
        
            
                
            
        

    
Blacked by the Quarterback! Breeding the Coach's White Wife!

A HOT BMWF Interracial Taboo Hotwife Cheating Cuckold Impregnation story

Sally P


Copyright © 2026 Sally P

All rights reserved

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or real events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older and engage in consensual sexual activities. The story is entirely fictional and intended for adult audiences, featuring themes of interracial relationships, cheating, and other taboo topics.

Please note that the content is meant to cater to readers interested in these particular genres and fantasies and is written for entertainment purposes only. All actions depicted in this story occur between consenting adults, and no coercion, force, or dubious means are implied in any way.

The story explores mature, explicit themes that may not be suitable for all readers. Reader discretion is advised, and respect for the creative freedom and artistic expression employed in this narrative is encouraged.

DISCLAIMER: Contains heavy themes of infidelity, cheating and taboo interracial eroticism between a black man and a white woman! It also contains several instances of obscene, lewd, sexist, misogynist, homophobic language that is used solely in the context of erotic roleplay. Please do not read if these themes offend you!


Cover generated by Sally P


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

ACT 1 — THE AFFAIR

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

ACT 2 — THE WIFE

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

ACT 3 — THE HUSBAND

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

ACT 4 — THE SNEAKY LINK

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

ACT 5 — THE COMEDOWN

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

ACT 6 — THE DINNER

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

CHAPTER 22

CHAPTER 23

CHAPTER 24

CHAPTER 25

CHAPTER 26

CHAPTER 27

CHAPTER 28

CHAPTER 29

CHAPTER 30

ACT 7 — THE BEDROOM

CHAPTER 31

CHAPTER 32

CHAPTER 33

CHAPTER 34

CHAPTER 35

CHAPTER 36

CHAPTER 37

ACT 8 — THE MORNING AFTER

CHAPTER 38

CHAPTER 39

CHAPTER 40

CHAPTER 41

CHAPTER 42

CHAPTER 43

CHAPTER 44

CHAPTER 45

CHAPTER 46

CHAPTER 47

CHAPTER 48

CHAPTER 49

CHAPTER 50

ACT 9 — THE GIFT

CHAPTER 51

CHAPTER 52

CHAPTER 53

CHAPTER 54

CHAPTER 55

CHAPTER 56

CHAPTER 57

CHAPTER 58

CHAPTER 59

CHAPTER 60

CHAPTER 61

CHAPTER 62

CHAPTER 63

CHAPTER 64

CHAPTER 65

CHAPTER 66

CHAPTER 67

CHAPTER 68

EPILOGUE — PART 1

EPILOGUE — PART 2

EPILOGUE — PART 3

EPILOGUE — PART 4

EPILOGUE — PART 5

EPILOGUE — PART 6

EPILOGUE — PART 7

THE END

Books By This Author:


ACT 1 — THE AFFAIR

---


CHAPTER 1

"FUCK ME HARDER — FUCK ME HARDER WITH YOUR BIG BLACK COCK—"

He slapped me across the face. Open palm. Hard enough to snap my head sideways and make my vision blur for a second. My cheek burned and my eyes watered and before I could blink he grabbed my throat with one hand and squeezed and my air cut to nothing.

"You love this big Black dick?" His face was inches from mine. Sweat dripping off his forehead onto my chest. His dark brown eyes locked on my blue ones. His hand tightening on my throat — I could feel each finger individually, thick and dark against my pale neck, his knuckles pressing into the soft skin under my jaw.

"Yes — yes I fucking love it—"

He spat on me. Right on my face. A thick glob that landed on my cheek and ran down toward my mouth and I gasped — not from shock, not anymore, we were past shock three weeks ago — I gasped because my pussy clenched so hard around his cock that I saw white.

I spat back. Hit his chin. It ran into his beard and he grinned — this wide mean grin that showed his teeth — and he tightened his grip on my throat and slammed his hips into me so deep the headboard cracked against the wall and I choked out a moan that had no air behind it.

His body was on top of me and I could never stop looking at it. His chest was dark — deep brown, almost black in the dim light of the motel room — and chiseled, every muscle carved out and glistening with sweat. The sweat ran down the grooves between his pecs, pooled in his collarbones, dripped off him onto me. Every time he thrust forward his chest flexed and the sweat sprayed off his skin and hit my face, my tits, my stomach. My pale skin was slick with his sweat. His sweat and his spit and my spit and the tears running from the corners of my eyes from the choking.

The contrast. God, the contrast. His dark black hand wrapped around my white throat. His brown forearm flexed against my pale chest. His dark hips slamming between my white thighs. His black skin and my porcelain skin pressed together, sliding against each other, wet with sweat. I was soft and pale and chubby where he was hard and dark and solid. My thick white thighs spread around his narrow dark waist. My round pale tits bouncing and swaying every time he drove into me — slapping together, falling apart, slapping together — and his dark chest above them dripping sweat onto my pink nipples.

He slapped my left tit. Hard. The flesh rippled and I yelped and he slapped the right one. Back and forth. His dark palm cracking against my pale skin, leaving pink handprints that bloomed red, and my tits were bouncing from the slaps and bouncing from the fucking and I was moaning and crying and loving every second of it.

"Look at you," he said. He spat on me again. It hit my lips this time and I licked it off and he groaned. "Nasty white bitch. Can't get enough."

"I can't — I can't get enough — give me that nigga dick — fuck me—"

It came out wrong. It always came out wrong. Forty-one years of being a woman who complained about parking and sent back lattes and said "I'd like to speak with your manager" — my mouth wasn't built for this. The word sounded like I was reading it off a prescription bottle. Too much emphasis. Too careful. Too white.

He laughed. Squeezed my throat tighter. "Say it again."

"Give me — that — nigga — dick—" I choked it out between his fingers. My face was going red. Not from embarrassment — from his hand cutting off my blood. My vision was getting spotty at the edges and my pussy was dripping — this filthy wet squelching every time he bottomed out, my cunt gripping his thick shaft, my wetness all over him, all over the motel sheets, all over my thighs.

He let go of my throat. I sucked in air and he slapped me again — the other cheek this time — and before I could react he grabbed my jaw and squeezed my cheeks together and kissed me. Hard. His tongue in my mouth. His spit and mine mixing. His cock never stopped moving — deep slow strokes that pressed my ass into the mattress and made the cheap bed frame squeal against the floor.

---


CHAPTER 2

"Whose pussy is this?" he said against my mouth. Low. Not asking.

"Yours—"

He pulled back and slapped me again. Lighter this time. A tap. "Whose."

"Yours — this white pussy is yours—"

"Louder."

"This pussy belongs to your Black cock — you hear me? My husband's little white dick doesn't deserve this pussy — it never did—" My voice cracked. I was half-screaming and half-moaning and his cock was still moving inside me in those slow deep strokes and every word I said made my cunt clench tighter around him. "He doesn't reach where you reach. He doesn't stretch me. Doesn't fill me. He can't make me feel — fuck — he can't make me feel anything. This pussy is yours. Every inch of it. You ruined it for him — you ruined me for white dick—"

"Mmm." He rolled his hips slow. Grinding. His pelvis pressed against my clit and I whimpered. "Say that again."

"You ruined me for white dick. I can't even feel him anymore. He puts his little thing inside me and it's — it's nothing — it's air — after you it's fucking air—"

He grinned. Pulled almost all the way out — just the head inside me, stretching my entrance, and my pussy clenched around the emptiness where the rest of him should be.

"You want it back?"

"Please — please put it back—"

"Ask me right."

"Please put your big nigga dick back inside me, daddy — please — I need it — my white pussy needs it—"

Daddy. I'd just called a twenty-four-year-old daddy. I was forty-one. He was seventeen years younger than me. My husband was fifty-two and I called him "babe" in this soft little wife voice and this guy — this guy who was barely half my age — got "daddy" while his cock was inside me. Something about that was so fucked up I almost laughed. But he was already slamming back in and the laugh turned into a scream.

He slammed back in. Every inch. My eyes rolled back and my mouth fell open and the sound that came out of me wasn't a word. It was just noise. Raw and loud and real.

"Your husband ever fuck you like this?" He already knew the answer.

"No — no he fucking can't — he could never—"

He grabbed both my tits. One in each hand. His dark fingers sinking into the pale flesh, squeezing them together, his thumbs pressing my nipples flat. He squeezed hard enough that I whimpered and my back arched off the bed.

I looked down. His hands on my chest. Dark brown fingers wrapped around pale white flesh, his knuckles black against my pink skin, his thumbs pressing into my nipples. My tits spilled over his grip — too big for even his hands to hold completely — and the overflow was white and soft and jiggling against his dark wrists. Greg's hands were small. Pale. Thin little fingers that could barely cover my nipple, let alone hold the whole thing. He'd stopped touching my tits years ago. Wouldn't grab them. Wouldn't squeeze them. Wouldn't put his mouth on them. I'd gone up two cup sizes and he hadn't noticed. Derek noticed the first day. Grabbed them with both hands and said "God damn, white girl" and squeezed and watched them spill over his dark fingers and I'd almost cum from that alone — from the sight of his Black hands on my white tits, from a man grabbing me like I was worth grabbing.

"Your Black hands look so fucking good on me," I said. I didn't even mean to say it. It fell out. But it was true — his dark skin against my pale skin, his hard grip on my soft flesh, the color and the contrast and the size of him holding me — it was the hottest thing I'd ever seen in my life and I saw it every time and it still hit me.

"Bet that man can't even get it up, huh."

"No — barely — he's so small — you're so much — oh God—"

---


CHAPTER 3

He started fucking me faster. His hands left my tits and grabbed my hips — both hands, dark fingers digging into the pale soft flesh, thumbs pressing into the crease where my thighs met my pelvis — and he yanked me down the bed onto his cock. The headboard was hammering the wall. The lamp was shaking. My tits were bouncing free now, red and marked and covered in his handprints, swinging with every thrust, slapping against each other wet with his sweat and my sweat.

"Oh fuck — oh fuck I'm close—"

He let go of my right hip and slapped my pussy. His dark palm cracking against my clit and my wet lips and I yelped and my hips bucked up into his hand. He slapped it again. Then shoved his cock back in before the sting faded and the pain and the fullness hit at the same time and my eyes crossed.

"Fuck — fuck — give me that nigga dick — harder — breed this white pussy—"

He grabbed my throat. Squeezed. Fucked me harder. His hips were a piston now — fast and deep and merciless. My pussy was loud. This sloppy wet churning that filled the room, his thick Black cock sliding in and out of my soaked white cunt, my wetness coating his shaft and dripping down his balls and pooling under my ass on the motel sheets. Every stroke made a sound — this squelch that was louder than my moaning, louder than the headboard, louder than anything.

"Fuck me — fuck your white slut — oh God your Black cock is so deep — it's so fucking deep—"

My legs were shaking. I couldn't control them anymore. My thighs were trembling against his hips and my calves were twitching and my toes were curling so hard they cramped. He was choking me and fucking me and his dark face was above mine — sweat dripping off his jaw onto my lips — and I could taste his sweat and feel his cock throbbing and my pussy was gripping him so tight I could feel every vein every ridge every thick inch of him dragging against my walls.

"You finna cum on this Black dick?"

"Yes — yes — I'm gonna cum on your big Black cock — I'm so close daddy please don't stop—"

He spat on my face. It hit my open mouth. I swallowed it and moaned and he squeezed my throat tighter and slammed into me so hard my ass lifted off the mattress.

"Cum for me. Cum on this nigga dick, white bitch."

"Oh God — oh God — oh fuck — I'm — your cock — I can't — my husband could never — he could never — you're so — I'm — fuck — FUCK—"

He drove in deep. All the way. Held it there. His pelvis grinding against my clit, his cock buried to the root inside me, and his hand tightened on my throat and he leaned down and bit my ear and growled "cum" and I broke.

My pussy clamped around his cock. Not a clench — a lock. Every muscle inside me seized around his shaft and held on and I felt him throb against the grip. My walls were squeezing him so hard I could feel the shape of him — every ridge, every vein, the fat swollen head pressed deep inside me, the thick shaft stretching my entrance — my body was trying to milk him and crush him and pull him deeper all at the same time.

My thighs crushed his waist. My nails ripped into his forearms. My back arched so hard only my shoulders and my ass were touching the mattress and my stomach was trembling — these involuntary ripples running through my abs, my skin twitching, my muscles firing on their own. My toes curled so hard my feet cramped. My fingers locked into his arms and I couldn't have let go if I wanted to.

My mouth was open and nothing came out. This silent freeze — half a second, maybe a full second — where my whole body was suspended. Every muscle clenched. Lungs empty. Eyes wide. The room went quiet except for his breathing and the drip of the faucet in the bathroom and my heartbeat hammering in my ears so loud it was the only thing I could hear.

Then it hit.

"I'M CUMMING — I'M CUMMING, DADDY!"

It started where his cock was. Right there — where his thick dark shaft was buried inside my white pussy, where my lips were stretched tight around him, where my clit was crushed against his pelvis. A pulse. One hard deep pulse that shot through my cunt and my vision flickered. Then another. Harder. My pussy spasmed around him — this violent clenching that squeezed his cock so tight he groaned — and the wave rolled outward.

It hit my stomach first. This clenching heat that made my abs lock and my hips jerk. Then my thighs — both of them seizing, shaking, my legs vibrating against his body so hard the bed shook. Then my chest — my nipples tingling, my tits flushed hot, my ribcage tightening until I couldn't breathe. Then my arms, my fingers, the back of my neck, my scalp — everything was pulsing and clenching and releasing and clenching again in waves that kept coming.

I was squirting. I felt it — this hot gush around his cock that I couldn't stop, my wetness flooding out of me and soaking his shaft and his balls and running down my ass onto the motel sheets. I'd never squirted with Greg. Never. Eighteen years and I'd never even come close. Derek made me squirt the second time we fucked and now it happened every time — this shameful gush that soaked whatever was under me and left a wet stain I couldn't explain if anyone ever found it.

My pussy was pulsing around him. Hard contractions — not little flutters, not the gentle clenching I faked for Greg. These were deep. Violent. Squeezing his thick cock in rhythmic spasms that I could feel in my spine. Each one made me jerk — my hips bucking up off the mattress, grinding against him, my clit dragging across his pelvis and sending another jolt through me that triggered another spasm. I was cumming in a loop. Each clench triggering the next, my body feeding on itself, my orgasm rolling through me in waves that wouldn't stop.

I was screaming. Not moaning — screaming. My throat was raw from his choking and the sounds coming out of me were hoarse and broken and loud. The walls were thin in this motel and I didn't care. The parking lot was right outside and I didn't care. My voice was bouncing off the water-stained ceiling and rattling the window and anyone within fifty feet could hear a married white woman screaming daddy while she came on a Black man's cock and I didn't care about any of it.

He held still through all of it. His cock buried deep. His hand on my throat. Not squeezing anymore — just holding. Feeling my pulse hammer against his palm. He let me cum. Let my body shake and clench and gush around him. Let me scream into the stale motel air. His dark body above my pale body. My white legs wrapped around his Black waist. My wedding ring scratching his forearm with every spasm.

Thirty seconds. Maybe forty-five. The longest orgasm of my life. Each wave a little smaller than the last but still strong enough to make my hips jerk and my breath catch. My pussy was still clenching around him in slow pulses — squeeze, release, squeeze, release — and I could feel every inch of him inside me. Every inch that Greg could never give me. Every inch that had turned me from a woman who faked orgasms into a woman who squirted so hard she ruined motel sheets.

---


CHAPTER 4

My body went limp. My legs slid off his waist and fell open on the mattress. My hands unclenched from his forearms — I could see the marks, white crescents and red scratches across his dark skin. My chest was heaving. My face was wet — sweat, spit, tears, his spit. I was shaking. These little aftershocks that rippled through my thighs and my stomach every few seconds.

He was still hard inside me. Still throbbing. He hadn't cum.

He pulled out. I gasped — my pussy clenched around nothing and my hips jerked and I whimpered at the emptiness. He grabbed my waist with both hands and flipped me onto my stomach. My face hit the pillow and my tits pressed flat against the wet sheets and before I could breathe he grabbed my hips and lifted my ass into the air and shoved back inside me in one stroke.

"Ahhh — fuck — wait — I just — I'm still—"

He didn't wait. His hands gripped my hips — dark fingers digging into the pale soft flesh of my waist — and he fucked me. Fast. Hard. Selfish. This was for him now. My orgasm was done and my pussy was swollen and oversensitive and every thrust made me flinch and gasp and grab the sheets and he didn't care. He was chasing his.

"Unh — unh — oh God — it's too much — I'm too sensitive—"

"Take it." He slapped my ass. His palm cracked against my cheek and the sting shot through my already wrecked body and my pussy squeezed him and he groaned. "Take this dick."

I buried my face in the pillow and took it. My ass bouncing against his pelvis with every thrust. My tits smashed into the mattress. The bed frame was screaming against the wall — this rapid-fire banging that anyone in the parking lot could hear. His balls were slapping against my clit — heavy, full, swinging into me with every stroke — and the wet sound of my pussy was obscene. This sloppy churning that filled the room. I was drenched. My cum and my squirt soaking his cock, running down my thighs, the sheets under my knees dark and wet.

His breathing changed. It had been steady all night — calm, controlled, barely winded while he fucked me into the mattress. Now it was heavier. Rougher. His chest was heaving behind me and I could feel his sweat dripping onto my lower back and his grip on my hips was tighter. His fingers were going to leave bruises. Dark purple fingerprints on my pale white hips that I'd have to hide from Greg for a week.

"Finna nut," he said. Low. Through his teeth. His hips slamming into my ass. "Finna nut in this white pussy."

My whole body clenched. My pussy gripped his cock so hard he grunted.

"Yes — yes — cum inside me—"

"Yeah?" He grabbed a fistful of my blonde hair and yanked my head back. My spine arched and my mouth fell open and he leaned over me — his dark chest against my pale back, his lips next to my ear, his cock drilling into me from behind. "You want this nut?"

"I want it — I want it so bad — please—"

"What your husband gon' think." He was growling it into my ear while he fucked me. "His wife face down in a motel begging for Black cum."

"He could never — he could never cum like you — he barely — he drips — it's nothing — it's water — please daddy I want a real load — I want YOUR load—"

"Beg for it."

"Please cum inside me — please fill this white pussy up — I need it — I need your Black cum inside me daddy please — breed this pussy — fucking breed me—"

His rhythm stuttered. His hips lost their tempo for a second — this hitch in his stroke that I'd learned to recognize. He was close. His cock was swelling inside me — getting thicker, harder, the head pulsing against my walls. I could feel it. That throb that meant he was right there.

