound vibrating through her. “That’s it. Feel how deep I fit.” The words landed possessive yet patient, his hand covering hers to guide a slow stroke. Pre-cum slicked her palm. She stroked him again, mesmerized by the contrast, the way he filled her hand so completely.

Omar lifted her onto the vanity edge with effortless strength, large hands under her thighs spreading her. Yoga pants and panties came down together in one smooth pull, cool air hitting wet folds. He dropped to his knees on the drop cloth, broad shoulders pushing her legs wider. His breath ghosted over her cunt first, hot and steady. Then his tongue dragged up her slit in one long, firm lick, broad and flat, tasting her fully. The heat of his mouth registered everywhere at once: lips sealing around her clit, tongue circling with precise pressure, the slight scrape of his close-cropped beard against her inner thighs.

She gripped the vanity's edge hard, knuckles whitening. A low moan escaped before she could bite it back. Kyle’s voice filtered up faintly, talking numbers. The danger sharpened every sensation. Omar’s tongue worked her clit with patient focus, two thick fingers sliding into her cunt at the same time, stretching her open. The fullness made her hips jerk. He curled them, stroking a spot that sent sparks up her spine. “Breathe,” he murmured against her, the vibration adding another layer. “Let me take care of this.”

Her composure fractured completely. Observations dissolved into raw sensation: the wet sounds of his mouth, the stretch of his fingers, the way her thighs trembled around his head. He sucked her clit gently, then harder, alternating rhythm until her back arched off the vanity. One hand left the edge to tangle in his short hair, holding him there. The orgasm built in tight waves, clinical bargaining gone, only guilty honesty left. This is what I have been missing. This is what my body has been starving for.

He did not speed up. He simply stayed patient, tongue relentless, fingers pumping deeper. Her cunt clenched around him in rhythmic pulses. When it broke she came hard, thighs clamping his shoulders, a broken cry muffled against her own arm. Waves rolled through her, pleasure sharp and overwhelming, wetness coating his chin and fingers. He licked her through it, gentling but not stopping until the tremors eased.

Haley sagged against the mirror, chest heaving. Omar rose slowly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. His cock stood thick and glistening, still untouched since she had stroked him. He stepped between her spread legs, large hands gripping the soft give of her thighs, thumbs tracing the inner curves. “You taste like you needed that,” he said quietly, eyes locked on hers. No rush. Just the same smooth patience that had undone her.

She reached for him again, guiding the thick head along her soaked slit, teasing herself with the size. The contrast to everything she had known before sent another aftershock through her. Downstairs the call continued, Kyle none the wiser. The guilt twisted with fresh hunger. She wanted more. She bargained silently for just this once, just this taste.

Omar let her play the tip against her entrance, unhurried. “Don’t overthink it. Just let me have you the way you need.” His voice stayed low, intimate. One hand left her thigh to cup her breast again, rolling the nipple between thumb and finger while she rubbed him against her clit. The dual sensation built another slow climb. Her body still hummed from the first release, oversensitive and greedy.

She stroked him with both hands now, feeling the weight, the heat, the way he throbbed in her grip. He watched her face the entire time, dark eyes intense but controlled. When she finally guided him lower, notching the broad head just inside, he held still, letting her adjust. The stretch registered as pressure and fullness, her walls fluttering around the intrusion. She rocked shallowly, taking another inch, breath catching.

He leaned in, mouth at her ear. “You’re soaking my hand. This pussy knows what it wants.” The words landed without aggression, only quiet certainty. His hips pressed forward another fraction, slow and deliberate. She moaned softly, forehead against his shoulder, inhaling the scent of him mixed with her own release.

They stayed like that for long minutes, him barely inside her, her hands still wrapped around the thick base while his fingers played over her clit in lazy circles. Another smaller wave of pleasure crested and faded, leaving her trembling. Omar pressed his lips to her hairline, still unhurried, waiting for whatever she decided next.