He yanked my hair harder. His other hand left my hip and wrapped around my throat from behind — his forearm pressed against my collarbone, his bicep flexing against my cheek, his dark arm across my pale chest. He was folded over me. Covering me. His body engulfing mine.

"Say that shit again," he growled. His cock buried deep. Twitching. Ready.

"Breed this white pussy, daddy — fill me up — every drop — I want every fucking drop—"

His teeth sank into my shoulder. His breath was ragged and hot against my skin. His cock was throbbing inside me — these deep heavy pulses that I could feel in my stomach. His grip on my throat tightened. His hips pressed flush against my ass. He was all the way inside me. Every inch. Stretching me open. Throbbing. Ready to explode.

"Fuuuck," he groaned. Low and guttural against my shoulder. His whole body tensed — every muscle in his chest and his arms and his thighs going rigid against me. "Finna bust in this tight white cunt—"

"Do it — fucking do it — cum inside me daddy — CUM INSIDE ME—"

He slammed in one last time. Deep. So deep my hips pressed flat against the mattress and his pelvis crushed against my ass and his cock was buried to the root — every inch inside me, stretching me, filling me — and he held it there.

His whole body locked. I felt it against my back — every muscle in his chest going rigid, his arms tightening around me, his thighs pressing hard against mine. His teeth were still in my shoulder and his breath stopped. Just — stopped. This held exhale. His body frozen on top of mine.

Then the first shot.

"Oh fuck — oh FUCK—"

I felt it. Hot. Thick. This heavy pulse of cum that erupted inside me so deep I felt it in my stomach. This was a flood. Thick and hot and heavy and I felt it spray against my walls — this forceful jet that hit deep inside me and spread and I gasped into the pillow and my pussy clenched around him and I felt another one.

"Unh — God — I can feel it — I can feel you cumming—"

Another shot. Heavier than the first. His cock throbbed — this deep pulsing throb that I felt through my whole core — and another thick rope of cum pumped into me. Then another. His hips jerked against my ass — involuntary, his body taking over — and each jerk drove his cock a fraction deeper and another pulse of cum flooded into me.

He was groaning. This deep low sound against my shoulder that vibrated through my spine. His hand was still on my throat but loose now — not choking, just holding on. His other hand was crushing my hip. His cock was twitching and pulsing and dumping load after load inside me — the pressure building, the heat spreading, the fullness.

I was full. Full of his cum. Pooling inside me — thick and hot and heavy, filling spaces Greg's dick had never reached, coating my walls, sitting deep in my pussy. It was so much. So much more than Greg had ever produced in eighteen years combined. Greg came and I couldn't feel it — a weak little leak that disappeared before it started. Derek came and it was an event. I felt every pulse. My pussy was overflowing.

"Mmm — shit—" He thrust in again. Slow. Grinding. Still cumming — the throbs getting weaker but still there, his cock still twitching inside me. His cum was so thick his shaft pushed it around — displaced with every slow stroke, forced deeper, squeezed out around him. Warm and thick, oozing out where my lips were stretched tight around him, running down my pussy, dripping off my clit onto the sheets.

"Don't pull out," I whispered. My face in the pillow. My ass pressed against his hips. "Stay inside me."

He stayed. His cock softening slowly — but even soft he was bigger than Greg hard. He lay on top of me. His full weight. Dark chest against my pale back. His heartbeat thumping through my spine. His cock still inside me, plugging his cum in, keeping it deep.

Nothing like what I had at home. Greg's cum — on the rare occasion he managed to produce any — leaked out of me before he even finished rolling off. I couldn't tell the difference between his cum and my own wetness. This had weight to it. My pussy was clenching around it in slow lazy pulses trying to hold it in.

He kissed my shoulder. Right where he'd bitten it. A lazy press of his lips against the teeth marks in my skin. Then he shifted his hips and pulled out.

I moaned. Felt him leave — this slow drag of thick softening cock sliding out of my swollen pussy. The head popped free and I clenched around nothing and immediately felt it — his cum. Pouring out of me. Thick and warm, oozing out of my pussy and running down between my lips and dripping off my clit and pooling on the sheets between my thighs. So much of it. I pressed my thighs together trying to hold it in and it squeezed out anyway — warm rivulets running down my inner thighs, soaking the sheets, making a mess I'd never be able to explain.

---


CHAPTER 5

He slapped my ass. One hard crack that echoed off the motel walls. Then he climbed off the bed and I heard his feet hit the floor and he was done with me. Just like that.

I turned my head on the pillow and watched him. He was standing with his back to me, pulling his boxer briefs up over his ass. His cock was still hanging — wet, thick, glistening with my cum and his cum, swinging heavy between his legs as he stepped into his jeans. He wasn't looking at me. He was checking his phone. Scrolling through something with one hand while he zipped up with the other. I was still naked and leaking and shaking on the bed behind him and he was reading a text message.

He pulled his shirt over his head. Grabbed his chain off the nightstand and clasped it around his neck. Picked up his keys. Checked his phone again. He moved through the room like I wasn't in it. Like he'd just finished a workout and was heading to his car. No look back. No "you good?" No nothing.

He stopped at the door. Didn't turn around.

"Thursday. I'll hit you up." He opened the door. Paused. "Lock up when you leave."

The door closed. His Charger started in the parking lot. I heard the bass from his speakers thump once before he pulled out and the sound faded down the highway.

I lay there. Face down. Naked. His cum leaking out of me onto motel sheets in room 6 of the Starlight Motor Lodge. My wedding ring pressing into the mattress. My pussy swollen and aching and full and dripping. My shoulder throbbing where he'd bitten me. My throat sore from his hand. My cheeks stinging from his slaps. My tits bruised from his grip.

He hadn't even looked at me on his way out. He'd cum inside a married woman and checked his phone and left. I was nothing to him. A Thursday appointment. A white bitch with a fake name in a motel room who spread her legs and let him nut and that was it.

I pressed my face into my hands and lay there breathing into my palms. The room smelled like sweat and cum and cheap bleach and his cologne — still hanging in the air even though he was already gone. Already on the highway. Already forgetting I existed until Thursday when he'd need somewhere warm to put his dick again.

Asshole.

I rolled onto my back and stared at the water stain on the ceiling and felt his cum shift inside me — this thick warm slide that settled deeper and leaked out between my lips and I squeezed my thighs shut and hated myself for caring about a man who couldn't be bothered to look at me on his way out the door.

Ten minutes ago I was screaming for him. Begging for it. Saying things that would make my book club disown me. And I meant every word of it — in the moment, with his hands on me and his cock inside me and his weight pressing me into the mattress, I meant every filthy syllable. I was his white bitch. I was his Thursday slut. I was whatever he wanted me to be and I loved it.

But now. Now I was lying in a puddle of his cum on sheets that hadn't been washed since the last couple rented this room by the hour, and he was in his Charger bumping music and scrolling his phone and I was — what? I was a forty-one-year-old woman with a master's degree and a Lexus and a husband at home and I was lying naked in the Starlight with cum dripping out of me feeling like a used condom somebody tossed on the floor.

What the fuck was I doing here. In this room. In this bed. With this man's cum inside me and his spit still wet on my face and bite marks on my shoulder that I'd have to hide for a week. I was Lauren Hadley. I chaired the neighborhood HOA. I organized the church bake sale every October. I had a standing brunch reservation at Café Lune every Sunday with three women who thought I was a good person. I had a husband who loved me. A husband who made me dinner and rubbed my feet and said "I love you, babe" every single night before he fell asleep. And I was here. In a motel that charged by the hour. Leaking a stranger's cum onto sheets that smelled like other people's sweat.

I'd let him spit on me. I'd let him choke me. I'd let him slap my face and my tits and call me a white bitch and I'd begged for more. I'd called him daddy. I'd said nigga. I'd spread my legs and begged him to breed me like I was nothing — like I was just a hole, just a warm place for him to dump his load — and he'd treated me exactly like that. Because that's what I'd asked for. That's what I'd turned myself into.

That's what guys like him did. Their kind. Hit it, nut, check the phone, walk out. Didn't ask if I was good. Didn't say it was nice. Didn't kiss me goodbye. I wasn't a person to him. I was a motel room appointment. A white bitch with a fake name who showed up when he texted and opened her legs and let him do whatever he wanted and cleaned herself up after. He didn't know my real name. Didn't know I had a degree or volunteered at the food bank or played piano or cried at movies. He knew I was married and had a tight pussy and that I came when he choked me. That's all he needed to know. That's all I was worth to him.

I sat up. My body ached everywhere. I looked down at myself — naked, marked up, sitting in a wet spot of his cum on a motel bed — and I felt sick.

This wasn't me. I was better than lying in a cum-soaked bed in a highway motel waiting for feeling to come back to my legs. I had a life that mattered and a man at home who treated me with kindness even if he couldn't fuck me right and I was throwing all of it away for — what? For a big dick? For a man who walked out without looking at me?

I stood up. My legs buckled and I grabbed the nightstand. His cum ran down my inner thigh the second I was vertical — this warm thick trail that hit my knee before I could clench. I looked down at it. His cum on my skin. Sliding down my pale thigh. Dripping onto the carpet.

I grabbed the thin motel towel off the bathroom rack and wiped between my legs and the towel came away wet and warm and I looked at it and my face burned and my eyes stung and I threw it in the corner.

I was disgusted. At him. At myself. At the sounds I'd made and the words I'd said and the way my body had betrayed every single thing I believed about myself. I was a woman who returned food when the order was wrong and here I was swallowing spit and screaming daddy and thanking a man for cumming inside me. The guilt hit me all at once — this wave of shame that started in my chest and spread through my whole body until my hands were shaking and my jaw was tight and I wanted to cry.

I didn't cry. I looked at my wedding ring. Still on my finger. It had been on my finger the whole time. While he fucked me. While I begged. While he came inside me. While he left.

Enough. I had to get home. I had to shower and fix my makeup and drive to the nail salon and get a receipt and walk through my front door and kiss Greg on the forehead and pretend I hadn't just been fucked into a motel mattress by a Black guy whose real name I didn't even know. I had to climb into bed tonight next to my husband and feel his soft little body curl up behind me and his limp little dick press against my ass — the same ass that still had a handprint on it — and say "love you too, babe" when he mumbled it into my hair.

And I'd do it. I'd do all of it. Because that was my life. That was who I was. I was a woman who got fucked like a whore on Tuesdays and Thursdays and played wife the rest of the week and nobody knew. Greg never noticed. Three weeks of this and he hadn't noticed the bite marks I covered with concealer, hadn't noticed I showered twice every time I came home, hadn't noticed his wife walked funny for two days after every "nail appointment." He didn't notice anything. He never had. Nobody would ever know.

I picked up my dress off the floor and stepped into it and didn't look at the bed again.

---


ACT 2 — THE WIFE

---


CHAPTER 6

I kissed my husband on the mouth.

Full kiss. Lips on lips. I leaned over the back of the couch where he was sitting with his laptop and pressed my mouth against his and held it there. Two seconds. Three. I kept it there longer than I needed to. Pushed my tongue past his thin dry lips and licked the inside of his mouth and felt him tense up — surprised, confused, Greg didn't do tongue kisses on a Tuesday evening — and I held it.

I wondered if he could taste it.

I'd brushed my teeth at the motel. Twice. Scrubbed my tongue with the travel toothbrush until the bristles were flat. Gargled with the tiny bottle of Listerine I kept in my purse. But Derek's cock had been in my mouth an hour ago. His precum had been on my tongue. His spit had been in my mouth and mine had been in his and I'd swallowed his saliva while he fucked me and now I was kissing my husband and wondering if some trace of another man was still in there. Some microscopic residue of Derek's cock transferring from my tongue to Greg's. My husband tasting another man's dick and not knowing it.

Greg pulled away. Wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Not because he tasted anything — because he always wiped his mouth after a kiss. Like kissing his wife was something he needed to clean off.

"Hey babe," he said. His eyes went back to the screen. "How was the salon?"

"Good. Got a French tip."

I held up my nails. He glanced at them for half a second. "Oh nice, those look good."

They were the same nails I'd left the house with. The exact same. I hadn't gotten anything done — I'd sat in the chair at Happy Nails for half an hour while a woman filed the edges that didn't need filing and painted clear coat over polish that was already there. I'd paid thirty-two dollars for a receipt. That was it. These were the same nails I'd had this morning, the same nails I'd had last week, the same nails I'd scratched down Derek's back with while he came inside me. And Greg said they looked good.

That was the problem with Greg. He didn't look. He glanced. Half a second, tops, then back to whatever mattered more than me — which was everything. His laptop. His playbook. The TV. Anything. I could've come home with my nails painted black or neon green or missing entirely and he would've said "oh nice, those look good" because he wasn't looking at my nails. He was looking at nothing. He hadn't really looked at me in years.

Derek looked at me. Derek looked at me so hard it made my skin burn.

Greg nodded. Went back to his laptop.

My mouth still tasted like him. I kept a travel toothbrush in my purse now, along with concealer, baby wipes, a change of underwear, and a trial-size bottle of the body spray I kept in my car so I didn't walk into my house smelling like motel soap and another man's sweat. Three weeks of cheating and I had a whole kit. A go-bag. Like a criminal.

The thing was — I didn't even need most of it. The concealer, sure. The toothbrush, fine. But the rest of it — the elaborate cover story, the receipts, the body spray, the spare underwear — it was overkill. It was me preparing for a husband who paid attention. Greg didn't pay attention. Greg hadn't asked me where I was going in years. I could walk out of this house in lingerie and heels and tell him I was going to Bible study and he'd say "have fun, babe" without looking up.

Any other husband would've caught me by now. Three weeks of leaving the house every Tuesday and Thursday at the same time. Three weeks of coming home flushed and sore and showering immediately. Three weeks of being distant and quiet and flinching when he touched my hip because there were bruises underneath my clothes. Any husband who was paying even the slightest bit of attention would've asked a question. Would've noticed something.

Greg made it easy. Greg made cheating on him the easiest thing I'd ever done. And I didn't know if that made me feel better or worse.

---


CHAPTER 7

I'd driven to the nail salon first. Little place in the strip mall off Route 9 — Happy Nails, run by a Vietnamese family or Chinese or something, I didn't know and didn't care. They barely spoke English and they didn't ask questions and they got me in and out quick with a receipt that said 4:47 PM and that was all that mattered. I'd sat in the chair with Derek's cum still wet between my thighs — I could feel it every time I shifted, this warm thick reminder soaking into the lining of my dress — and smiled at the woman filing my nails and said "just a French tip, please" and she'd nodded and done it and I'd paid cash and tipped well and walked out.

The receipt was in my purse. Timestamped. Alibi locked.

I'd checked myself in the rearview before pulling into the driveway. The concealer was holding on the bite mark. My hair was brushed. My mascara was fixed — I'd redone it in the motel bathroom after the first shower. My lips were still a little swollen from Derek's mouth but Greg wouldn't notice. Greg didn't notice my lips when I put on the expensive lipstick I bought specifically for him. He wasn't going to notice them slightly puffy on a Tuesday.

And now I was standing in my house. The framed wedding photo on the hallway wall — me and Greg, twenty-three and thirty-four, both smiling, both thin, both thinking this was forever. The throw pillows I'd picked out. The candles on the coffee table. Everything exactly where I'd left it. Clean and organized and normal. Like I hadn't just been face down on a motel mattress screaming for a twenty-four-year-old to breed me two hours ago.

I walked past Greg to the kitchen. My legs were still sore. My inner thighs ached when I walked and I had to concentrate on keeping my steps even — normal, casual, not-just-got-fucked-sideways-by-a-man-twice-your-size steps. The dress was sticking to me — the lining damp from the cum I hadn't been able to fully clean up in the motel shower. I could still feel it. Not a lot. Just a trace. This faint slickness between my lips that the shower and the baby wipes hadn't quite gotten rid of. Derek's cum. Still there. Still warm. Still wet.

I opened the fridge and the cold air hit my bare legs and I thought about what was under my dress right now. No underwear — the pair I'd worn to the motel was balled up in a Ziploc bag in my purse because they were soaked through and unwearable. So I was standing barefoot in my kitchen with no panties and another man's cum slowly leaking down my inner thigh while I reached for the chicken breast on the second shelf. Herb garden in the window. Husband on the couch twelve feet behind me. And Derek's cum sliding down my leg.

I grabbed a paper towel off the roll and wiped my inner thigh quick — casual, like I was wiping my hands — and dropped it in the trash and nobody saw and nobody knew and I washed my hands at the sink and started seasoning the chicken like I was a woman who'd spent her afternoon getting her nails done.

Greg was talking. Something about work. Something about practice and a play he was drawing up. I heard the words but they didn't land. I was seasoning the chicken and nodding at the right moments and saying "mhm" and "oh yeah?" and none of it was real. None of it reached me. I was here but I wasn't here. I was still in room 6. Still on those sheets. Still feeling his hands on my hips and his cock inside me and his voice in my ear calling me a nasty white bitch.

I turned on the oven. Pulled a baking sheet from the cabinet. Slid the chicken on. Started dinner like nothing had happened. Like I hadn't been face down in a motel two hours ago. Like I was just a wife making chicken on a Tuesday.

---


ACT 3 — THE HUSBAND

---


CHAPTER 8

His arm slid around my waist in the dark.

I was on my side. Facing the wall. Eyes open. The bedroom was black except for the blue glow of Greg's phone charging on the nightstand. I'd been lying there for twenty minutes waiting for him to fall asleep. I could hear his breathing — shallow, nasal, the little whistle through his nose that he'd had since I met him. I'd thought he was out.

Then his arm. Thin. Pale. His bony wrist pressing against my stomach through the cotton nightgown. His fingers spreading across my belly. His body scooting toward me on the mattress until his chest was against my back — narrow and soft, no muscle, no weight, nothing like the chest that had been pinning me down six hours ago.

I groaned.

It came out wrong — this low guttural sound from the back of my throat that was annoyance and dread and please not tonight, Greg. But he heard what he wanted to hear. His arm tightened around me.

"Mmm," he murmured into my hair. "You smell so good tonight, baby."

I smelled like my second shower. The lavender body wash I'd scrubbed myself with trying to get Derek's scent off my skin. The shampoo I'd lathered three times because I could still smell his cologne in my hair. That's what Greg was smelling. The cleanup. The cover-up. The soap I used to erase another man before climbing into my husband's bed.