Haley’s mind spun in shameless clarity. The bargain felt thinner than ever. She had tasted what she was missing, and the flavor lingered on her tongue, on her skin, between her thighs. Kyle’s voice rose again downstairs, wrapping up the call. Time pressed in, but Omar did not move to finish. He simply held her there, letting the moment stretch, letting her feel exactly what she had crossed.


Consumed



The fifth day felt different from the start. Haley moved through the house with a low hum of anticipation she no longer tried to catalogue as mere oversight. Kyle had left early for downtown, promising a late night again with back-to-back meetings. The crew worked efficiently around her, but her focus narrowed to Omar alone. By late afternoon, when the others loaded their trucks and pulled away, she found him in the kitchen securing the final plastic sheeting. Her pulse already beat heavier between her thighs, the memory of his mouth and fingers from the day before still leaving her faintly sore and slick at odd moments.

She crossed the room without speaking first. Her hand found his wrist, fingers wrapping around the thick, corded strength there. “Upstairs,” she said simply, voice lower than usual but still composed. “The master bedroom. The bed is covered in drop cloths. No one will be home for hours.”

Omar studied her face for a long second, reading her the way he always did. Then he nodded once and let her lead. His large hand settled at the small of her back as they climbed the stairs, palm broad and warm through her thin tank top, thumb tracing the soft curve where her waist flared into her hips. The touch sent fresh heat spiraling low. She felt her own body softening under his grip, the way her hips swayed more noticeably with each step. The thought arrived with reluctant honesty: This is more than physical now. I am starting to need how he sees me.

In the master bedroom, the late daylight filtered through half-dressed windows, casting long shadows across the drop-cloth-covered bed. She turned to him the moment the door clicked shut, rising onto her toes to kiss him. Her hands slid under his work shirt, palms mapping the hard planes of his abdomen, the breadth of his chest. He tasted like the day’s labor and quiet restraint. When she tugged the shirt upward, he helped her pull it off, revealing deep mahogany skin stretched over powerful muscle. She pressed her mouth to his collarbone, inhaling the scent of clean sweat that now felt intimately familiar.

Omar let her set the pace at first, hands resting lightly on her hips. She worked his belt open, then his jeans, freeing his cock again. The thick length filled her hands once more, heavy and warm, veins standing out prominently. She stroked him slowly, both palms sliding from base to tip, worshipping the contrast with everything she had known before. Her thumbs traced the heavy balls beneath, feeling their weight. “You feel so much,” she whispered against his chest, the words breaking her usual clinical tone into raw admission. The guilt twisted with deeper lust. Kyle was safe at the office, miles away. This moment belonged only to the hunger she could no longer deny.

He lifted her tank top off, then unhooked her bra. Her full breasts spilled free, nipples already tight. His large hands cupped them, thumbs brushing the sensitive peaks in slow circles that made her arch. Rough calluses dragged deliciously, temperature higher than her flushed skin. She moaned softly, pressing into his touch. He guided her backward until her legs met the bed, then eased her down onto the drop cloths. The fabric crinkled under her as he stripped away her yoga pants and panties in one smooth motion.

Naked beneath him, she watched as he shed the rest of his clothes. His powerful frame filled the room, cock jutting thick and heavy. She reached for him again, pulling him down on top of her. The full weight of his body settled between her spread thighs, skin hot against hers. His cock nestled along her slit, the thick shaft gliding through her wetness as he rocked slowly. Every vein dragged against her clit. She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into his lower back, urging him closer.

“Don’t overthink it,” he murmured, lips brushing her ear. “You’re already mine right now.” One large hand slid under her ass, gripping the soft flesh there, lifting her hips slightly. The broad head of his cock notched at her entrance, pressing forward with patient pressure. She felt every inch of the stretch as he sank deeper, her walls yielding around his girth. The fullness registered as a slow, overwhelming burn that melted into liquid pleasure. Her breath hitched, hands clutching his shoulders.

He worked himself in gradually, stroke by deliberate stroke, until he was buried to the hilt. She felt the heavy press of his balls against her, the way her body clenched around the thick invasion. The contrast flooded her mind in guilty waves: how completely he filled her, how different the pressure and depth felt compared to the predictable safety she had grown used to. Her cunt clenched around him, adjusting, greedy. “So deep,” she breathed, the words slipping out in a helpless plea. The last of her composure had dissolved, leaving only raw sensation and the unexpected emotional pull tightening in her chest.

Omar held still for a long moment, letting her feel him. Then he began to move, slow rolls of his hips that dragged his cock along every sensitive inch inside her. Each withdrawal left her aching, each thrust filled her again with heavy, perfect pressure. His hand stayed on her hip, thumb tracing that soft curve he seemed to fixate on, gripping and releasing in time with his strokes. The other hand braced beside her head, corded arm flexing. Skin slapped softly against skin, wet sounds filling the quiet bedroom. She met his rhythm, hips rising to take him deeper, nails digging into his back.

The pleasure built in thick waves. He angled his hips, hitting a spot that made her cry out. Her full breasts bounced with each thrust, nipples brushing his chest. He leaned down to capture one in his mouth, tongue swirling, teeth grazing just enough to send sparks straight to her clit. She tangled fingers in his short hair, holding him there while her other hand gripped his ass, feeling the powerful muscle flex as he drove into her.

“There it is,” he said against her breast, voice low and steady. “Your body already knows who it opens for.” The words landed with quiet possession, no aggression, only certainty that undid her further. She felt the emerging attachment deepen with every thrust: not just the physical overwhelm, but the way he watched her face, the way he adjusted his angle when her moans sharpened, the way he made her feel utterly seen.

Her orgasm approached like a slow freight train. He shifted to deeper, more purposeful strokes, grinding against her clit on every downstroke. Her thighs trembled around his waist, cunt clenching rhythmically around his thick cock. The intensity climbed until every nerve was alight. She locked eyes with him, hazel meeting dark, her flushed face open and defenseless. Something deeper than lust bloomed unexpectedly in the middle of the pleasure: I want this. I want him. More than just tonight.

When it broke, the orgasm crashed through her with overwhelming force. Her back arched hard off the drop cloths, a raw cry tearing from her throat. Her cunt spasmed powerfully around him, milking his length in tight, pulsing waves. Pleasure flooded every inch of her body, sharper and deeper than anything she had felt before. He kept moving through it, drawing it out, hips rolling steadily while she shook beneath him. Wetness coated his cock and her thighs, the slick sounds louder now.

Omar groaned low, control slipping just enough for her to feel the throb inside her. He buried himself deep and held there as he came, thick pulses of heat flooding her. The creampie filled her completely, the sensation intimate and messy, pushing another smaller aftershock through her oversensitive body. She clung to him, legs locked tight, absorbing every twitch and spurt. His weight pressed her into the bed, protective and heavy, while their breathing slowly synced.

They stayed joined for long minutes afterward. He kissed her temple, then her mouth, slow and thorough. She traced the line of his jaw with her fingertips; the unexpected tenderness of the moment complicating everything. Lust still hummed through her, but beneath it lay the truth she could no longer ignore: this was becoming more than sex. She wanted the safety of her marriage, the stability Kyle provided, yet she also wanted the raw hunger Omar woke in her. The two desires tangled painfully in her chest.

He finally eased out of her, a slow withdrawal that left her feeling empty and leaking. A trickle of his release slid down her thigh. He fetched a clean rag from his tools downstairs, returning to gently clean her before pulling the drop cloth around them both. She curled against his broad chest, listening to his steady heartbeat, the small voice in the back of her mind whispering the truth she had been bargaining against: Deep lust. And something more. I did not expect this attachment.

Outside, the suburban evening settled quietly. Kyle would be home late. For now, the house held only the two of them and the messy new reality she had invited in.


Dangerous Territory



The sixth day ended with the kitchen counters finally in place. Haley lingered after the crew packed up, the new quartz surfaces cool and smooth under her palms as she traced their edges in the fading dusk light. Kyle had texted that traffic was brutal downtown and he would be another forty minutes at least. She should have gone upstairs to shower and change, but the low hum of anticipation kept her rooted here. The half-finished space still smelled of fresh sealant and sawdust, a reminder of everything that had shifted in the last few days.