"Mhm," I said. Eyes still open. Staring at the wall.

His hips pressed against my ass. And I felt it. His dick. Soft. Limp. This sad little nub of flesh pressing against my left cheek through his boxers. He pushed it against me like that was supposed to do something — like grinding his flaccid little thing against my ass was foreplay. He rocked his hips. Slow. Pathetic little dry humps against the same ass that still had a handprint bruise on the right cheek from where Derek had slapped me so hard I'd yelped.

In the dark he couldn't see any of it. The bruises on my hips from Derek's fingers. The bite mark on my shoulder hiding under concealer. The faint red marks on my tits from the slapping. He was pressing his body against a map of another man's hands and mouth and teeth and he had no idea.

I wanted to scream.

I wanted to roll over and shove him away and say do you have any idea what was inside me today? Do you have any idea what your wife did this afternoon while you were at practice drawing up plays? I had a cock inside me that made yours look like a joke. A man fucked me so hard I couldn't walk straight for two hours and you didn't even notice when I limped through the front door. Your little dick is pressing against an ass that was in the air for someone else today and you're lying here whispering "you smell good, baby" like everything is fine.

But I didn't say any of that. I said "mhm" again and thought about Derek.

Derek's cock. Heavy. Thick. Dark. Hanging to his mid-thigh even when it was soft. Getting hard just from hearing my heels in a hallway. That cock had been inside me today — stretching me, filling me, reaching places Greg didn't know existed. Hours later and I could still feel where he'd been. This deep ache inside me that was half soreness and half emptiness.

And now Greg's limp little nub was poking me through his boxers. Derek's cock was a slab of thick dark meat that split me open and made me scream. Greg's was a thimble. A joke I'd been pretending was enough for eighteen years.

His hand slid down from my stomach. Down over my hip — I flinched, the bruise, but he didn't notice — and his fingers found the hem of my nightgown. He started pulling it up. Slow. His thin pale fingers gathering the cotton, inching it up my thigh, his knuckles grazing my skin as the fabric rode higher.

I felt the air hit my thighs. Then my ass. The nightgown was bunched around my waist now and my bare ass was pressed against his boxers and I could feel his dick clearer — still soft, still limp, this pathetic little worm of flesh that was trying to get hard against my skin. He rocked his hips again. Grinding it against my bare cheek. I could feel the wet spot forming on his boxers — his precum leaking through the cotton, smearing against my skin. Thin. Watery. This faint damp patch spreading against my ass where Derek's thick heavy cum had been dripping out of me four hours ago.

His precum on my skin. On the same skin that still had traces of Derek's cum in the creases. Greg's thin watery leak mixing with whatever was left of another man's load on his wife's ass.

His lips found my neck. Dry. Thin. A careful little kiss right below my ear — the same spot where Derek had bitten me hard enough to leave a mark that was hiding under concealer half an inch away.

"You're so beautiful," Greg whispered.

I lay there in the dark and thought about Derek's hands on my throat.

---


CHAPTER 9

Derek's hands. Dark. Huge. Wrapping around my throat from behind while his cock drove into me so deep my vision whited out. His fingers squeezing my neck while he growled in my ear — "take this dick, white bitch" — and I screamed and came and begged for more. Grabbing my hips and yanking me back onto him. Slapping my tits until they were red. Spreading my ass cheeks apart so he could push deeper. Everywhere — rough and possessive and huge and dark against my pale skin.

Greg's hand was on my thigh. Thin fingers. Soft palms. No calluses. No grip. His hand felt tiny compared to Derek's. He was stroking my outer thigh with his fingertips — this gentle little back-and-forth that he probably thought was sensual. It felt like someone brushing lint off my leg.

But my clit was swelling anyway.

Greg had nothing to do with it. My clit was swelling because I was thinking about Derek. His mouth on my pussy. His tongue — wide and flat and wet — licking slow circles around my clit while his dark hands pinned my pale thighs open. The way he sucked my clit between his lips and held it there and flicked it with the tip of his tongue until I squirted on his face. The way he looked up at me from between my legs with his brown eyes and his mouth wet and shiny and said "you taste good, white girl" and went back down.

I was getting wet. Soaking wet. My pussy was responding to a man who wasn't in the room and ignoring the one who was.

Greg's hand moved between my thighs. I let my legs open an inch. His fingers found the wetness and he made a sound — this surprised little groan, almost grateful — because I was never this wet for him. I was never wet for him at all. He usually had to fumble around for five minutes while I stared at the ceiling before my body produced anything, and even then it was barely enough. But tonight I was dripping. Soaked. My lips were swollen and slick and his fingers slid between them without resistance.

He thought it was for him. He thought he'd done this — the arm around the waist, the whisper, the little hip grind. He thought his foreplay had worked. He had no idea that his wife's pussy was drenched because she was replaying another man's cock in her head while he touched her.

"God, babe," he breathed against my neck. "You're so wet."

I am. For him. Not for you.

His fingers slid along my slit. Up and down. Clumsy. Too light. Barely grazing my clit on the upstroke and missing it completely on the down. Derek found my clit in the dark in two seconds. Derek could make me cum with his thumb while his cock was inside me — this casual little circle on my clit while he fucked me, like it was nothing to him, like making me cum was an afterthought he handled with one hand while the rest of his body destroyed me. Greg was pawing at my pussy like he was looking for his keys in a dark room.

But it didn't matter. My body didn't need Greg to know what he was doing. My body was responding to the movie playing behind my closed eyes — Derek's cock stretching me open, Derek's hips slamming into mine, Derek's deep voice in my ear calling me a nasty white bitch. Every time Greg's fingers accidentally brushed my clit I clenched and my hips jerked and I pictured Derek's dark face between my thighs and the wetness got worse.

Greg shifted behind me. I felt him pull down his boxers — this pathetic little shimmy of his hips against my ass — and then his bare dick was against my skin. Soft. Still mostly limp. He pressed it between my cheeks and rocked. I could feel it — barely. This warm rubbery nothing sliding against my wet skin. He was rubbing himself along the crack of my ass trying to get hard. Grinding his soft little dick against me and grunting quietly into my hair like this was working. Like friction would fix what his body couldn't do on its own.

I could feel him changing. Slowly. His dick was thickening — not hard, not even close, but less soft. Going from completely limp to this halfhearted semi that was still smaller than my middle finger. It took two full minutes of grinding against my ass. Two minutes of him rubbing his sad pale dick between my cheeks, leaking his thin watery precum all over my skin, grunting and panting into my hair. Two minutes of work to achieve what Derek did by hearing footsteps in a hallway.

He was semi-hard now. Maybe. Generous estimate. He repositioned himself — scooting down on the mattress, angling his hips — and I felt the head of his dick nudge between my thighs from behind. Searching. Sliding along my wet slit — my slit that was wet for Derek, drenched for Derek, ready for Derek — and his little head poked between my lips and found my opening.

He pushed.

I felt almost nothing. This faint pressure. This slight nudge of something small and soft entering me — if I hadn't known he was trying to put it in I wouldn't have been sure he had. He slid inside me and I could barely tell the difference between his dick being in me and his fingers being in me. He was all the way in — I knew because his bony pelvis pressed against my ass — and I felt nothing. Full nothing. Empty. The same feeling as lying in bed alone.

Six hours ago Derek's cock had stretched me so wide I'd screamed. Six hours ago I'd been so full I felt it in my ribs. And now my husband was inside me and my pussy didn't even know he was there.

---


CHAPTER 10

"Fuck, babe. You're so fucking wet."

His voice. Thin. Breathy. This wispy little grunt against the back of my neck that made my skin crawl. Greg didn't talk during sex — not normally. He was usually silent except for the breathing and the occasional "that good?" that he'd mumble into the pillow. But tonight he was trying. Because I was wet. Because for the first time in months his wife's pussy was actually dripping when he touched it and he thought — he actually thought — it was because of him.

I wanted to laugh. I wanted to turn around and look him in the face and say I'm wet because I spent my afternoon getting fucked by a man who makes you look like a Ken doll with the smooth patch where a dick should be. I'm wet because his cock is still burned into my memory and my body can't tell the difference between remembering him and wanting him and I want him right now, Greg. I want him so bad my pussy is clenching around your little dick trying to find something to hold onto and coming up empty.

He started thrusting. If you could call it that. These shallow little pumps from behind — his bony hips tapping against my ass, his half-hard dick sliding in and out of me. In and out. Except half the time he slipped out completely. His dick would slide out on the backstroke — too short, too soft, no angle — and he'd fumble around between my thighs trying to find my opening again and push it back in with his fingers. Then three more strokes and it would slip out again. Push it back in. Two strokes. Slips out. Push it back in.

Derek never slipped out. Derek's cock was so thick there was nowhere for it to go — my lips sealed around his shaft and held on. My body fought to keep him inside me because that's what a real cock did. It stayed.

Greg's kept falling out of me because there wasn't enough of it to stay in. There was nothing to grip. The head of Derek's thick Black cock alone was thicker than Greg's whole dick. More cock in the first inch of that big dark shaft than my husband had in all four of his pale little inches.

Greg slipped out again. His little dick just — fell out. My pussy didn't clench. Didn't grab. Didn't do anything. It let him leave because it barely knew he was there in the first place.

He pushed it back in again. Grunted. His thin fingers gripped my hip — right on the bruise, right where Derek's dark fingers had dug in hard enough to leave purple marks — and I winced. He didn't notice. He was pumping into me with his eyes closed. I could feel his breath getting shorter against my neck. Faster. His little chest heaving against my back. Already winding up.

Thirty seconds. Maybe forty-five. That was Greg's window. From penetration to finish. I'd timed it once — not on purpose, I'd just glanced at the clock when he entered me and glanced again when he finished and it was under a minute. Fifty-two seconds. That was my husband's contribution to our sex life. Fifty-two seconds of a soft little dick barely inside me, slipping out every third stroke, while he breathed hard into my hair and gripped my hip and thought he was fucking me.

Derek fucked me for an hour today. An hour. Multiple positions. He made me cum so hard I squirted. He choked me and slapped me and bit me and called me a white bitch and I screamed his fake name into a motel pillow and he didn't stop. He didn't slow down. He didn't slip out. He fucked me until my legs didn't work and then he kept going. And now Greg was behind me doing his little thirty-second shuffle and I was lying here with my eyes closed pretending a different man was inside me.

"That good, babe?" he panted against my neck. His hips still doing their sad little pump. "Feel good?"

I moaned. Loud. Pushed my ass back into him. Arched my spine. Grabbed the pillow with one hand and squeezed it and let out this breathy "ohhhh God, yesss, babe" that sounded like a porn actress in a low-budget scene. I tilted my head back. Opened my mouth. Let my eyes flutter shut. Did the whole performance.

Eighteen years of practice. I could fake an orgasm in my sleep. I had faked orgasms in my sleep — half-conscious at two in the morning when Greg rolled over for one of his random attempts and I just wanted it over so I could go back to dreaming about being fucked properly. The moan, the hip push, the little gasp at the end, the "right there, babe" when there was no there, the squeeze on his arm when I pretended to cum. I had it choreographed down to the second. Same sounds. Same timing. Same script every time. And he fell for it every single time because he didn't know what a real orgasm looked like. He'd never seen one. He'd never given me one.

Derek didn't get a performance. Derek got the real thing — raw, loud, ugly. Screaming that cracked my voice. Moaning so loud the motel walls shook. Sounds I didn't even know I could make coming out of me while his Black cock hammered into my white pussy and I clawed at the sheets and squirted and sobbed and begged for more. I didn't fake a single sound for Derek. I couldn't have if I'd tried. My body took over and my brain shut off and what came out of my mouth was pure and honest and real. That's what a real cock did to me. That's what my husband would never hear.

"Yeah — yeah babe — just like that—" I moaned. Theatrical. Practiced. Dead inside.

Greg pumped faster. Three more strokes. His breath getting ragged.

His breathing hitched. Here it comes.

"Oh — oh babe — I'm — I'm gonna—"

"Mhm — yes babe — cum for me—" I moaned it on cue. Breathy. Practiced. Pushed my ass back against him. "Ohhh — ohhhh God—"

He pushed in — all the way, which wasn't far — and his hips stuttered against my ass. Three little jerks. His fingers tightened on my hip. His mouth pressed against my shoulder — the same shoulder where Derek's bite mark was hiding under concealer — and he made this sound. This thin reedy moan that came out through his nose.

"Unh — unh — babe—"

"Yes — yes — give it to me, baby—"

I was performing right to the end. Moaning into the pillow. Squeezing the sheets. Doing the little hip grind that I knew made him think I was cumming too. I even threw in a gasp — this sharp inhale through my teeth that I'd been using since year two of our marriage. Greg loved that gasp. He thought it meant I was close. It meant I wanted this to be over.

His hips jerked one last time. His whole body stiffened against my back. He let out this thin wheezy groan — "ohhhh" — through his nose and his fingers dug into my hip and that was it.

The cum. If you could call it cum.

I felt it. Barely. This faint warmth inside me — thin, watery, barely there. His dick pulsed once. Twice. These weak little twitches that I wouldn't have felt at all if I hadn't been lying perfectly still. His cum leaked out of him. Dripped. This apologetic little trickle that seeped out of his soft dick and disappeared inside me.

Disappeared into what was already there.

Because Derek's cum was still inside me. From this afternoon. Thick and heavy and deep — sitting in places Greg's little dick couldn't reach with a running start. I'd showered twice and it was still there. I could still feel traces of it — this dense warmth way up inside me where Derek's Black cock had pumped load after load into his married white slut six hours ago. Greg's thin watery dribble had just leaked out of his limp little dick and trickled down to meet it. His pathetic teaspoon of nothing mixing with Derek's thick heavy cum inside his own wife. Greg didn't know it. He'd never know it. But right now, in the dark, in our bed, his cum and another man's cum were sitting inside me together and the only reason I could feel anything at all was because of Derek.

His dick shrank. Immediate. From barely-there to nothing — and it slipped out on its own. He didn't pull out. It just fell out. His limp little thing sliding out of me and retreating between his legs.

"Mmmm," I moaned. Soft. Final. The closing note of the performance. I even reached back and squeezed his thigh. "Mmm, babe."

He rolled off me. Onto his back. Panting. His narrow chest rising and falling. His pale belly going up and down in the dark. He was winded. From thirty seconds of spooning sex with a half-hard dick. Winded.

"You were amazing, babe," he said. Still catching his breath. He reached over and rubbed my arm. This gentle little stroke with his thin fingers. "That was really good."

"You too, honey."

---


ACT 4 — THE SNEAKY LINK

---


CHAPTER 11

His tongue was inside me and my knuckles were white on the steering wheel.

Deserted parking lot behind a Marshalls that had closed down six months ago. Three in the afternoon. Saturday. The sky was gray and the cold was biting through the windows and my Lexus was parked in the far corner behind the dumpsters where nobody could see and the windows were fogging from the inside because Derek's mouth was between my legs and I was breathing so hard the windshield was dripping.

He was in the passenger seat — reclined all the way back. I was sideways, my back against the driver's door, my left leg thrown over his shoulder, my right foot braced against the dashboard. My skirt was bunched around my waist. My panties were hanging off my left ankle. His dark head was buried between my pale thighs and his hands were gripping my hips and his tongue was doing things to me that Greg couldn't do with a manual and a YouTube tutorial.

"Ohh — oh fuck — right there — right there—"

His tongue dragged flat and slow up my slit. From my opening to my clit. One long wet stroke that made my thighs shake and my ass lift off the leather seat. He did it again. And again. Slow. Lazy. Taking his time like we were in a bed and not crammed into the front seat of an SUV in a dead parking lot on a Saturday.

"Mmmnnh — fuck — eat that white pussy — oh God—"

I grabbed the back of his head and pushed his face deeper into me.

"Yeah — yeah — eat it — oh my God — your tongue feels so good, you nigga—"

You nigga. Like I was pointing at someone in a lineup. Like I was filing a report. It came out wrong every time — too hard, too white, too much like a woman who'd only ever heard the word on TV and was trying it on for size in a parking lot with a man's face between her legs. But I kept saying it because it made my clit throb every time the word left my lips and it made him groan against my pussy and I was too far gone to care how stupid I sounded.

He sucked my clit between his lips. Held it there. His tongue flicked against it — fast, light, precise — and my hand flew off the steering wheel and grabbed the back of his head. His hair was short and coarse under my fingers. His scalp was warm. I pushed his face harder into my pussy and he groaned against me and the vibration shot through my clit and up my spine.

My wedding ring was on the steering wheel. My left hand gripping the leather at ten o'clock, the diamond catching the pale afternoon light through the foggy windshield. A married woman's hand on a steering wheel while an unmarried man ate her pussy in a parking lot. I could see it — my pale fingers, the thin gold band, the little diamond Greg had saved up for — and below it, between my spread thighs, Derek's dark face pressed against my white pussy. His brown skin against my pale inner thighs. His dark lips wrapped around my pink clit. The contrast was filthy and beautiful and I couldn't look away from it.

He slid two fingers inside me. Thick. Dark. Curving upward and finding that spot — the one Greg didn't know existed, the one Derek had found the first time like it had a GPS pin on it. His fingers pressed into it and stroked and his tongue kept working my clit and my back arched against the car door and the seat belt buckle dug into my shoulder blade and I didn't care.

"Oh God — oh God — I'm close — I'm already — fuck—"

I was always fast with him. Always. With Greg it took twenty minutes of closing my eyes and pretending — and even then I usually faked it. With Derek it took three minutes. Sometimes two. My body responded to him like it had been waiting for him my whole life. His tongue touched my clit and my pussy clenched. His fingers pushed inside me and I was already there. My body didn't need convincing. It didn't need foreplay or mood lighting or the right playlist. It just needed him.

His fingers curled. His tongue pressed flat against my clit and held it. This steady pressure that built and built and I was gripping the steering wheel with one hand and the back of his head with the other and my thighs were clamping around his face and my hips were grinding against his mouth.

"Unh — unh — fuck — don't stop — you nigga don't you dare stop — I'm cumming — I'm — FUCK—"

It hit me fast and hard. My pussy clenched around his fingers — tight, rhythmic pulses that squeezed him — and my clit throbbed against his tongue and I came with my back arched against the driver's door and my legs shaking and my mouth open and a moan that fogged the window next to my head. My hips bucked against his face. My hand pushed his head into me. I could feel my wetness flooding his mouth, running down his chin, soaking into his beard. I came hard and sloppy and loud in the front seat of my Lexus in broad daylight.

He kept going. Licking me through it. Slower now. Gentle. His tongue making soft circles on my swollen clit while the aftershocks rolled through me and my thighs twitched against his cheeks. His fingers still inside me — not moving, just there, letting me clench around them.

"Mmmm — mmm — oh my God—"

My body went slack. My leg slid off his shoulder. My hand fell off his head and dropped onto the center console. I was panting. Sweating. My hair was stuck to my forehead and my skirt was around my waist and my panties were dangling off my ankle and I was a mess. A wet, cum-soaked, panting mess in the front seat of a car that still smelled like the vanilla air freshener I'd hung from the rearview mirror.

Derek sat up. Wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. His chin was wet. His beard was shiny. My cum was on his lips and he licked it off and pulled out his phone.

He checked a text. Typed something back. One-handed. Casual. Like he hadn't just made a married woman cum in a parking lot thirty seconds ago.

"Aight," he said. Pocketing his phone. Already reaching for the door handle. "I gotta dip. Got a thing tonight."

---


CHAPTER 12

My stomach dropped.

"A thing?"

"Yeah." He didn't look at me. He was adjusting his jeans — his cock was still thick against his thigh, semi-hard from eating me out, the outline pressing against the denim. He hadn't even gotten off and he was already leaving. "Got a date."

A date.

The word sat in my chest and burned. A date. He had a date. Of course he had a date. He was twenty-four and tall and Black and beautiful and built and he could have anyone he wanted. He probably had five women on rotation. Ten. I was probably Tuesday-Thursday and some other woman was the weekends and some other one was Monday and he cycled through us like laundry.

"With who?" I said it before I could stop myself. My voice came out tight. Possessive. Wifely. The exact tone I used on Greg when he came home late from a work dinner and I wanted to know who he'd been sitting next to.

Derek looked at me. Amused. This little half-smile that said I know what you're doing.

"You jealous, Kate?"

"No."

"Sound jealous."

"I'm not jealous. I'm married. I can't be jealous."

"And yet." He grinned. Popped the door handle.

A date. He was going on a date. With a woman. Some woman who wasn't me. Some woman who was probably twenty-two. Twenty-three. His age. Tight little body. Perky tits. Flat stomach. No stretch marks or crow's feet or eighteen years of marriage and gravity and wine and stress weighing her down. Some young thing who could fuck him without scheduling around a husband and a nail salon alibi and a go-bag full of concealer and baby wipes.

I pictured her. I didn't want to but I did. Dark skin. Pretty face. Long braids or a silk press or whatever girls his age wore. Wearing something tight. Something I couldn't wear anymore — not because of my body, my body was fine, my body was thick in the right places and Derek had told me a hundred times — but because I was forty-one and married and there were places I couldn't go and things I couldn't wear without getting looks. She could wear a bodycon dress to a club. I wore cardigans to Whole Foods.

She'd fuck him tonight. In a real bed. In his apartment probably — the one I'd never been to because we only met in motels and parking lots because I couldn't risk being seen. She'd be in his bed. His sheets. She'd lie there afterward and he'd probably stay. He wouldn't check his phone or slap her ass and walk out and say "I'll hit you up." Because she wasn't a secret. She was a date. A real one.

The jealousy was irrational and I knew it. I was married. I had a husband at home. I had no right to feel anything about what Derek did when he wasn't with me. He wasn't mine. He was a guy I fucked in a motel under a fake name. We didn't have dinner. We didn't talk about our days. We didn't hold hands. I spread my legs and he fucked me and he left and that was the arrangement and I had no claim on him.

But my chest was burning and my jaw was tight and I wanted to claw this woman's eyes out without ever seeing her face.

"Don't go," I said.

He stopped. Hand on the door. Looked at me sideways.

"Kate. I got plans."

"Stay." I shifted in my seat. My skirt was still around my waist. My panties still hanging off my ankle. I reached across the center console and put my hand on his thigh. High. Close to his cock. I could feel the heat of him through the denim. The thickness. Still semi-hard. Still right there. "Five more minutes."

"I'm already late."

"So be later."

My hand slid up. Found the outline of his cock against his left thigh. I traced it through the jeans — the length of it, the thickness, the fat head pressing against the denim. He exhaled through his nose. His jaw tightened. He didn't move my hand.

"Let me take care of you first," I said. My fingers found his zipper. I pulled it down slow. "You made me cum. Let me return the favor."

"Kate—"

"Please." I slid my hand inside his jeans. Through the opening in his boxers. My fingers wrapped around his shaft — warm, thick, pulsing, already swelling in my grip. I stroked him once. Slow. He was getting harder. "Let me suck your cock before you go. Please, daddy."

He leaned back in the seat. His eyes closed. His head tilted back against the headrest. His cock thickened in my hand — this slow heavy swelling that I felt against my palm, the veins rising under his skin, the head pushing past my fingers.

"You somethin' else, Kate," he said. Low. Almost laughing. "Married-ass woman beggin' to suck my dick in a parking lot."

"Is that a yes?"

He didn't answer. He reached down and pushed his jeans lower on his hips. His cock sprang free — thick and dark and hardening, the head fat and shiny, already leaking a bead of precum that caught the afternoon light. He spread his legs wider in the passenger seat.

That was a yes.

---


CHAPTER 13

I leaned across the center console. The gear shift dug into my ribs and my seatbelt caught on my shoulder and I didn't care. I wrapped both hands around his shaft and felt his heartbeat through the skin. This slow heavy pulse against my palms.

I kissed the tip. Soft. My lips pressing against the fat dark head. Pink on black. I pulled back and looked at it — my pale fingers, my wedding ring, his thick dark shaft.

"You like that?" I said. Looking up at him through my lashes. "You like it when I put my pink lips on your big Black cock?"

He groaned. Low. His head dropping back against the headrest. His hand found the back of my head — heavy, warm, fingers spread across my skull.

"Mmhm," he said. "Keep going."

"You like this married white mouth on your dick, daddy?" I licked the head. Slow circle with my tongue. Tasted his precum — salty, thick. "You like it when I wrap my white lips around this big nigga dick?"

The word. Again. Too hard. Too white. I said "nigga" the way other women said "quinoa" — careful, deliberate, like I was making sure I was pronouncing it right. But his cock twitched in my hands when I said it and his fingers tightened in my hair and that was enough.

I opened my mouth. Took him in. My jaw stretched wide — so wide it ached immediately. The head pushed past my lips and filled my mouth and I tasted him — salt and skin and musk. My lips sealed around his shaft and I slid down. One inch. Two. Three. My tongue pressed flat against the underside. My hands gripping what my mouth couldn't reach.

"Mmmnnh — glk—"

I gagged. His cock hit the back of my throat and my eyes watered and spit flooded my mouth and I pulled back — a thick strand of drool stretched from my lip to his head and broke and landed on his thigh. I wiped my chin. Went back down.

"Mmmm — fuck — your Black cock tastes so good—" I said it between sucks. My lips sliding off him, words coming out sloppy and wet, then taking him back in. "My husband's little white dick — mmph — could never fill my mouth like this — glk — I could fit three of him in here—"

He groaned again. His hips shifted on the seat. His hand pushed my head down — firmer now. I let him. I relaxed my throat and let his cock push deeper. Past my tongue. Past the back of my mouth. Into my throat. My nose pressed against his pelvis — dark skin, coarse hair, the smell of him thick and heavy.

I held it. My eyes streaming. Spit pouring out of my mouth around his shaft and running down to his balls. My throat convulsing around his cock. I couldn't breathe and I didn't want to.

"Fuck," he said. Quiet. His stomach tensing. "Fuck, Kate."

I pulled off. Gasping. My face was a mess — tears, spit, smeared lipstick, mascara starting to run. I stroked him fast with both hands, my spit making everything slick, my wedding ring clicking against the veins of his shaft.

"You like that, daddy?" Greg got "babe" in a voice I used for the dog. This guy got "daddy" with spit on my chin and his cock in my fists. My pussy was dripping through my skirt and soaking into the driver's seat.

"You like it when your married white slut deepthroats your big Black cock in a parking lot? Hm?" I licked up his shaft. Base to tip. My tongue flat against the dark skin. "My husband could never — mmm — he could never make me gag — he could never reach the back of my throat — his little dick barely reaches my tongue—"

"Shit — aight — get back on it—"

I took him back in. Both hands on his shaft. My mouth working the top half — fast, wet, sloppy. My tongue swirling around the head on every upstroke. The sounds filled the car — this rhythmic slurping and gagging and wet choking that was louder than the traffic on the road. The windows were fogged. The whole car smelled like spit and cock and pussy and sweat.

His thighs were tensing. His hand gripping my hair tighter. His breathing coming in short hard bursts through his nose. He was close. I could feel it — his cock swelling thicker in my mouth, the head pulsing against my tongue, his hips rocking up off the seat in these involuntary little thrusts.

I sucked harder. Faster. My cheeks hollowed. My hands twisting on his shaft. I wanted it. I wanted to taste it.

---


CHAPTER 14

Then he took over.

His hand grabbed the back of my head and shoved me down. Hard. My mouth slammed to the base of his cock and my nose crushed against his pelvis and my throat bulged around his shaft and I gagged — this loud wet GLUGHK that echoed through the car. He pulled me up by my hair and slammed me back down. Again. Again. Fucking my mouth. Using my head like a toy. His dark fingers tangled in my blonde hair, yanking me up and shoving me down, his hips thrusting up off the seat to meet my face on every downstroke.

"Nnngh — nnngh — nnngh—"

The sounds coming out of me weren't human. Wet choking gurgles that came from somewhere deep in my chest. My throat stretching around his thick cock on every thrust — I could feel it bulging, my neck expanding around him, this obscene swelling under my jaw that I could feel with my own hand when I grabbed my throat. His cock was in my throat and I could feel the shape of it through my skin from the outside.

GLUGHK — GLUGHK — GLUGHK—

Spit was everywhere. Pouring out of my mouth in thick ropes. Running down his shaft, down his balls, pooling on the leather seat between his thighs. My chin was dripping. My lips were swollen and numb. My jaw ached so bad my teeth scraped against his shaft on every stroke and I didn't care. I didn't ask him to stop. I didn't tap out. I held onto his thighs — my pale fingers digging into his dark jeans — and let him fuck my face.

This was why I crawled back every Tuesday and Thursday. Just his hand on my head forcing his cock down my throat until my face was a mess of snot and tears and spit and I couldn't breathe and I didn't want to. Greg held my hand during sex. Derek held my skull and fucked my throat until I gagged.

"Nnngh — glk — nnngh — mmmnnh—"

Snot was leaking from my nose now. Mixing with the tears and the spit and the drool. My face was a disaster — mascara streaks down both cheeks, lipstick smeared across my chin, a thick strand of saliva hanging from my lower lip to his shaft that swung every time he yanked my head up. I was a mess. A wet, gagging, choking mess who'd let a man use her face as a fuckhole in a parking lot.

His hips were slamming up now. Fast. Rough. His balls slapping against my chin — heavy, full, swinging up with every thrust. The car was rocking. The suspension creaking. His breathing was ragged — these short hard grunts through clenched teeth, his stomach flexed tight, every muscle in his thighs rigid against my hands.

"Fuck — fuck — FUCK—"

I felt his cock swell. Thicker. The head pulsing fat against the back of my throat. His shaft hardening to iron in my mouth. His balls pulling up tight — I could feel them lifting against my chin, drawing up, tightening. Everything in his body was coiling. Getting ready.

I held on. My fingers gripping his thighs. My mouth full. My throat stretched. My nose running. My eyes streaming. I held on and waited for it.

---


CHAPTER 15

The first shot hit the back of my throat while snot was still running out of my nose.

"FUCK—"

Hot. Thick. A rope of cum that exploded against my tonsils and I sputtered — cum and spit and snot spraying out of my mouth around his cock — and he grabbed my hair and pulled me off him. His cock popped free from my lips trailing thick strings of spit and cum and he was still cumming — the second shot hit my face. Right across my cheek. A thick white rope on my pale skin that streaked from my jaw to my eyebrow. I flinched and opened my mouth and the third shot hit my tongue and my upper lip and dripped off my chin.

"Mmmm—" I moaned. My mouth open. His cum on my face. Warm and thick and dripping. He was stroking himself — his dark hand pumping his cock fast, aiming at my face — and another shot hit my forehead and ran down the bridge of my nose. Another hit my lips. I stuck my tongue out — white cum on a pink tongue — and tried to catch it. It landed on my cheek instead. On my eyelid. In my hair.

He grabbed my hair. Yanked my head back. Slapped my face.

Hard. His dark palm cracking against my cum-covered white cheek. The sting shot through my skull and I whimpered — this high thin sound that came from somewhere I didn't recognize — and my pussy clenched so hard my hips bucked off the seat.

I was panting. Mouth open. Tongue out. His cum dripping off my chin in thick strings. I looked up at him through wet lashes — this wrecked, gasping, cum-covered white woman looking up at a Black man with her tongue hanging out and her face stinging and her pussy throbbing. I was panting. Actually panting. Short fast breaths through my open mouth. Tongue out. Waiting. Like I was presenting myself. Like I was offering my face for the next one.

Greg had never slapped me. Not once. Eighteen years and he'd never so much as raised his hand during sex. He was gentle. Careful. He asked permission before he changed positions. He whispered "is this okay?" while his limp little dick was barely inside me. And here I was — in a parking lot, in broad daylight, with cum running down my face — begging a twenty-four-year-old Black man to slap me harder.

He slapped me again. Other cheek. His dark hand whipping across my pale skin and cum splattered sideways from the impact — off my face onto the driver's window. A wet streak of white on the tinted glass. I moaned. Loud. My mouth still open. Tongue still out. Cum dripping off my chin onto my chest, soaking into my blouse.

"More," I panted. "Mmm — more — please—"

Again. Same cheek. Harder. My head snapped sideways and my eyes rolled back and a sound came out of me that was half moan half sob. My cheek was burning. Both cheeks. Red and stinging under the wet layer of his cum. Every slap sent a jolt straight from my face to my pussy. Every sting made me wetter. I could feel it — my thighs slick, my skirt soaked through, my pussy clenching around nothing while he hit me and I loved it.

I'd never let anyone hit me before him. Never wanted it. Never thought about it. I was a woman who filed complaints when a barista was rude. I called the police when the neighbor's music was too loud. And now a man was slapping cum off my face and I was moaning "more" with my tongue out and my pussy dripping and I meant it with every nerve in my body.

"Nasty white bitch," he growled. He slapped me again — lighter this time, more tap than slap, a wet smack that spread the cum across my cheek — and shoved his cock back into my mouth. I took it. Sloppy. Desperate. Cum and spit and snot mixing in my mouth as I slobbered on his softening cock. I could taste everything — his cum thick and salty on my tongue, my own snot, the tears that had run into the corners of my mouth. My face was destroyed. I could feel it — the wet heaviness of his load sitting on my skin, dripping down my cheeks, running into my ears, cooling in my hair.

I swallowed what was in my mouth. Opened wide. Showed him — tongue out, mouth empty. Then I coughed. This wet hacking cough that sent a spray of spit and cum mist into the air between us. I sputtered. Wiped my nose with the back of my hand and it came away wet with snot and cum. My eyes were red and streaming and my mascara was gone — not smeared, gone, washed off by the tears and the spit and the cum until my face was bare and raw and covered in his load.

I licked his shaft. Slow. Cleaning him. My tongue dragging up the dark skin, collecting the cum and the spit, swallowing it. I kissed the head. Soft. Then his balls — warm, heavy, loose now, the skin dark and wrinkled. I pressed my face against his crotch and breathed him in.

Musk. Sweat. Cum. Skin. This dark heavy scent that lived in the crease between his thigh and his balls — concentrated, male, overwhelming. I buried my nose in it. Pressed my pale face against his warm dark skin and just breathed. Eyes closed. Body still. His cum still wet on my face — thick, heavy, dripping off my jaw onto the center console. I breathed him in and my whole body hummed.

I was addicted. I knew it now. I'd known it for weeks but I'd been pretending it was just sex, just physical, just scratching an itch. It wasn't. I was addicted to his scent. To the taste of his Black cock on my tongue. To the feel of his dark skin against my white face. To the weight of his balls on my lips and the musk in his pubic hair and the way his sweat tasted different from any man I'd ever been near. Heavier. Darker. Richer. Greg smelled like drugstore body wash and stale coffee. Derek smelled like a man. Like something my body recognized on a level my brain couldn't override.

"Mmmmm," I whispered against his skin. My lips moving against his balls. Kissing them. Slow. Soft. My tongue tracing along the dark wrinkled skin. I couldn't stop. A forty-one-year-old married white woman nuzzling a Black man's crotch in the passenger seat of her Lexus with his cum on her face. Eighteen years of Greg had left me starving and I hadn't even known it until this man spread my legs in a motel room three weeks ago and fed me something real for the first time.

I could never go back. I knew that now. My body had tasted something it wasn't supposed to taste and now everything else was cardboard. Greg was cardboard. And this — Derek's thick dark cock resting against my cheek, his musk filling my lungs, his cum wet and heavy on my skin — this was real. This was what my body wanted. What it had always wanted.

My ears were ringing. This high steady tone that sat behind everything — from the gagging or the slapping or the blood rushing to my head. The ringing and the musk and the warmth of his dark skin against my white face.

He collapsed back into the seat. His chest heaving. His hand fell off my head and landed on his thigh. His cock was soft against my cheek — warm and heavy and still wet.

I didn't move. I stayed there. Face buried in his crotch. Breathing him in. Cum on my face. Snot on my lip. Tears in my lashes. Ears ringing. Addicted.

He pushed me off. Gentle. Tucked himself back into his boxers. Zipped up. Checked his phone.

"Aight. You made me late." He opened the door. Swung his legs out. Looked back at me — my wrecked face, my smeared everything, his cum dripping off my chin. "You wild, Kate."

The door shut. His Charger started three spots over. Bass thumped once. He pulled out of the lot and he was gone. To his date.

I sat in my Lexus. Alone.

The car reeked. Sex and spit and cum and sweat and musk. The vanilla air freshener was a memory. The windows were fogged white. The leather seats were wet — spit stains on the passenger side, a dark damp patch under my skirt on the driver's side. The center console was streaked with drool and cum. This was my Lexus. My clean, white, waxed-every-two-weeks Lexus that I drove to Whole Foods and book club and brunch. It smelled like a motel room now. It smelled like us.