Omar did not ask permission this time. He stepped behind her at the island, large hands gripping her hips with sudden firmness, pulling her back against the solid line of his body. “You keep looking at me like you want something you shouldn’t,” he said, voice low and edged with the full weight of his escalation. “Tell me I’m wrong.”

She opened her mouth, but only managed a shaky exhale. His broad palms slid under her blouse, gripping the curve of her hips, thumbs pressing into her flesh exactly where he always fixated. The grip was rougher today, possessive, and she was arching back into him before her mind could catch up. The fresh soreness from yesterday’s encounter flared warmly between her thighs, mixing with a new rush of wetness.

He spun her around and lifted her onto the island's edge in one smooth motion, the quartz cold against the backs of her thighs. Yoga pants and panties came down together with impatient tugs, pooling at her ankles. Cool air hit her exposed cunt, still faintly leaking traces from the day before. Omar freed himself quickly, thick cock heavy and already leaking at the tip. He stepped between her spread legs and notched the blunt tip against her entrance without preamble, one large hand wrapping around her throat lightly to tilt her face up to his.

“Hold still for me.” The words carried the same low tone but now carried an aggressive undercurrent. He pushed inside in one long, deliberate thrust, stretching her open around his girth. She gasped at the sudden fullness, her body clenching tight around the thick invasion, the contrast to everything familiar sending a sharp spike of conflicted pleasure through her. He did not pause. His hips snapped forward again, setting a rougher rhythm that rocked the island.

She gripped his shoulders, nails digging into muscle as he fucked her, standing against the counter. Each thrust drove deep, heavy balls slapping against her with wet sounds that echoed in the quiet kitchen. His hand left her throat to slide up and cover her mouth firmly when her moans grew louder, palm warm and callused against her lips. “That’s it,” he growled softly against her ear, hips pounding harder. “Take all of it.”

The pace turned punishing. He gripped the soft curve of her hip with his free hand, thumb digging in, using the leverage to pull her onto every thrust. Her full breasts bounced inside her blouse, nipples tight and aching. The emotional complication she had felt yesterday twisted tighter now, pleasure so transformative it scared her. This is more than sex. I am falling into something I cannot untangle. Every careful thought she had ever hidden behind fractured completely, leaving only raw, unvarnished want and the overwhelming need to be taken like this.

He bent her forward over the island, chest pressed to the cool quartz, ass presented high. The new angle let him drive even deeper, the thick length dragging along every sensitive spot inside her. His hand stayed clamped over her mouth, muffling her cries while the other reached around to rub tight circles over her clit. The dual assault built the orgasm fast and brutal. Her thighs trembled, cunt clenching rhythmically around him, the intensity blinding.

Mid-climax the emotional breakdown hit without warning. Tears pricked her eyes as the pleasure crashed through her in shattering waves, her body convulsing hard around his cock. A sob slipped out against his palm, muffled but unmistakable, the conflicted feelings spilling over. The bliss tangled with the fear of what this meant for her marriage, for Kyle, for the life she still wanted to keep. She came apart completely, wetness flooding his shaft, legs shaking so badly he had to hold her up.

Omar groaned low and followed her over the edge, burying himself deep as thick pulses of heat filled her again. He stayed pressed against her back for several long seconds, breathing hard, hand easing from her mouth to stroke her hair once, almost tender. Then he pulled out slowly, leaving her leaking and sore on the island. He helped her down, steadying her with those large hands while she tugged her clothes back into place. The kitchen smelled of sex and him now, unmistakable.

Headlights swept across the driveway sooner than expected. Kyle’s car pulled in, engine cutting off. Haley’s heart lurched. She ran her fingers through her messy chestnut waves, wiped at the flush still burning her cheeks, but there was no hiding the glow. The faint scent of clean sweat and sawdust clung to her skin beneath her blouse, mixing with the unmistakable musk of what had just happened. She straightened the counter and tried to compose herself as the front door opened.