I flipped the visor mirror down. The little light clicked on.

I stared.

My face. My face covered in a Black man's cum. Thick white streaks across both cheeks. A rope across my forehead that ran down the bridge of my nose. Cum on my eyelid — my left eye was half-glued shut. Cum on my lips — my lipstick was gone, just swollen pink skin covered in white. Cum in my eyebrow. Cum in my hairline. A thick glob on my chin that was hanging by a thread, about to drop onto my blouse.

My mascara was gone. Washed away. My foundation was gone — wiped off by his cock and his hands and the tears and the spit. My bare face. Forty-one years old. Crow's feet at the corners of my eyes. Faint lines around my mouth. Flushed red cheeks under the cum. Blue eyes bloodshot and wet. Blonde hair matted and stuck to one side of my face.

I looked like a screenshot from a porn site. I looked like those thumbnails I'd scrolled past late at night on my phone in the bathroom — the ones with the white woman and the Black man and the messy face and the caption that said something about married wives and BBC. I was that woman now. I was the thumbnail. Lauren Hadley. HOA chair. Church bake sale organizer. Brunch at Café Lune on Sundays. And I was sitting in my Lexus with a twenty-four-year-old Black man's cum dripping off my face looking like the filthiest whore on the internet.

I should've been horrified. I should've grabbed the baby wipes and scrubbed it off and cried and sworn I'd never do this again.

Instead I stared at myself in the little visor mirror with the little light on and I felt my pussy clench. I looked good like this. I looked better than I had in years. Wrecked and used and filthy and covered in cum. And I looked better than Greg had ever made me feel.

I let the glob fall off my chin. It landed on my blouse. I didn't wipe it.

---


ACT 5 — THE COMEDOWN

---


CHAPTER 16

I almost drove to Whole Foods like that.

I sat there with the key in the ignition and my hand on the gear shift and I actually thought about it. Walking into Whole Foods with a Black man's cum on my face. Thick white streaks across my cheeks. Globs in my hair. My lipstick gone, my mascara gone, my foundation wiped off by his cock and his hands. Walking through the automatic doors past the organic produce and the kombucha display and the woman handing out samples of artisan cheese — walking right past all of it with cum dripping off my chin and grabbing a basket and going to the dairy aisle for Greg's Greek yogurt.

I'd pick up the yogurt. Put it in the basket. Walk to the checkout. Stand in line behind some woman in yoga pants with a green juice. Put the yogurt on the belt. The cashier would look at me. See it. The thick wet streaks on my face. The cum in my eyebrow. The glob on my blouse. She'd stare. I'd smile. Hand her my rewards card. "Paper bag, please."

I almost did it. My hand was on the gear shift. My foot was on the brake. I was two seconds from pulling out of the lot.

What the hell had gotten into me.

I flipped the visor back up and sat there with my hands in my lap and stared through the fogged windshield at the empty parking lot and tried to figure out when I'd lost my mind. Three weeks ago I was normal. Three weeks ago I was Lauren Hadley — organized, responsible, predictable. I meal-prepped on Sundays. I watered my herb garden every morning. I called Greg "honey" and kissed him on the forehead and went to bed at ten and woke up at six and did it all again. I was a wife. A good one. Boring but good. Faithful. Invisible. Fine.

And now I was sitting in a parking lot behind a dead Marshalls contemplating walking into a grocery store with cum on my face because some twenty-four-year-old Black guy had fucked my throat in my passenger seat and I couldn't bring myself to wipe it off. Because some part of me — some part that hadn't existed three weeks ago — wanted people to see it. Wanted the cashier to see it. Wanted the yoga-pants woman to see it. Wanted them to know what I'd done and who I'd done it with.

That wasn't me. Before Derek I'd had sex with one man my entire adult life — my husband, in missionary, in the dark, for under a minute — and I'd thought that was normal. Quiet and quick and forgettable and followed by snoring.

Then I'd met a man in a motel room and he'd put his hands on me and everything I thought I knew about myself turned out to be wrong.

I wasn't boring. I wasn't vanilla. I was a woman who screamed nigga with a cock in her throat and came so hard she squirted on a stranger's face and then sat in his crotch breathing in his musk with his cum on her eyelids. That woman had always been inside me. Forty-one years behind the book clubs and the bake sales, waiting for someone to let her out. Derek had found her in fifteen minutes.

And I didn't regret it. That was the part that scared me. I should've regretted it. I should've been drowning in guilt — the cheating, the lying, the fake names, the go-bag, the receipts, the double showers. I was betraying a man who loved me. A man who made me dinner and rubbed my feet and said "I love you, babe" every night. A man who trusted me completely because it had never occurred to him that his wife was capable of this.

The guilt was there. Somewhere. I could feel it — this dull weight in my chest that showed up after every session, this heaviness that sat behind my ribs while I drove home and showered and kissed Greg on the mouth. It was there. But it was small. Getting smaller every week. The first time I'd cried in the motel shower until the water went cold. The second time I'd cried for five. The third time I hadn't cried at all. Now I was sitting in a parking lot with cum on my face thinking about walking into Whole Foods and the guilt was a whisper and the cum was still warm and I wasn't wiping it off.

I wasn't a good person anymore. Good people didn't have a go-bag full of baby wipes and concealer in their purse. Good people didn't sit in the aftermath thinking about doing it again tomorrow.

I wasn't good. I didn't care.

I pulled down the visor mirror again. Looked at myself one more time. Cum and mascara and snot and spit. Forty-one years old. Blue eyes bloodshot. Blonde hair matted. A mess.

I reached for the baby wipes.

Cleaned my face. Slow. Methodical. The same way I cleaned the kitchen counters every morning — wiping in rows, getting the edges, checking my work. One wipe for each cheek. One for the forehead. One for the chin. One for the glob in my hair. I folded each wipe and put it in the Ziploc bag I kept for exactly this purpose. The bag was getting full. Three weeks of wipes.

I fixed my makeup. Foundation. Concealer on the bite mark — the old one on my shoulder, fading now. Mascara. Lipstick. Blush. I looked at myself. Normal. Clean. The same face I'd worn to brunch last Sunday. The same face that smiled at neighbors and waved at the mailman and said "have a great day" to baristas.

Nobody would ever know what this face had looked like ten minutes ago.

I Febreezed the seats. Both of them. The center console. The steering wheel. Opened the windows to air it out. Checked the passenger seat for stains — there was one, a dark wet spot where his spit had pooled. I wiped it with a baby wipe and flipped the seat mat over.

Started the car. Pulled out of the lot. Drove to Whole Foods.

I walked through the automatic doors with my hair brushed and my lipstick fresh and my rewards card in my hand. Got Greg's yogurt. Got some bananas. Got a rotisserie chicken because I didn't feel like cooking. Stood in line behind a woman in yoga pants with a green juice. Smiled at the cashier. Paid. Got my receipt.

Walked to my car with the grocery bags and his cum still sitting in my stomach and his taste still in the back of my throat and his handprint still stinging on my cheek under the foundation.

Drove home.

---


CHAPTER 17

Greg was on the couch. Laptop open. Beer on the coffee table. ESPN on mute. He looked up when I walked in — actually looked up, which was rare — and smiled.

"Hey babe. You were gone a while."

"Whole Foods was packed." I held up the grocery bags. Walked past him to the kitchen. Set them on the counter. My hands were steady. My voice was steady. Everything was steady. The only thing that wasn't steady was the taste in the back of my throat — Derek's cum, thick and salty, sitting behind my tongue no matter how many times I'd swallowed.

"Got you a rotisserie chicken," I said. "Didn't feel like cooking."

"You're the best." He went back to his laptop.

I put the groceries away. Yogurt in the fridge. Bananas on the counter. Chicken on the stove. Normal movements. Wife movements. My body was on autopilot — opening cabinets, folding bags, wiping the counter — while my brain was still in the parking lot behind Marshalls with cum on my face and a Black man's cock in my throat.

I needed to brush my teeth.

"Be right back," I said. Walked upstairs. Bathroom. Closed the door. Grabbed my toothbrush. Squeezed a fat strip of toothpaste across the bristles and shoved it in my mouth and scrubbed.

I could still taste him. Under the mint. Behind the toothpaste foam. This faint thick saltiness that lived in the back of my throat and wouldn't leave. I'd swallowed his cum thirty minutes ago — a full load, thick and heavy, four or five swallows — and my body had absorbed it but the ghost of it was still there. On my tongue. In the crevices between my teeth. Coating the back of my throat.

I brushed harder. Scrubbed my tongue until I gagged. Spit. Rinsed. Gargled with Listerine. Spit again. Looked at myself in the mirror. Clean face. Fresh makeup. The woman who went to Whole Foods on a Saturday.

I could still taste him.

I was going to taste him all night. I knew that now. His cum was in my stomach and his taste was in my throat and I'd brush my teeth three more times before bed and it would still be there when I woke up tomorrow. That's how it worked with Derek. He lingered. His taste, his smell, the soreness between my legs, the ache in my jaw. He stayed in my body long after he left the room.

Greg never lingered. Greg finished and it was like he'd never been there.

I heard footsteps on the stairs. Greg appeared in the bathroom doorway. He leaned against the frame — this soft casual lean that he did, his narrow shoulders barely filling the door, his polo untucked, his reading glasses pushed up on his forehead.

"Hey," he said. Watching me brush. "You look pretty tonight."

I spat toothpaste in the sink. "Thanks, babe."

He came up behind me. Wrapped his arms around my waist. His chin on my shoulder. His soft body against my back — the same back Derek's hard chest had been pressed against in the passenger seat. His thin arms around my stomach — the same stomach that was full of another man's cum. He squeezed me. Gentle. Sweet. Greg.

I looked at us in the mirror. His pale face next to mine. His thin arms around my waist. His soft little body behind me. He looked small. He always looked small now. Everything about Greg looked small after Derek.

"So," he said. Still holding me from behind. His chin on my shoulder. "I've been thinking. My star quarterback — Terrence, T.J. — I really want to build some rapport with him before the playoffs. The guy's special, Lauren. Once-in-a-generation."

"Mhm." I rinsed my toothbrush.

"I want to have him over for dinner. Tomorrow. Sunday dinner. Let him feel like part of the family, you know? He's in his last year, about to get drafted, I just — I want him to know we're in his corner."

"Sure, babe." I set the toothbrush in the holder. Wiped my mouth with a towel. "I can make something."

"Yeah? You don't mind?"

"It's fine. I'll do the chicken thing. The one with the lemon."

"You're amazing." He kissed my shoulder. Right on the concealer. Right where Derek's bite mark was hiding underneath. "He's a good dude. Real respectful. You'll like him."

"I'm sure I will."

"Six-five," Greg said. He was getting animated now — that football voice, eyes bright, hands starting to move even though they were still around my waist. "Two-thirty. Strongest arm I've seen in thirty years of coaching. Runs a four-five forty. The NFL is gonna lose their minds over this guy."

Six-five. Two-thirty. I nodded. Filed it away. Didn't think about it. Just another football guy Greg was obsessed with.

"Sounds great, babe," I said. "What time should I have dinner ready?"

"Six?"

"Six works."

He squeezed me one more time. Kissed my cheek. Went back downstairs to his laptop.

I stood in the bathroom alone. Looked at myself in the mirror. The taste was still there. Under the mint. Under the Listerine. Derek's cum sitting in the back of my throat while my husband planned a dinner for tomorrow that I'd smile through and host and pretend to care about.

I picked up the toothbrush and started brushing again.

---


CHAPTER 18

Bed. Eleven-thirty. Greg was out cold next to me. Flat on his back. Mouth open. That thin whistling snore that had been the soundtrack to my nights for eighteen years. His pale chest rising and falling under his t-shirt. His soft little belly poking up. His hands folded on his stomach. He looked peaceful. He looked like a man who had no idea.

I was on my side. Phone in my hand. Screen brightness turned all the way down so the glow wouldn't wake him. I opened my texts. Derek's thread.

I'd sent him a photo at ten. The same thing I sent every night — standing in front of the bathroom mirror in my underwear. Tonight it was a black thong and no bra. My tits out. My hair down. One hand on my hip. The lighting was shit — bathroom fluorescent — but my body looked good. My thick hips. My full tits. My stomach soft but not flat, curved in the way Derek liked. I'd taken four shots before I got one I was happy with. Sucked in my stomach. Arched my back. Tilted the phone down so my tits looked bigger. Sent it.

Every night I sent him something. A mirror selfie. A shot of my ass in the bathroom. A video of me pulling my panties to the side. Sometimes I'd lie in bed next to Greg — Greg snoring, Greg's mouth open, Greg dead to the world — and take a photo of my tits with my wedding ring visible and send it to the man I was cheating with. I'd gotten bold. Dangerously bold. The progression was insane when I thought about it. Week one I'd sent a selfie — fully clothed, just cleavage, my face cropped out. I'd sat on the toilet with the door locked and my heart slamming and typed "thinking about you" and almost deleted it six times before hitting send. My hands were shaking. I felt like I was going to throw up. A married woman sending a cleavage selfie to a man who wasn't her husband — it felt like the worst thing I'd ever done.

That was three weeks ago. Now I was spreading my pussy open with two fingers and taking a close-up and sending it with a winky face while my husband snored next to me. Now I was filming myself touching my clit in the bathroom mirror — sound on, so Derek could hear my moans echoing off the tile — and sending it at midnight from the house Greg paid the mortgage on. I'd sent a video last Thursday of me sucking my own fingers after touching myself, looking straight at the camera, whispering "wish this was your cock, daddy." I'd sent it while Greg was brushing his teeth in the next room. The faucet was running. I could hear him gargling. And I was on our bed filming myself licking my fingers for another man.

Three weeks. That's all it took. Three weeks to go from a woman who'd never sent a nude in her life to a woman who photographed her spread pussy next to her sleeping husband and sent it to a man she called daddy under a fake name. Three weeks to lose every boundary I'd ever had.

He always replied. Always. Within minutes. The eggplant emoji. The fire emoji. "Damn Kate." "Turn around." "Spread them." And I always did. I'd turn around and take a shot of my ass and send it. I'd spread my legs and take a photo of my pussy — wet, swollen, the same pussy he'd been inside that afternoon — and send it to him while my husband slept three feet away. He'd reply with "good girl" or "save that for me" or just the tongue emoji and I'd lie there with my thighs pressed together and my clit throbbing and fall asleep thinking about his hands on me.

Tonight — nothing.

Delivered. 10:04 PM. No reply.

I checked again. 10:15. Nothing.

10:30. Nothing.

10:47. Nothing.

He was on his date. He was with her. Some girl his age in a tight dress sitting across from him at a restaurant or a bar or wherever twenty-four-year-olds went on Saturday nights. He was looking at her right now. Laughing at something she said. His phone in his pocket with my tits on his screen and he hadn't even opened it.

I typed. Deleted it. Typed again. Deleted it. I wasn't going to double-text. I wasn't going to be that woman. I was forty-one years old and married and I was not going to lie in bed next to my husband refreshing a text thread waiting for a twenty-four-year-old to look at my nudes.

I hovered over the call button. His number. No name saved — I'd learned that the first week, never save his name, just the number memorized. My thumb sat on the green phone icon. One tap. One tap and it would ring and he'd see my number and he'd either pick up or he wouldn't. He was at a bar right now with some woman and his phone would buzz in his pocket and he'd glance at the screen and see my number and — what? Excuse himself? Step outside? Answer it in front of her?

He wouldn't answer. I knew that. He was on a date. I was a married woman lying next to her husband trying to call the guy she fucked in a parking lot four hours ago. He had better things to do tonight than talk to me.

I didn't call. I put the phone down. Picked it up. Put it down again. Picked it up.

11:02. Nothing.

11:15. Read.

Read. He'd opened it. He'd seen my tits. And — nothing. No emoji. No "damn." No "turn around." He'd looked at my body and kept scrolling. Probably showed it to nobody. Probably glanced at it between drinks with his date and put his phone back in his pocket.

I stared at the ceiling. Greg snored. The house was dark and quiet. My jaw was still sore from Derek's cock. My throat was still raw. My cheeks still stung faintly under the foundation I hadn't washed off yet. I'd let this man cum on my face and slap me and call me a nasty white bitch and spit on me and I'd loved every second of it. And now he was on a date and he couldn't be bothered to reply to my nudes with a single emoji.

I put the phone face down on the nightstand. Rolled onto my side. Faced the wall. Greg's snoring filled the dark room — this thin reedy whistle that pulsed with every breath.

My throat hurt. My jaw hurt. My pride hurt worse.

I fell asleep thinking about his cock and hating myself for it.

---


ACT 6 — THE DINNER

---


CHAPTER 19

Sunday. Four o'clock. Two hours until dinner.

I was in the kitchen seasoning the chicken and hating everything about my life. The lemon chicken. Greg's lemon chicken. The dish I made when we had company — which was never, because Greg never invited anyone over, until today. Today his star quarterback was coming to dinner and I was standing at the counter squeezing lemons onto raw chicken like a good wife.

My phone was on the counter. Face up. No new messages. Derek still hadn't responded to the nudes I'd sent last night. Seventeen hours. Seventeen hours and nothing. Not even a read receipt this time — he'd seen the picture at 11:15 and the thread had been silent since.

I checked it again. Nothing. Set it back down. Squeezed another lemon.

Greg was in the living room vacuuming. He'd been cleaning since noon — the dining room, the bathroom, the floors. He'd polished the table. Set out the good plates. The ones we used for Christmas. My husband was polishing silverware for a twenty-four-year-old football player and I was marinating chicken and checking my phone for a man who couldn't be bothered to text me back.

"Babe, should I put out the cloth napkins?" Greg called from the dining room.

"Sure."

"The blue ones or the white ones?"

"I don't care, Greg."

"I'll do the blue."

I heard him opening the linen drawer. Counting napkins. Folding them. My husband folding cloth napkins for a dinner guest while I stood in the kitchen with lemon juice on my fingers thinking about another man's cock.

I didn't want to do this. I didn't want to smile at some kid Greg coached and ask him about his season and pretend to care about football. I wanted to be in Room 6 of the Starlight Motor Lodge with Derek's hands on my throat. Instead I was hosting Sunday dinner for a stranger.

The chicken went in the oven. I washed my hands. Started on the salad. Lettuce. Tomatoes. The knife hitting the cutting board in a steady rhythm. My phone lit up on the counter. I grabbed it.

Low battery notification. Not Derek.

I put it down. Cut the tomatoes harder.

Five o'clock. I showered. Did my makeup — light, wifely. A dress. Not too nice. Not trying to impress a college quarterback. I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror. Forty-one. Blonde hair down. Minimal makeup. The bite mark on my shoulder was covered with concealer. The bruises on my hips were hidden under the dress. I looked like a coach's wife hosting a dinner. Normal. Boring. Exactly what I was supposed to look like.

Five-thirty. Greg changed into a polo. Tucked it in. Combed his thin hair. He was nervous — I could see it. Bouncing on his feet. Checking the table. Moving the salt shaker two inches to the left and then back. His star quarterback was coming to his house for dinner and he was acting like it was a state visit.

"You think he'll like the chicken?" Greg asked.

"Everyone likes the chicken, Greg."

"Should I offer him a beer? He said he doesn't drink during the season but—"

"Put a beer out. If he doesn't want it, he doesn't want it."

"Right. Right. Okay."

He went to the fridge. Got a beer. Set it at the guest's place. Then got himself one. Opened it. Took a long sip. His hand was shaking on the bottle.

Five fifty-five. I checked my phone one last time. Nothing from Derek. Seventeen and a half hours now. I put the phone in the kitchen drawer and closed it. I wasn't going to check it during dinner. I wasn't going to think about him.

The oven timer beeped. I pulled the chicken out. Set it on the stove. The house smelled like lemon and garlic. Normal Sunday dinner. Normal house. Normal wife.

Six o'clock. The doorbell rang.

"That's him!" Greg set his beer down and went for the door. I heard him in the hallway — his footsteps, the lock turning, the door opening.

"Terrence! Come in, come in. Welcome."

"Thank you, Coach. I appreciate the invite." A deep voice. Polite. Familiar in a way I couldn't place from the kitchen.

"Lauren's in the kitchen — Lauren! Come say hi!"

I wiped my hands on the dish towel. Took the apron off. Smoothed my dress. Walked out of the kitchen into the hallway.

He was standing in my doorway. Button-down shirt. Dark slacks. A bottle of wine in his hand. Clean sneakers. Six-five. Two-thirty. Dark skin. Built.

I stopped.

My feet stopped on the hardwood. My hands stopped at my sides. My breath stopped in my chest. The dish towel was still in my hand and my fingers went numb and it dropped to the floor and I didn't pick it up.

Derek.

Derek was standing in my doorway. Derek was shaking my husband's hand. Derek was in my house. In a button-down shirt. With a bottle of wine. Saying "thank you, Coach" in the same voice that had said "nasty white bitch" in my ear yesterday.

Derek was T.J. T.J. was Derek. My husband's star quarterback was the man who'd fucked me in a motel room. The man who'd cum on my face in a parking lot. The man whose cum I'd washed out of my hair in this bathroom. He was standing in my hallway and my husband was patting his shoulder and I couldn't move.

"Lauren, this is Terrence Watts. T.J. Our quarterback."

He turned to me. His eyes found mine. And I watched his face do the same thing mine was doing — freeze. Lock. His jaw tightened. His smile stayed on but his eyes went dead. He recognized me. The same way I recognized him. Not by his face in the light — by his body. By the width of him in the doorframe. By his hands. Those hands.

He extended one. The right one. The same hand that had been around my throat twenty-four hours ago.

"Nice to meet you, Mrs. Hadley."

His voice was steady. His hand was steady. His eyes were screaming.

I took his hand. Shook it. Felt his fingers — thick, warm, dark against my pale skin. The same fingers that had been inside me. That had slapped me. That had gripped my hair and shoved my face into a motel pillow.

"Welcome to our home, Terrence." My voice came out. From where, I don't know. Some autopilot. Some wife-mode that kicked in when my brain shut down. "Greg's told me so much about you."

"All good things, I hope." He let go of my hand. Held up the wine. "I brought this. For you."

For you. Not for both of us. For you. His dark eyes on mine for a half second too long. Then he looked at Greg. Smiled. The dimples.

"Come in, come in," Greg was saying. Leading him to the dining room. "Lauren made her lemon chicken. You're going to love it."

I stood in the hallway. The dish towel on the floor at my feet. My hand still tingling where his fingers had been. My heart slamming so hard I could hear it in my ears.

Derek was in my dining room. Sitting at my table. Eating my food. And my husband was pouring him a beer.

---


CHAPTER 20

"So, Terrence — do you do anything other than football?"

Besides fucking married white women in motel rooms and parking lots. Besides choking them and slapping them and cumming on their faces and leaving without looking back. Besides ruining their marriages and their pussies and their ability to feel anything when their husbands touched them. Do you do anything other than that, Terrence?

My voice came out sharper than I meant it to. Or maybe exactly as sharp as I meant it to. I wasn't sure anymore. I'd been sitting at this table for forty-five minutes watching my husband and my lover eat my lemon chicken across from each other and I'd finished my second glass of wine and my hands had stopped shaking and something cold had settled into my chest where the panic used to be.

He was sitting in my dining room. In my chair. At my table. Eating food I'd cooked on plates I'd picked out with napkins I'd folded that morning. Derek. Except he wasn't Derek. He was Terrence Watts. T.J. My husband's star quarterback. The man Greg talked about at dinner every night like he was describing his greatest achievement. And he was the same man who'd cum on my face in a parking lot yesterday and walked out to a date like I didn't exist.

He'd walked through my front door at six o'clock and I'd almost dropped the salad bowl.

I'd known his body before I knew his face. That sounds backwards but it's true — I'd spent three weeks underneath him or on top of him or bent over in front of him in dim motel rooms and fogged-up cars and I knew every inch of him by feel. The width of his shoulders. The weight of his hands. The way his chest pressed against my back. But his face — his actual face, in normal lighting, standing in my doorway in a button-down shirt with a bottle of wine — I'd never really looked at it. Not like this. Not across a dinner table in my dining room with my husband sitting between us.

He was handsome. I'd known that. But in my house, under the dining room light, cleaned up and dressed and polite — he looked different. Younger. His jaw was sharper than I'd noticed. His eyes were softer. He had dimples when he smiled at Greg. Dimples. The man who'd choked me and slapped me and spat on my face and called me a nasty white bitch had dimples.

"Yes ma'am," he said. Polite. Careful. His fork in his right hand, his napkin in his lap, sitting up straight. He hadn't looked at me directly since he'd walked in. Not once. He'd shaken Greg's hand — "Thank you for having me, Coach" — and he'd nodded at me — "Mrs. Hadley" — and that was it. Two words. Then he'd sat down and directed every sentence at Greg and pretended I was furniture.

The same way Greg pretended I was furniture. Except T.J. was doing it on purpose.

"I like to cook," he said. Answering my question. His eyes on his plate. "Read sometimes. Work out obviously."

"Cook?" I said. "What do you cook?"

Greg laughed. "Lauren, leave the man alone. He came for dinner, not an interview."

"I'm just making conversation, babe." I took a sip of wine. Looked at T.J. over the rim of my glass. "What do you cook, Terrence?"

He looked at me. Finally. For the first time since he'd walked in, his eyes met mine and I saw it — the flinch. This tiny micro-expression that flashed across his face and disappeared. Recognition. Fear. Pure fear.

He knew that I knew. And now he knew that I knew he knew.

"Southern stuff mostly," he said. His voice was steady but his jaw was tight. "My — I learned from — just stuff I picked up. Gumbo. Cornbread. Nothing special."

He'd almost said something. Almost referenced someone. Caught himself. The same way I was catching myself every thirty seconds — biting back the word "Derek," swallowing the urge to say "that's not what you told me," fighting the instinct to look at his hands and remember where they'd been.

"That's lovely," I said. Smiled. Took another sip. "Greg can barely boil water."

"Hey now," Greg said, grinning. He reached over and squeezed my hand on the table. His thin pale fingers over mine. His wedding ring touching my wedding ring. "I made you pasta last week."

"You boiled noodles and opened a jar, honey."

Greg laughed. T.J. smiled — tight, controlled. His eyes dropped back to his plate.

I watched him eat. His dark hands holding my silverware. His full lips on the glass I'd poured his water in. His jaw working as he chewed the chicken I'd seasoned and baked in the same kitchen where I'd wiped another man's cum off my thigh with a paper towel. Except it wasn't another man's cum. It was his cum. His cum that I'd wiped off my thigh in this kitchen four days ago. His cum that I'd swallowed in a parking lot yesterday. His cum that was probably still somewhere in my digestive system right now while he ate my lemon chicken and said "yes sir, Coach" and pretended he'd never met me.

"More wine?" I asked. Holding the bottle up. Looking right at him.

"No thank you, ma'am." His eyes flickered to mine for half a second. Then away. "I don't really drink during the season."

Ma'am. He was calling me ma'am. Yesterday he'd called me Kate. Yesterday he'd called me a nasty white bitch. Yesterday he'd grabbed my hair and fucked my throat and slapped my face and now he was sitting in my dining room calling me ma'am and cutting his chicken into neat little pieces and I wanted to reach across the table and grab him by his collar and scream do you know who I am? Do you know whose house you're in? Do you know that the woman who cooked your dinner is the same woman you left in a parking lot covered in your cum?

But I didn't. I poured myself more wine. Smiled at my husband. Passed the salad.

"The chicken is delicious, Mrs. Hadley," T.J. said. Quiet. Respectful.

"Thank you, Terrence." I held his gaze for one second longer than I should have. "I'm glad you're enjoying it."

Under the table, my foot touched his. Deliberate. The tip of my shoe against the side of his sneaker. He didn't move. Didn't flinch this time. His face stayed perfectly still. But I felt his foot press back. Just barely. Just enough.

Greg reached for the salad. Completely oblivious.

---


CHAPTER 21

Greg was on his fourth beer. His cheeks were pink. His voice was getting louder — that thing he did when he drank, where he talked with his hands and leaned forward and forgot he wasn't on the sideline. He was telling T.J. about the '04 championship game he'd coached at his last school. A story I'd heard forty times. T.J. was nodding, saying "that's crazy, Coach" and "for real?" at the right moments, eating his chicken, drinking his water. Being the perfect guest.

He hadn't touched the wine. Hadn't touched the beer Greg offered. "I don't drink during the season, sir." Sir. He called my husband sir. He called him Coach. He said "yes sir" and "no sir" and "thank you, Coach" and his posture was straight and his elbows were off the table and he was the most respectful young man who'd ever sat in my dining room.

Yesterday he'd held my head down on his cock until snot ran out of my nose.

I poured myself a third glass of wine. Greg didn't notice. Greg was deep into the '04 story — the fourth-quarter comeback, the trick play, the defensive stop. His eyes were glazed and happy. Beer-happy. Football-happy. His star quarterback was in his house eating his wife's cooking and he was in heaven.

I reached under the table. My hand found T.J.'s knee. His thigh tensed under my fingers. I squeezed. Felt the muscle — hard, thick, the quad of a man who ran for a living. Nothing soft about it. My hand on his thigh under my husband's table while Greg described a play from twenty years ago.

T.J.'s hand came down. Fast. Grabbed my wrist. Pulled my hand off his thigh and pushed it back toward my side of the table. His face didn't change. His eyes stayed on Greg. His expression stayed polite and attentive. But his grip on my wrist was tight — not rough, not Derek-rough, just firm. A warning. Not here. Not with Coach right there.

I pulled my hand back. Took a sip of wine. Smiled.

Greg finished his story. Slapped the table. "Anyway — that's ancient history. This year's team is better. This year we got you." He pointed his beer at T.J. "First-round pick. I'm telling you."

"I appreciate that, Coach. Means a lot coming from you."

"I mean it. You're special, T.J. The real deal." Greg was getting emotional now. Beer and pride. His eyes were wet. "I just want you to know — Lauren and I — we're in your corner. Whatever you need."

Lauren and I. We. Like we were a unit. Like I hadn't been on my knees for this man in a motel room while Greg was at practice drawing up plays for him.

"Thank you, sir. Both of you." T.J. looked at me for the first time in twenty minutes. Quick. Then away. "The food was amazing, Mrs. Hadley."

"Lauren," I said. "Call me Lauren."

Greg nodded. "Yeah, you're family now, T.J. First name basis."

Family. I took a long sip of wine and didn't say anything.

Dinner ended. I stood up and started clearing plates. Greg leaned back in his chair and rubbed his belly — beer-full and happy. T.J. stood up too. Picked up his plate. Picked up Greg's.

"Sit down, T.J.," Greg said, waving his hand. "Lauren's got it. She doesn't mind."

She doesn't mind. I carried the plates to the kitchen and didn't look at either of them.

"Nah, Coach. My mama didn't raise me like that." T.J. followed me to the kitchen carrying the salad bowl and the bread basket. His sneakers quiet on the hardwood. Greg was still at the table, reaching for his fifth beer, not watching.

T.J. set the dishes on the counter next to the sink. I was rinsing a plate. He was standing two feet away from me. In my kitchen. The same kitchen where I'd wiped his cum off my thigh with a paper towel. The same kitchen where Greg had described his body to me like a scouting report while I stood there leaking.

"Thank you," I said. Not looking at him. Rinsing the plate. "You didn't have to do that."

"Yes ma'am."

Ma'am. I turned the faucet off. Dried my hands on the dish towel. Turned and looked at him.

He was standing with his hands at his sides. Jaw tight. Eyes on the floor. He looked like a man waiting to be sentenced. Six-five and two hundred and thirty pounds and built and he looked terrified of a forty-one-year-old woman in an apron.

"So you're Coach Hadley's wife," he whispered. His jaw tight. His eyes on the doorway to the dining room. Greg was still at the table — I could hear him opening another beer.

"And you're the quarterback he won't shut up about."

His nostrils flared. "This is fucked up."

"Is it?"

"Yeah. It is. He's my coach. He's right there."

He was scared. I could see it. The way his eyes kept flicking to the doorway. The way his shoulders were tight. The way his voice came out in this strained whisper that didn't sound anything like Derek — didn't sound anything like the man who pinned me down and choked me and talked shit and walked out without looking back. That man didn't exist right now. Right now it was just Terrence Watts, a twenty-four-year-old quarterback who'd been fucking his head coach's wife for three weeks and had just found out over lemon chicken.

And I liked it.

---


CHAPTER 22

I'd never had power over him. In the motel he was in charge. In the parking lot he was in charge. He decided when. He decided where. He decided how hard and how long and when he was done and then he left and I lay there leaking and he didn't look back. Every session ended the same way — him checking his phone, zipping his jeans, walking out. Me naked and used and waiting for his next text. He had all the power and I had none and that was the arrangement and I'd accepted it because the sex was worth the humiliation.

But now. Now I was standing in my kitchen in my apron with my husband ten feet away and the man who fucked me like I was nothing was looking at me like I was everything. Not because he wanted me — because we shared a secret. Both of us standing in Greg's kitchen knowing that if either of us talked, both of us burned. Not a threat. A conspiracy. And the danger of it — both of us in Greg's kitchen pretending we hadn't done what we'd done — made my skin hot.

Derek — the man who spat on me and slapped me and made me call him daddy — was nervous. And my pussy was getting wet from it.

"He's been right there the whole time, Derek." I put his fake name on it. Let it sit. "He was right there when you fucked me in the motel. He was right there when you came on my face in the parking lot. Right here. In this house. Eating dinner. While I was swallowing your cum behind a Marshalls."

His jaw worked. His hands were gripping the edge of the counter behind him. His knuckles were tight under his dark skin.

I stepped closer. One step. My hip brushed his thigh. I looked up at him. He was staring at the doorway. His chest rising and falling. His neck tense. I could see his pulse in his throat — fast.

"What's wrong?" I said. Quiet. Playful. I tilted my head. "You weren't this nervous in room 6."

"Room 6 didn't have my coach in the next room."

"Mmm." I reached down. Casual. Slow. My hand finding the front of his slacks. I pressed my palm flat against him. Felt it through the fabric — his cock. Soft but thick. Warm. Right there behind a layer of cotton and a zipper. I dragged my fingers down the length of it — slow, light, tracing the outline.

It twitched under my hand.

He sucked in air through his teeth. His hand flew to my wrist — fast, instinct — but he didn't pull it away. He held it there. My pale fingers on his dark slacks. My wedding ring resting against the outline of the cock that had been in my throat yesterday.

Footsteps. From the dining room. Both of us froze. My hand on his crotch. His hand on my wrist. His eyes wide. My breath stopped.

The fridge opened. A bottle clinked. The fridge closed. Footsteps going back to the table. Greg getting another beer. He hadn't come into the kitchen. Hadn't walked around the corner. Hadn't seen his wife with her hand on his quarterback's cock two feet from the sink where she washed his dishes every night.

We both exhaled. At the same time. This shared breath that was half relief and half insanity.

I giggled. Quiet. Pressing my lips together to keep it in. His cock had twitched. In my kitchen. With my husband ten feet away getting another beer. The absurdity of it — the danger of it — hit me and I couldn't stop the laugh. This breathless little giggle that shook my shoulders.

"You think this is funny?" he whispered. But his cock was getting harder under my palm. I could feel it. Growing. Swelling. Pushing against his slacks. His body didn't think it was funny. His body thought it was exactly what it wanted.

"I think it's exciting," I said. I stroked him through the fabric. One slow drag up the length. Then down. His jaw clenched. His abs flexed under his button-down. "Relax. He's not coming in here."

"Lauren—"

"What's wrong, baby?" I pressed harder. Felt the head of his cock pushing against the fabric near his hip. Thick. Getting fatter. "You've had your cock in my mouth in a parking lot in broad daylight but you can't handle a little touch in a kitchen?"

"That's different."

"How?"

"Because your husband wasn't twenty feet away."

"He's always been twenty feet away." I squeezed him through the slacks. He grunted — this low sound in his chest that he bit down on immediately, jaw locking, his eyes snapping to the doorway. "That's the whole thing, Terrence. That's always been the whole thing."

His grip on my wrist loosened. His fingers uncurled. His hand dropped to his side. His cock was hard now — pressing against his slacks, the outline thick and obvious, straining the fabric. His body had made the decision his brain was still fighting.

I pulled my hand away. Smiled. Patted his chest once — light, wifely, nothing to see here — and turned to the cabinet.

---


CHAPTER 23

"Wine?" I said. Normal volume. Pulling a bottle of red from the rack. "Greg's on beer but I think we could use something nicer. You said you don't drink during the season but — it's Sunday night. One glass won't hurt."

He stared at me. His cock was hard against his slacks. His eyes were wide. He was fucked and he knew it.

"One glass," he said.