Kyle stepped inside, loosening his tie, laptop bag slung over one shoulder. His runner’s build looked tired after the long commute, but his eyes sharpened the moment they landed on her. “Hey, love. Traffic was a nightmare.” He crossed the kitchen and leaned in to kiss her cheek, then paused, nose wrinkling slightly. “You smell… different. Like sawdust or something. And you’re flushed. Everything okay with the renovation?”

The question carried genuine concern but also the first real edge of suspicion. His gaze flicked over her disheveled hair, the way she shifted her weight to ease the deep internal soreness, the subtle tremble still in her thighs. He could not name it, but the pieces did not add up. He noticed the way she avoided meeting his eyes for a beat too long, the extra brightness in her hazel eyes, the heightened color across her cheeks and throat.

Haley managed a composed smile, articulate as ever on the surface. “Just a long day overseeing the final counter install. The dust gets everywhere.” Inside, the shame cut deeper. He sees something. He does not know what, but he sees it. The afterglow from minutes ago still hummed between her legs, mixing with fresh shame that made her stomach twist.

They ate dinner at the temporary table in the dining room, takeout containers open between them. Kyle kept glancing at her while he talked about his day, his voice careful. “You’ve been spending a lot of time down here lately. The crew treating you all right?” The question lingered, probing without accusation. She answered smoothly, describing fixture choices and paint samples, but her mind replayed the rough grip on her hips, the hand over her mouth, the emotional sob that had torn free mid-orgasm.

He reached across the table and covered her hand with his, the touch familiar and safe. It only highlighted the contrast. Her body still carried the memory of larger, rougher hands, of being filled so completely she had broken down in raw honesty. Kyle’s thumb stroked her knuckles, eyes searching her face. “You seem… energized. Glowy, almost. I’m glad the project is coming together, but if it’s stressing you out—”

“It’s not stress,” she said quickly, the rationalization thinning to nothing. “It’s just… satisfying to see it all come together.” The words felt like a lie even as she spoke them. The sex had changed something in her, the attachment deepening into something she could no longer pretend was simple lust. She wanted the thrill, wanted Omar’s patient aggression, but she also wanted the stable life she had built with Kyle. The two desires collided painfully in her chest.

Kyle nodded, but the suspicion lingered in the small furrow between his brows. He cleared the plates afterward, moving with the distracted attentiveness that had once felt comforting. Tonight it only made the mess feel heavier. Upstairs the guest room waited again, construction dust still an easy excuse. Haley lingered in the kitchen once he went to shower, pressing a hand to her lower belly where faint grip marks hid beneath her clothes. The tangled feelings refused to settle. Everything had shifted, and Kyle’s growing awareness only made the complication sharper.

She leaned against the counter, staring at the gleaming island where she had just come apart so completely. The house felt smaller now, every corner holding the weight of what she could not undo.


The Reckoning



Haley stood just inside the guest room doorway, the faint scent of sex and sawdust still clinging to her skin despite the hurried shower she had taken after dinner. Kyle sat on the edge of the bed in his lounge pants, laptop closed beside him, the construction dust excuse having worn thin enough that neither of them bothered to mention it tonight. The lamp on the nightstand cast a warm pool of light that only made the shadows under his eyes more pronounced. He looked up when she entered, and the expression on his face stopped her from offering the usual goodnight kiss.

“You’ve been different,” he said quietly, voice steady but threaded with something heavier than fatigue. “Not just the project. You. The way you move, the way you look at everything lately. Like you’re somewhere else even when you’re right here.” His runner’s build seemed smaller in the dim room, shoulders slightly hunched as he studied her. The awareness had climbed another notch; she could see it in the careful way he chose his words, the micro-expressions flickering across his face. He was putting pieces together without the full picture, and it hurt him.

She twisted a strand of chestnut hair around her finger, the nervous habit impossible to hide now. Every neat rationalization she had ever built was gone, leaving only an ache that pressed against her ribs. I have caught feelings. Real ones. And I am terrified what that means for us. The fresh ache between her thighs from the kitchen island pulsed in quiet reminder, the faint grip marks hidden beneath her soft robe. A trickle of what Omar had left inside her still lingered despite her efforts to clean up, a secret mess that made standing here feel impossibly precarious.

“I know I have been distracted,” she began, stepping further into the room but stopping short of the bed. Her voice stayed articulate on the surface, composed, but the strain showed in the way her hazel eyes would not quite hold his. “The renovation has taken more of my attention than I expected. Omar… the lead on the crew… he’s very good at what he does. It’s been helpful having someone who actually sees the vision I’ve been trying to bring to life.”

Kyle’s jaw tightened at the name. He rubbed a hand over his face, then looked at her again, really looked. “Helpful. That’s what we’re calling it?” He stood slowly, closing the distance between them until she could smell the familiar soap on his skin, the one they had shared for years. His hand came up to brush her cheek, thumb tracing near the small beauty mark above her lip. The touch was gentle, loving, and it twisted something deep in her chest. “You came home glowing tonight, Haley. Flushed. And that scent on you earlier… it wasn’t just dust. I’m not stupid. I’ve seen how you linger downstairs. How your texts have gotten shorter.”

Her phone buzzed in the pocket of her robe. She ignored it at first, but it buzzed again, insistent. When she glanced down, Omar’s name lit the screen. The message preview showed before she could silence it: Thinking about how you fell apart on that counter. You okay? Another followed immediately: I meant what I said. This doesn’t have to complicate everything unless you want it to. The words sent a fresh wave of conflicted heat through her, the raw honesty of her feelings for him rising unbidden. She wanted the thrill he gave her, the way he made her body respond with overwhelming intensity, but she also wanted the safety of this room, of Kyle’s steady presence. The two desires clashed violently inside her.

Kyle noticed the glance at her phone. His expression shifted, suspicion sharpening into something closer to pain. “Is that him? Right now?” He did not grab the phone, did not demand to see it. That was never his way. Instead he stepped back, giving her the space she had once craved from him, and the irony of it landed like a physical blow. “Tell me the truth, Haley. At least part of it. I can feel you slipping away and I don’t know how to stop it.”

She exhaled shakily; the clinical observations long gone. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes as the guilty honesty spilled out in careful fragments. “There has been… an attraction. More than I planned. He sees me, Kyle. The way I feel unseen sometimes in the routine, in the flatness that settled between us. I told myself it was just flirting, just appreciation for someone who paid attention to the details I poured into this house. But it has gone further than that.” She did not say how far. Not the kitchen island, not the master bedroom, not the way Omar’s thick cock had filled her so completely she had sobbed through an orgasm earlier that evening. The partial truth still felt like a betrayal.

Kyle sat back down on the bed, elbows on his knees, head in his hands for a long moment. When he looked up, his eyes were bright with unshed emotion. “I suggested the renovation because I thought it would make you happy. I’ve been buried in work, I know that. I thought giving you control over the house would be enough. But now…” He swallowed hard. “Do you still love me? Or is this the beginning of the end?”

The question pierced her. She crossed the room and sat beside him, taking his hand in both of hers. Her skin still carried traces of Omar’s scent beneath the soap, faint but unmistakable up close. The soreness between her thighs throbbed as she shifted, a physical reminder of the mess she had invited into their lives. “I do love you,” she said, voice fracturing. “That has not changed. You are my stability, my home. But I have caught real feelings for him too. It is not just sex, if that is what you are imagining. It is the way he makes me feel wanted, with a hunger I did not know I was missing. And I hate that it is hurting you. I am so sorry.”