I pulled three wine glasses from the cabinet. Carried the bottle and the glasses to the dining room. Set them on the table. Greg looked up from his beer.

"Wine? Fancy."

"It's a special occasion," I said. Pouring. "We have a guest."

I handed T.J. his glass. Our fingers touched on the stem. He looked at me. I looked at him. Greg looked at his phone.

"Cheers," I said. "To the championship."

We clinked glasses. All three of us. Greg drank deep — half the glass in one go, on top of the five beers he'd already had. His eyes were glassy. His cheeks were flushed. He was gone and didn't know it yet.

T.J. raised the glass to his lips. Tilted it. I watched his throat — he didn't swallow. He faked the sip. Brought the glass down and set it on the table and his wine level was exactly where it had been. Smart. He wasn't drinking either.

I brought my glass to my mouth and did the same thing. Lips on the rim. Tilt. No swallow. Set it down. We were both sober and my husband was six beers and a glass of wine into a Sunday night and getting sloppier by the minute.

I kept pouring for Greg. He kept drinking. The second glass went down faster than the first. Then a third. He was telling stories now — the same ones from dinner, recycled, louder this time, slurring the ends of his sentences. His hand gestures were bigger. His laugh was too loud. He was having the best night of his life — his star quarterback in his house, his wife pouring wine, the championship three weeks away. He was happy. Drunk and happy and stupid.

"Let's move to the living room," I said. "More comfortable."

Greg stood up from the dining table and swayed. Caught himself on the back of his chair. Laughed at nothing. He was drunk. Properly drunk. The floor was moving for him and his sentences had stopped making sense two beers ago. Six beers and three glasses of wine on a Sunday night. He grabbed the bottle and his glass and shuffled to the living room. His feet were dragging on the hardwood. He bumped the doorframe with his shoulder going through.

He dropped into his recliner. The leather groaned under him. He kicked the footrest up and sank back and spilled wine on his polo and didn't notice. The stain spread across his chest — red on baby blue — and he just sat there blinking at the TV.

I poured him another glass. Full. Set it in his hand. He drank half of it in one go and his eyes went glassy.

"Sit down, T.J.," Greg said. Waving his glass. Wine sloshing over the rim onto his wrist. "Make — make y'self at home. Mi casa es — what's the — mi casa." He laughed again. The laugh went on too long and turned into a hiccup.

T.J. sat on the couch. The opposite end from me. As far away as the cushions allowed. His back straight. His hands on his knees. His untouched wine on the coffee table.

Greg started talking. The '04 championship again. The same story he'd told at dinner. He didn't remember he'd already told it. He was slurring through the details — getting names wrong, mixing up the quarters, stopping mid-sentence to take a drink and losing his train of thought.

"So we're down — we're down fourteen in the — wait, was it the third? No the fourth — we're down and I call a — a—" He snapped his fingers. Trying to remember. His eyes squeezed shut. "Wheel route. No. Screen. It was a screen. Or maybe—"

"A wheel route, Coach?" T.J. said. Polite. Patient.

"Yeah! Wheel route. And the — the guy, the tight end, what was his name — big guy, Black guy, fast as hell — he catches it and just — just GOES—" Greg lunged forward in his recliner miming a catch and nearly fell out of it. He caught himself. Laughed. Took another drink.

I kept pouring. Every time his glass got low I filled it. He didn't notice. He was too busy reliving 2004 and too drunk to count his refills. I kept pouring and he kept drinking and I didn't feel bad about it.

T.J. raised his glass to his lips whenever Greg looked at him. Tilted it. Set it down. Same level every time. He wasn't drinking. I wasn't drinking. Greg was drinking for three.

"You know what I love about you, T.J.?" Greg pointed his glass at him. Wine splashing. His words running together now. "You remind me of — of that guy. The tight end. Same — same energy. Same..." He trailed off. His eyes drifted. Came back. "Same work ethic."

"Thank you, Coach."

"I mean it. You're — you're the best. The best I ever — ever coached." His eyes were filling up. Drunk tears. "Lauren. Babe. Isn't he the best?"

"He really is, honey." I poured Greg another glass.

Greg drank it. Told the same story a third time. Got halfway through and stopped. His chin dropped toward his chest. Came back up. Dropped again. His eyes were at half-mast. His mouth was going slack. The glass was tilting in his lap.

I slid across the couch. One cushion closer to T.J. He stiffened. My thigh pressed against his. My bare leg against his slacks.

"Y'all — y'all havin' a good time?" Greg's voice was barely there now. Thick and soupy. His eyes were closed. He opened them. Focused on nothing. Closed them again.

"Great time, babe," I said. "You should rest your eyes."

"Mm. Jus' — jus' for a minute." His head fell back against the recliner. The wine glass tilted. Tilted more. Red wine crept toward the rim. I watched it — one inch from spilling, half an inch — and then his hand went slack and the glass tipped and wine poured into his lap and he didn't move. Didn't flinch. Didn't open his eyes. Red wine soaking into his khakis and he was gone.

His breathing changed. The thin whistle started. His mouth fell open. His chest rose and fell. Slow. Deep. Out.

But not safely out. Drunk-out. Drunk-out. A loud noise could snap him awake for three confused seconds before he went under again. He was floating just beneath the surface and anything could pull him back up.

I looked at T.J. He looked at me. My thigh against his. Greg fifteen feet away — mouth open, wine in his lap, snoring — and not fully gone.

---


CHAPTER 24

I didn't wait.

I turned to T.J. and kissed him. Right there on the couch. My hand on his jaw, my mouth on his, my tongue pushing past his lips. He froze — every muscle in his body locking up — and I kissed him harder. Pressed my chest against his arm. Tilted my head and licked into his mouth and tasted wine and him and dinner and my pussy clenched.

"Mmmnnh—"

His lips were full and warm and he wasn't kissing me back. His body was a wall. His eyes were open — I could feel his lashes against my cheek. He was staring past me at the recliner. At Greg.

"Lauren—" he said against my mouth.

I kissed him deeper. My hand slid from his jaw to the back of his neck. My fingers pressed into the warm dark skin. I sucked on his bottom lip. Bit it. Pulled.

"Did you say something, babe?"

Greg. From the recliner. Eyes still closed. His voice thick and slurred. Half-asleep. He'd heard a sound — my sound, my moan against T.J.'s mouth — and his drunk brain was trying to place it.

I pulled back from T.J. one inch. My lips wet. His spit on my mouth.

"Nothing, honey." My voice came out steady. Normal. Wifely. "Just telling Terrence how much he — mmm—" I kissed T.J. again mid-sentence. Sloppy. My tongue in his mouth. "—how much he really enjoyed dinner."

"S'good chicken," Greg mumbled. His head lolled sideways on the recliner. His wine glass was tilting in his lap. "Tol' you she's a good cook, T.J."

"Yes sir," T.J. said. Against my mouth. My lips were on his and he was talking to my husband through the kiss. His voice came out tight and strangled. "Real good, Coach."

"Tha's my girl," Greg slurred. His eyes didn't open. His breathing was getting heavier. He was going under. Sinking into the recliner and the wine and the beer.

I grabbed T.J.'s face with both hands and kissed him hard. His resistance was crumbling — I could feel it. His lips softened against mine. His jaw unclenched. His tongue touched mine — hesitant, then not hesitant. His hand landed on my thigh and squeezed and he was kissing me back. Finally. His mouth opening. His tongue pushing into mine. His breath getting harder through his nose.

We were making out on my couch. Sloppy. Wet. My hands on his face, his hand on my thigh, our mouths working against each other. I could hear the sounds — the wet click of our lips and the soft moans I was swallowing and his breathing through his nose. And underneath it all — Greg's snoring. Thin and whistling and steady from the recliner.

"Mmm — fuck—" I whispered into his mouth. "I've been wanting to do this all night—"

"We're gonna get caught," he whispered back. But his hand was sliding higher on my thigh. Under my skirt. His dark fingers on my pale skin. Moving up.

"Babe?" Greg's voice. Weaker now. Fading. "Y'all still up?"

I broke the kiss. T.J.'s hand froze on my inner thigh. Both of us looking at the recliner.

"Yeah, honey. Just chatting. Go to sleep."

"Mmkay." A long exhale. His mouth fell open. The wine glass slipped from his hand and landed softly on the carpet. He didn't notice. His breathing changed — deeper, slower, the snore thickening from a whistle to a rumble.

He was out.

I turned back to T.J. His hand was still on my inner thigh. His dark fingers spread across my pale skin under my skirt. His cock was pressing against his slacks. His eyes were wide. His lips were wet from my mouth.

"He's out," I whispered.

"Lauren—"

I kissed him. Climbed onto his lap. My knees on either side of his thighs, my skirt riding up around my waist, my hands on his shoulders. I could feel his cock through his slacks — hard, thick, pressing up against my panties. I rolled my hips. Ground myself against him. My pussy dragging across the bulge in his pants.

"Oh fuck—" I breathed against his mouth. "Oh fuck, I can feel you—"

Greg snored fifteen feet away. His mouth was open. His chest was rising and falling. His pale soft body sunk into the recliner in the living room of the house he paid the mortgage on while his wife ground her pussy against his quarterback's cock on the couch where they watched TV every Friday night.

I pulled back. Looked at him. His face was close — his dark skin, his jaw, his brown eyes looking up at me. My hands on his shoulders. His cock hard under me. My husband snoring behind us.

"You ghosted me," I whispered. The playfulness was gone. "Last night. I sent you a picture and you left me on read."

His jaw tightened. "I was busy."

"You were on a date."

"Yeah. I was."

"While I was lying in bed next to my husband waiting for you to text me back like some desperate housewife."

"You are a desperate housewife."

The words stung. Not because they were mean — because they were true. I was a desperate housewife. I was a forty-one-year-old married woman who sent nudes to a twenty-four-year-old from her husband's bed and refreshed the text thread every three minutes. That's exactly what I was.

"Fuck you," I hissed. Quiet. My face inches from his. "You think you can ghost me? Huh? You think you can cum on my face and leave and not even text me back? You — you nigga—"

His hand came up fast. Grabbed my jaw. Squeezed. His dark fingers pressing into my cheeks. His eyes locked on mine. Close. Angry.

"Stop calling me that," he whispered. Through his teeth. "That ain't how you use that word."

"Then how do I use it?"

"You don't. You sound stupid every time you say it."

"Yeah?" I rolled my hips. Ground my pussy against his hard cock. Felt him twitch under me. "Why don't you show me how to use my mouth then."

His eyes changed. The fear was still there — but I saw it underneath. The hunger. I recognized it from the motel. From the parking lot. Derek. Not Terrence. Not the polite quarterback who said "yes sir, Coach." Derek. The one who choked me and slapped me and spat on me and fucked me until I couldn't walk.

He slapped me. Quick. Light. His dark palm cracking against my cheek — quiet enough that the sound didn't carry past the couch but hard enough that my head snapped sideways and my eyes watered.

"Shut up," he whispered. His hand moved from my jaw to my throat. Wrapped around it. Squeezed. My air thinned. My pulse hammered against his fingers. "Shut your mouth."

His other hand slid between us. Under my skirt. His fingers found the front of my panties — soaked through. I'd been wet since the kitchen. Since the dinner table. Since he'd walked through my front door and I'd realized who he was. His fingers pressed the wet fabric against my clit and I bit my lip hard and swallowed the moan and his fingers pushed my panties to the side.

"This what you want?" he whispered. His fingers slid between my bare lips. Two of them. Thick and dark and warm. They pushed inside me and I gasped — this sharp inhale that I caught between my teeth and held. "Huh? You want me to finger this married white cunt while your husband sleeps right there?"

"Yes — fuck — yes—"

---


CHAPTER 25

His fingers curled. Found the spot — the one he always found in seconds. He pressed into it and my thighs clenched around his hand and my hips rocked and I was grinding on his fingers on my couch with Greg snoring in the recliner.

"You a nasty white bitch, you know that?" His lips were against my ear. His hand on my throat. His fingers inside me. "Sitting on my hand in your husband's living room. On his couch. While he's right there."

"Mmmnnh — unh — don't stop—"

"Your husband right there." His fingers pumped faster. In and out. Wet sounds that I prayed were quiet enough. My pussy was drenched — I could feel it running down his fingers, soaking into his slacks, dripping onto the couch cushion. "He's right there and you're dripping all over my hand."

I grabbed his wrist. Not to stop him. To push him deeper. My hips were rolling — this slow desperate grind against his dark fingers while I bit my lip and squeezed my eyes shut and tried not to make a sound. Every nerve in my body was screaming and I had to stay silent. I had to cum without a sound while my husband slept fifteen feet away.

"Oh God — oh God — I'm — mmmnnh—"

His thumb found my clit. Pressed. Circled. His two fingers inside me, curling, stroking, and his thumb on my clit and his hand on my throat and Greg snoring and the couch cushion getting wetter under me and I was right there. Right on the edge.

Greg shifted in the recliner. The leather creaked. We both froze — his fingers still inside me, his thumb on my clit, my thighs clamped around his hand. I stared at the recliner. Greg's head rolled to the other side. His mouth smacked. A long exhale. The snoring resumed.

T.J.'s fingers started moving again.

"Cum for me," he whispered. "Cum on my fingers, white bitch. Quiet."

I came. Instant. No buildup. No slow climb. His thumb pressed my clit and his fingers curled and my body detonated. My pussy clamped around his dark fingers so hard he grunted and I shoved my face into his neck and sank my teeth into the collar of his button-down and screamed into the fabric. No sound came out. Just this muffled vibration against his throat while every muscle in my body seized.

My hips bucked. Once. Twice. This involuntary grinding against his hand — my pussy spasming around his fingers, my clit throbbing against his thumb, my thighs clamping shut on his wrist trapping his hand between my legs. My toes curled inside my shoes. My fingers dug into his shoulders — my pale nails biting through his shirt into the dark muscle underneath.

I was squirting. On my couch. On my husband's couch. This hot gush that flooded out of me around his fingers and ran down his wrist and soaked into his slacks and pooled on the cushion underneath us. The same cushion Greg sat on every Friday night with his feet up watching ESPN and a bowl of pretzels on his stomach. That cushion was getting darker. Wetter. My cum spreading through the fabric while Greg's mouth hung open in the recliner and his thin whistle-snore filled the room.

My body was shaking. These silent convulsions that rocked through me in waves — my abs clenching, my thighs quivering, my chest heaving against T.J.'s chest. And then I lost it.

My teeth slipped off his collar. My head came up. My mouth opened. And it came out — loud, broken, ripped from my chest before I could catch it.

"MNNGGHH — FUCKING CUMMING — AH, DADDY—"

The sound hit the room. Bounced off the walls. Filled the living room for one full second before T.J.'s hand clamped over my mouth. His dark palm sealed across my lips and nose and my scream died against his skin and my eyes went wide and I stared at the recliner.

Greg moved.

His head came up off the headrest. His eyes cracked open — glazed, unfocused, swimming in alcohol. He blinked. His mouth worked. He was looking in our direction but not seeing us. His drunk brain was trying to process the sound that had just hit his ears — his wife screaming "daddy" in his living room while a man's hand was over her mouth.

"Mmm... whas... babe?" Thick. Slurred. Barely conscious.

T.J.'s hand was still over my mouth. His fingers still inside me. My pussy still clenching. I was mid-orgasm — my body hadn't stopped, the spasms were still rolling through me, and I had to answer my husband while another man's fingers were knuckle-deep in my cunt and my squirt was soaking into the couch.

I peeled T.J.'s hand off my mouth. My voice came out wrecked — raw, breathy, cracked from the scream.

"Nothing, honey." A spasm hit. My thighs clenched. I swallowed a moan. "Just — mmph — stubbed my toe on the coffee table."

"Mm. 'Kay." His eyes closed. His head fell back. His mouth opened. Three seconds of silence. Five. The whistle-snore started again. Deeper this time. He was back under.

T.J. exhaled. I felt his whole chest decompress against mine. His heart was slamming — I could feel it through his shirt. Mine was slamming harder.

"Jesus fucking Christ," he whispered. His eyes were wild. "Lauren. What the fuck."

I was still cumming. Smaller now. Aftershocks. But still there — my pussy fluttering around his fingers, my clit throbbing, my thighs trembling. I'd just screamed "daddy" in my living room with my husband in the recliner and I was still cumming.

His quarterback's hand was inside his wife. His quarterback's dark wrist was soaked with his wife's cum. And Greg was dreaming about football.

The orgasm hit differently here. In the motel it was loud — screaming, thrashing, the bed slamming the wall. In the parking lot it was sloppy — my legs shaking, fogging the windows, moaning with my back against the car door. Here it was silent and violent. Everything turned inward. Every scream swallowed. Every moan bitten into his collar. My body wanted to explode and I wouldn't let it make a sound and the pressure of holding it in made it ten times worse. Ten times stronger. My vision went white around the edges and my ears rang and my pussy pulsed around his fingers in these deep clenching spasms that I felt in my spine.

This was obscene. This was beyond anything I'd done in the motel or the parking lot. Those were anonymous — secret, hidden, away from my life. This was in my life. On my furniture. In the room where I folded laundry and watched cooking shows and fell asleep on Greg's shoulder during movies. T.J.'s fingers were inside me where I lived. Where I was a wife. And I was cumming so hard my teeth were drawing marks in his collar and my squirt was ruining the couch cushion and my husband was right there and it was the dirtiest most fucked up thing I'd ever done and I wanted more.

---


CHAPTER 26

I wanted his cock. I wanted it inside me. On this couch. In this room. With Greg right there. I wanted T.J.'s thick Black cock stretching me open on the same spot where Greg and I sat every night and I wanted to feel him cum inside me and I wanted to sit in it afterward and I wanted Greg to sit on that cushion tomorrow and never know what soaked into it.

The aftershocks rolled through me. Slower now. My pussy still clenching around his fingers in weak pulses. My thighs twitching. My breath coming in shaky gasps against his neck. My whole body trembling in his lap. I could feel the wet spot under us — warm and spreading. I could feel my heartbeat in my clit. I could feel his fingers still inside me, still there, not moving, just letting me come down.

He pulled his fingers out. Slow. Wet. Held them up between us. Two dark fingers glistening with my cum in the dim light of the living room. He looked at them. Looked at me.

I opened my mouth. He slid them in. I tasted myself on his dark skin. Sucked his fingers clean. Looked him in the eyes while I did it.

Greg snored. Fifteen feet away. Mouth open. Wine in his lap.