Her phone buzzed again on the nightstand, where she had set it. Omar: Let me know if you need space tomorrow. Or if you need me. The message landed like another layer of complication, deepening the attachment she could no longer deny. She silenced the phone, but not before Kyle saw the name again. He did not comment this time, only squeezed her hand tighter, his thumb stroking the back of it in the familiar pattern that had once felt like enough.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” he admitted after a long silence, voice rough. “The sharing part. I thought maybe I could handle it if it stayed physical, if it was just excitement for you. But seeing you like this… glowing from someone else… it is landing harder than I expected.” His free hand moved to her lower belly, resting there over the robe, unknowingly close to the faint stretch marks and the fresh marks hidden beneath. The gesture was tender, searching, and it made fresh tears slip down her cheeks.

She leaned into him, forehead against his shoulder, inhaling the safe, familiar scent of her husband while her body still hummed with the aftereffects of another man. The fear of what this meant for their marriage spiraled through her, raw and unfiltered. I want both. The thrill that makes me feel alive and the life we built together. But everything has already shifted. Her mind offered no solutions now, only the honest admission that she was in deeper than she had anticipated.

They sat like that for what felt like hours, talking in quiet circles. Kyle asked careful questions about how it started, how far it had gone, never pushing too hard when she hesitated. She gave him fragments of truth, enough to ease some of his suspicion without destroying the fragile bridge between them. The emotional spiral pulled them both under: his hurt, her guilt, the unexpected tenderness that surfaced when he pulled her into his arms despite everything. He did not kick her out of the room. He simply held her, processing in the guest bed while the house around them felt forever altered.

Eventually, exhaustion won. Kyle fell into a restless sleep beside her, arm draped over her waist. Haley lay awake, staring at the ceiling, phone dark on the nightstand. Omar’s texts waited there unanswered, a pull she could not ignore even now. The raw honesty settled heavy in her chest: she had caught feelings, real and messy, and the fear of losing the stability she had always counted on warred with the hunger she could no longer pretend away. Tomorrow the renovation would continue. Tomorrow she would have to face what came after.


What Comes After



The renovation wrapped on schedule; the master bathroom gleamed with the marble and fixtures Haley had chosen months earlier. The crew had left for the last time that afternoon, but Omar stayed behind under the pretense of one last walkthrough. Kyle remained in the guest room, door closed, the space he had claimed more nights than not these past weeks. He had given her the finished master suite without a word, a quiet acknowledgment of the distance that now lived between them. Haley stood in the new shower, steam already rising, when Omar stepped in behind her.

She turned to him without speaking. The water cascaded over them both, warm and steady, soaking his clothes before he shed them. Her hands moved first, tracing the broad planes of his chest, the corded strength of his arms. He let her, patient as ever, dark eyes locked on hers while the spray beaded on his mahogany skin. When she rose onto her toes to kiss him, the contact carried everything they had not named: the hunger, the attachment, the knowledge that this would be the last time in this house.

Omar’s large hands settled on her hips, thumbs tracing the soft flare he had always fixated on, grip firm but no longer aggressive. He guided her back against the tiled wall, cool stone at her shoulders contrasting the heat of the water and his body. His mouth moved from her lips to her throat, then lower, tasting the water on her skin. She arched into him, full breasts pressing against his chest, nipples tightening under the dual sensation of spray and his tongue. The careful part of her had gone quiet, replaced by raw, unguarded feeling that refused to simplify anything. I want this. I want him. But I want the life waiting downstairs too.

He lifted one of her thighs, hooking it over his hip, opening her to him. His thick cock slid along her slit, the swollen tip catching at her entrance before pressing inside with slow, deliberate pressure. She gasped at the familiar stretch, her body opening around his girth, the deep internal ache from days of use mixing with fresh pleasure. He sank in fully, burying himself to the hilt, and held there, forehead resting against hers. Water streamed between their joined bodies, slicking every point of contact.

They moved together in unhurried rhythm, his hips rolling deep and steady. Each thrust dragged along every sensitive inch inside her, the fullness profound and intimate. His hand stayed on her hip, thumb stroking that curve, while the other braced beside her head. She met his gaze without looking away, hazel eyes locked with dark intensity. The connection felt raw, almost too honest. No dirty commands this time, only the quiet filth of their bodies: the wet slide of his cock, the soft sounds she could not hold back, the way her cunt clenched around him in response to every measured stroke.

“You see me,” she whispered against his mouth, the words fracturing. “Even now.”

He answered by deepening the angle, grinding against her clit with each roll of his hips. The pleasure built slowly, thick and bittersweet, carrying the weight of everything that had changed. She felt the attachment in every touch, the way he watched her face, adjusting to draw out the sensations she needed. Tears mixed with the shower water on her cheeks as the orgasm approached, building slow and heavy. Not shattering. Not triumphant. Just profound, laced with the ache of knowing this could not continue the same way.

When it broke, she came with a shuddering moan, eyes still locked on his, body pulsing around his thick length in slow, rolling waves. He followed moments later, burying himself deep and spilling inside her with quiet groans, thick heat flooding her as the water washed some of it away immediately. They stayed joined, breathing together, his cock softening inside her while the shower continued to rain down. He kissed her temple, then her mouth, tender and possessive in equal measure. The emotional connection lingered heavier than the physical release, messy and unresolved.

Afterward he helped her rinse, large hands gentle as they smoothed soap over her curves, tracing the faint stretch marks on her lower belly without hesitation. She dressed in a soft robe while he pulled on his clothes, the finished bathroom suddenly too perfect, too final. At the door he paused, one hand cupping her cheek. “This does not have to be the end,” he said quietly. “But I know it cannot stay the same either.” Then he was gone, truck pulling away down the suburban street for the last time.

Haley stood alone in the master suite, the new space feeling both hers and foreign. The ache between her thighs pulsed with every step, a reminder of the creampie still leaking slowly down her leg. She found Kyle in the guest room, the door ajar. He sat on the bed, staring at nothing, the awareness in his eyes near complete. He knew enough. He looked up when she entered, and the exhaustion on his face mirrored her own.

“I heard the shower running a long time,” he said, voice rough but without accusation. “He was here?”

She nodded, crossing to sit beside him. No more partial truths. The confession spilled out fully now, quiet and unadorned. “Yes. One last time. In the shower. It was slow. Intimate. And it felt like goodbye even while it happened.” She took his hand, lacing their fingers together. “I love you, Kyle. That has not changed. But I have changed. I want the stability we built, the life we planned. I want you. And yet part of me still wants the way he makes me feel alive, wanted with a hunger that had gone missing here.”

Kyle squeezed her hand, thumb tracing her knuckles in that familiar pattern. “I thought I could handle sharing you. The idea of it, at least. But watching you glow from someone else, knowing the feelings run deeper than sex… it is harder than I imagined. I do not enjoy it the way I thought I might. It lands messy on me.” He exhaled, shoulders sagging. “I suggested the renovation to bring life back into the house. Into us. Instead, it brought this.”

They sat in silence for a long while, the new master suite waiting empty down the hall. Haley leaned against him, inhaling his scent beneath the lingering traces of Omar on her skin. The conflict refused to resolve. She wanted both: the thrill that had woken something vital in her and the safe, predictable love that had always anchored her. Kyle wanted his wife back, yet he also saw the shift in her, the way she carried herself differently now. Neither of them got exactly what they expected. The mess left them here, tangled in honest acknowledgment that nothing would return to how it was.

“I do not know what comes next,” she admitted, voice soft. “But I know everything has shifted. We cannot pretend otherwise.”

Kyle nodded, pulling her closer despite the ache it clearly caused him. “Then we figure it out from here. Messy. Together, if we can.” The words carried no promises, only the weight of the new reality. Outside, the leafy suburb settled into evening quiet, the nosy neighbor walking her dog past their driveway as if nothing had changed. Inside, the house stood finished and beautiful, yet forever altered by what had happened within its walls.

Haley closed her eyes, the bittersweet echo of her final orgasm still humming low in her body, the emotional connection with Omar and the painful honesty with Kyle both pressing in. She wanted both men in different ways. She wanted her old life and the new hunger. None of it fit neatly. The mess was the resolution, and they would have to live inside it.
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