T.J. pulled his fingers from my mouth. Wiped them on his slacks. Looked at the recliner. Looked at me. His face was tight.

"We shouldn't be doing this," he whispered.

I reached between us. Found his belt. Pulled the buckle. The metal clinked in the quiet room and we both froze — eyes on Greg. Nothing. Snoring. I pulled the belt open. Unzipped him. Slow. The zipper teeth parting one by one sounded deafening in the silence. I reached inside. Through the opening in his boxers. My fingers wrapped around his shaft — thick, hot, already hard. I pulled him out.

"Shut the fuck up," I said through my teeth.

His cock was in my hand. In my living room. Dark and thick and throbbing in my pale fist. I looked down at it — at the contrast, my white fingers around his Black shaft, my wedding ring pressing into his skin — and my pussy clenched so hard I whimpered.

"Ah — fuck—" I whispered. Stroking him. Slow. Feeling every vein under my fingers. The head was fat and hot and already leaking precum. "So big. So fucking big. I love this big Black cock — I love this nigga dick—"

He groaned. Low. Quiet. His head fell back against the couch. His hips shifted under me. His cock swelled thicker in my hand.

I rose up on my knees. My panties were still pulled to the side from his fingers. I positioned him underneath me — the head pressing against my wet slit, sliding between my lips, hot and blunt and so much wider than anything Greg had ever put inside me. I rubbed him against me. Back and forth. His head dragging through my wetness, bumping my clit on every pass. My cum coating him. His precum mixing with my slick.

"Mmmnnh — fuck — I need it—"

I looked over my shoulder at Greg. Passed out. Snoring. Wine stain on his polo. His soft pale body slumped in his recliner while his wife rubbed a Black man's cock against her pussy on his couch.

I looked back at T.J. His eyes were on me. Dark. Hungry. Derek was back. The nervousness was gone. His hands found my hips — dark fingers gripping the pale flesh under my skirt — and he pulled me down.

The head pushed inside me.

The stretch. God, the stretch.

My face crumpled. Eyes squeezing shut. Mouth falling open. Every muscle in my face contracting at once — this grimace that was half pain half shock half something that didn't have a name. His cock head spread me open and my pussy stretched around it and I sank down an inch and my whole body went rigid on top of him.

"Nnnngh—"

The sound came out strangled. Through my teeth. I collapsed forward onto his chest — my forehead against his collarbone, my hands grabbing fistfuls of his shirt, my thighs shaking on either side of his hips. He was barely inside me — just the head, just the first thick inch — and I was already fuller than Greg made me with everything he had.

Just the head. And it was already too much. My pussy was stretched around the fat dark tip of his cock and my walls were gripping it and my entrance was burning and I could feel every millimeter of him. Just the head.

Greg had been inside me two nights ago. Tuesday. In our bed. In the dark. He'd pushed his soft little dick inside me and I hadn't felt it go in. I'd had to reach down and check — is it in? Yes. It was in. All of it. His full four inches buried inside me and my pussy hadn't registered the difference between empty and full. He could've been inside me or not and I wouldn't have known without looking. That was my husband. That was the man I'd been having sex with for eighteen years. A man whose entire cock could fit inside me without my body noticing.

T.J.'s head — just the head, just the first inch — was stretching me so wide my eyes were watering. My lips were spread tight around his girth. My entrance was burning from the stretch. I could feel the ridge of his head pressing against my walls, could feel the heat of him, could feel the veins on his shaft pulsing against my opening. One inch of his Black cock and my pussy was screaming. Greg gave me four inches of nothing. T.J. gave me one inch of everything.

And he wasn't even halfway in.

His hands found my ass. Both of them. His dark palms cupping my cheeks through my skirt — one on each side, his fingers spreading wide, sinking into the soft pale flesh. He squeezed. Hard. His fingers digging in, gripping, pulling my cheeks apart. I could feel the cool air hit my wet pussy where his cock was stretching my entrance and his hands were spreading me open.

"Shhh," he whispered. His lips against my hair. "Slow."

I sank down another inch. My pussy stretched wider. The shaft was thicker than the head — this impossible girth that my body fought and accepted at the same time. My walls gripping him. Squeezing. My wetness making it slick but not enough — the friction burned and the burn felt good and I bit down on his shirt and sank another inch.

"Oh fuck — oh fuck oh fuck—" Muffled into his chest. My hips trembling. My thighs quivering against the couch cushions. Halfway down and my pussy was so full I could feel my heartbeat around his cock.

His hands squeezed my ass harder. He pulled me down — slow, firm, guiding me with his grip. Another inch. Another. My body opening for him. Stretching around his thick dark shaft while my skirt bunched around my waist and my panties dug into my hip where they were pulled to the side and my knees pressed into the couch cushions and Greg snored behind me.

I bottomed out. His cock buried to the root. My ass sitting in his lap. His pelvis pressing against my clit. Every inch of him inside me — filling me, stretching me, reaching deep into my stomach where Greg's cock had never been. I sat there for a second. Just breathing. His cock throbbing inside me and my pussy clenching around it in slow pulses and the fullness was so complete I couldn't think.

---


CHAPTER 27

He lifted his head. His mouth found my neck. Kissed it. Slow. Open-mouthed. His full lips pressing into my pale skin, his tongue tracing a line from my collarbone to my jaw. His beard scratching against my throat. He kissed up to my ear. Bit the lobe. I whimpered against his chest.

His hands slid up from my ass to my waist. Found the bottom of my blouse. Pushed it up. My stomach. My ribs. His fingers found my bra — pushed it up too, rough, not bothering with the clasp. My tits fell free. Heavy and pale and my nipples already hard.

His mouth dropped. He took my left nipple between his lips and sucked.

"Ahh—"

The sound escaped before I could catch it. His mouth was hot and wet and his full dark lips sealed around my pink nipple and he sucked so hard my back arched and my hands flew to the back of his head. He wasn't gentle about it. His tongue pressed flat against my nipple and swirled — slow at first, then faster, this slippery wet circle that made my toes curl and my thighs clench against his hips. His lips pulled. His cheeks hollowed. He was sucking my nipple into his mouth and rolling it with his tongue and the wet slurping sound it made in the quiet living room was obscene.

"Mmmnnh — oh God — mmph—"

I shoved my fist against my mouth. Bit down on my knuckle. His tongue was flicking now — fast little strokes across the tip of my nipple while his lips held it. Back and forth. Back and forth. Each flick sent a jolt straight from my breast to my clit and my hips jerked on his cock.

He bit down. His teeth closing around my nipple — not hard enough to hurt, just enough to make me gasp. Then he pulled. Stretched it between his teeth. Let it snap back. Bit again. Harder this time. I whimpered into my fist and my pussy clenched around his shaft and he groaned against my breast — this deep vibration that hummed through my nipple and into my chest.

Greg had never done this. Greg hadn't put his mouth on my tits in years. I'd gone from a B-cup to a D and he hadn't noticed and he definitely hadn't put his mouth on them. The last time Greg had touched my breasts during sex was — I couldn't even remember. Three years ago? Four? He'd cupped one through my nightgown for maybe ten seconds and then moved on. Like it was a step on a checklist. Touch breast. Check. Move to next step. He didn't suck them or lick them or bite them. A limp palm on fabric for ten seconds and then nothing.

T.J. was devouring me. His mouth switched to my right nipple and he bit down immediately — teeth first, then tongue, then suction. He was nibbling and licking and sucking all at once. Sloppy. Hungry. His spit was running down the underside of my breast and dripping onto his shirt. His dark lips glistening wet against my pale skin. He was moaning against my tit — these low groans that vibrated through the flesh and made my whole breast buzz.

"Unh — fuck — your mouth — mmmnnh—"

I was rocking on his cock now. I couldn't help it. My hips had started moving on their own — this slow grinding circle with his cock buried inside me and his mouth on my tits and every sensation feeding into every other sensation until I couldn't tell where his cock ended and his mouth began. My nipple between his teeth. His shaft between my walls. His tongue circling. My hips circling. Everything wet and tight and pulsing.

He pulled off my nipple with a pop. Loud. Wet. Looked up at me — his dark eyes, his full lips shiny with spit, my nipple red and swollen and glistening in front of his face.

"Damn," he whispered. Holding both my tits in his dark hands. Squeezing them together. Watching them spill over his fingers. "Love these big white tits."

He blew on the wet nipple. Cool air on wet skin. My nipple tightened so hard it ached and I whimpered and he grinned and took it back in his mouth.

Eighteen years I'd been married to a man who treated my tits like doorknobs — something he grabbed on the way to somewhere else. Eighteen years of Greg's thin dry lips and his closed mouth and his limp little squeeze-and-release. And here was T.J. — sucking and biting and groaning against my breast like it was the best thing he'd ever tasted. Worshipping them. His dark head between my pale tits, moving from one to the other, leaving each one wet and red and throbbing. My nipples were swollen and sensitive and raw and every flick of his tongue made my pussy clench around his cock and every clench made him groan and every groan vibrated through my breast and made me clench again.

"Mmmnnh — mmmnnh — oh God — don't stop—"

I was biting my knuckle so hard I could see the teeth marks. My other hand was on the back of his head pushing his face deeper into my chest. My hips were rocking faster now. His hands found my ass again — gripping, spreading, pulling me into his grind. His dark fingers dimpling my pale skin. His thumbs pressing into the crease where my thighs met my cheeks.

"Mmmnnh — mmmnnh—" I was biting my lip. Rocking on his cock. The couch was creaking — this faint rhythmic groan from the springs underneath us that sounded loud enough to wake the dead in the silent room. I slowed down. Made the movements smaller. Tighter. His cock barely moving inside me but I could feel everything — every ridge, every vein, the fat head pressing deep inside me, my walls gripping him.

His mouth came off my nipple. Wet. He looked up at me. I looked down at him. My tits hanging in his face. His dark skin. My pale skin. His full lips shiny with spit. My pink nipples hard and wet from his mouth.

He kissed me. Pulled my face down to his and kissed me deep. His tongue in my mouth. My tongue in his. Both of us breathing hard through our noses. I rocked my hips while we kissed — this slow filthy grind with his cock buried inside me and his tongue in my mouth and his hands on my ass and my husband asleep in his recliner behind us.

The couch creaked.

I froze. Looked over my shoulder. Greg was right there — fifteen feet, the recliner, the wine stain, his mouth hanging open. I stared at him while T.J.'s cock was buried inside me. My husband. Fifty-two. Pale. Soft. His thin arms on the armrests. His reading glasses pushed up on his forehead. His chest rising and falling with that pathetic little whistle.

We'd bought this couch together. Three years ago. Pottery Barn. Greg had sat on every one in the showroom, bouncing on the cushions, testing the firmness. "This one, babe. This one's perfect." He'd been so proud. Carried the throw pillows to the car himself. And now his couch was creaking under the weight of his wife riding his quarterback and he was asleep ten steps away with wine in his lap.

I looked at Greg's face. Slack. Peaceful. Oblivious. I looked at T.J.'s face underneath me. Jaw tight. Eyes dark. His cock throbbing inside me.

I rocked my hips. The couch creaked again. We didn't stop.

---


CHAPTER 28

I rolled my hips faster. Wider circles. His cock was hitting deeper now — this spot way up inside me that made my thighs shake every time I ground against it. My clit was crushing against his pelvis on every forward roll. The pressure was building. My pussy was getting wetter — I could hear it. This faint slick sound every time I rocked. His cock sliding inside my soaked cunt on his coach's couch.

"Fuck — you feel so good—" I whispered against his mouth. "You feel so fucking good inside me—"

His grip on my ass tightened. He started moving his hips — pushing up to meet my grind. Small thrusts. Controlled. His cock driving a fraction deeper on every upstroke.

The couch springs groaned louder. I didn't slow down. I sped up.

The fear was gone. Drained out of me and replaced by recklessness. My hips were rolling wider. Harder. The careful tight little circles I'd started with were opening up into full rocks — my ass lifting off his lap, sinking back down, my pussy sliding up his shaft and dropping back to the base. Actual riding. Actual fucking. On the couch. With Greg right there.

"Mmmnnh — unh — fuck—" My whisper was getting louder. I could hear myself and I couldn't bring it down. The moans were climbing out of my throat and I was biting my lip and pressing my mouth into his shoulder but they kept coming. Louder. Breathier. The sounds I made for Derek — not the sounds I performed for Greg.

"Unh — unh — oh God — your cock — mmmnnh—"

The couch was protesting. Every rock of my hips made the springs creak and the frame groan and the cushions squelch from the wet spot underneath us. It was rhythmic now — creak, squelch, creak, squelch — steady and obvious and if Greg opened his eyes he'd see the back of my head bobbing above the couch and hear the wet sounds and the springs and my breathing and he'd know. He'd know in one second.

I didn't care.

That was the terrifying part. Five minutes ago I was frozen with fear when the couch creaked once. Now it was creaking with every thrust and I was grinding harder. The danger had flipped. It wasn't scaring me anymore — it was fueling me. Every creak of the couch made my pussy clench tighter. Every snore from Greg made me roll my hips wider. My husband was right there and instead of slowing me down it was making me fuck his quarterback harder.

T.J. felt it. His hands gripped my hips — not my ass anymore, my hips, pulling me down onto him with every rock. His thrusts were getting bigger. Less careful. His cock pushing deeper on every upstroke, his pelvis slapping against my clit, his breath getting ragged.

"Chill — chill—" he whispered. "You gon' wake him up—"

I didn't slow down. I grabbed his face. Kissed him hard. Rocked my hips faster. The couch was screaming under us — this rhythmic groaning that filled the living room. My tits bouncing against his chest. My ass slapping against his thighs. Wet filthy sounds leaking out from between us.

"Mmmnnh — fuck me — fuck me — don't stop—"

I wasn't whispering anymore. I was talking. Low and breathless but not a whisper. My voice was in the room. My moans were in the room. Greg's snoring was getting drowned out by the sound of his wife getting fucked on his furniture.

T.J. grabbed the back of my neck. Pulled my forehead against his. Our eyes locked. Noses touching. His breath hot on my mouth.

"You crazy as shit," he breathed. "You fucking crazy."

"Mhm." I rolled my hips. Felt his cock hit that spot deep inside me and my eyes fluttered. "And you love it."

He thrust up into me. Hard. The couch slammed. I gasped — loud — and we both looked at the recliner.

Greg didn't move. His mouth was open. His chest was rising and falling. The snore was thick and wet now. Deep drunk sleep. He was gone. Really gone.

I looked back at T.J. He looked at me. Both of us breathing hard. His cock throbbing inside me. My pussy soaked around him.

I started riding him again. Faster than before. I wasn't quiet about it anymore.

---


CHAPTER 29

His hands grabbed my hips. Pulled me down. Hard. His dark fingers digging into my pale flesh — gripping, bruising, leaving marks that would sit next to the ones from the parking lot. My hips were moving fast now — rising and dropping, rising and dropping — my ass slapping against his thighs with every downstroke. The couch was thudding. Not creaking anymore — thudding. This heavy rhythmic slam that shook the coffee table and rattled the wine glasses and Greg slept through every single one.

"Unh — unh — unh—"

I leaned forward. My mouth next to his ear. My tits pressed flat against his chest. My hands gripping his shoulders — my nails dragging down his dark skin through his open shirt, leaving pale scratches across his collarbone. I could feel his muscles flexing under my fingers. His chest tensing with every thrust. His abs tightening against my stomach.

The couch slammed the floor and I looked at the recliner. I couldn't help it. My eyes went to Greg every few seconds — this sick compulsion to look at what I was doing to him while I was doing it.

He'd shifted. His head had rolled to the side facing us. His mouth was slack. His eyes were closed but his face was pointed in our direction — if he opened them right now he'd be looking straight at the back of the couch. He wouldn't see much. Just the top of my head bobbing. Just my blonde hair swinging. But he'd hear it. He'd hear the couch. The wet sounds. The breathing. He'd hear his wife moaning and he'd hear a man's voice that wasn't his groaning underneath her and he'd know.

His polo had ridden up. I could see his stomach — pale, soft, this doughy white belly with thin blond hair trailing down to his waistband. His belly rising and falling with each snore. That stomach. I'd been lying next to that stomach for eighteen years. I'd rested my head on it watching TV. I'd poked it and told him he should do sit-ups and he'd laughed and sucked it in for two seconds and let it go. That was my husband's body. Soft and pale and small.

And underneath me — T.J.'s body. Dark. Hard. Every muscle carved and flexing. His abs tight against my stomach. His chest solid under my hands. His arms thick and veined. Two men in my living room. One soft and white and asleep. One hard and Black and inside me.

"Fuck me harder," I hissed into his ear. "Fuck me harder, you son of a bitch—"

He thrust up. The couch slammed against the floor.

"You love this married white pussy, don't you—" My voice was ragged. Breaking. My hips grinding down onto him while I talked into his ear. "You love fucking me next to my husband — you nigga — you love it—"

He groaned. His grip on my hips tightened. His hips snapped up faster — meeting my downstrokes, driving his cock deeper, the slap of our skin getting louder.

"Mmmnnh — fuck — harder — you big dicked Black son of a bitch — HARDER—"

I was losing it. The whisper was gone. My voice was climbing. Each word louder than the last. I was talking into his ear but I could've been talking to the room. The obscenities were pouring out of me — this stream of filth that I couldn't control and didn't want to.

My body was a mess. Sweat was running down my chest — pooling between my tits, dripping off my nipples onto his stomach. My hair was stuck to my face. My thighs were burning — the muscles screaming from riding, my quads cramping, my knees raw against the couch cushions. I'd been grinding on top of him for — how long? Five minutes? Ten? I didn't know. My legs wanted to quit and I wouldn't let them. I kept riding. Kept grinding. Kept slamming my hips down onto his cock because stopping wasn't an option. Stopping meant going back to Greg's bed and Greg's limp little dick and Greg's thirty-second performances and I'd rather ride this man until my legs gave out than go back to that.

I was soaked. My pussy was drenched — I could hear it with every thrust. This sloppy wet churning that was louder than the couch springs. Louder than my moaning. This filthy squelching that came from my married pussy stretched around a Black man's cock, my wetness coating his shaft, running down his balls, dripping onto the cushion that was already ruined. The sound was obscene. In the quiet living room with nothing but Greg's snoring and the muted TV — that wet sound was the loudest thing in the house. Slck. Slck. Slck. Rhythmic and relentless and if Greg woke up that sound alone would tell him everything.

My tits were swinging. Heavy and loose and slapping against each other every time I dropped my hips. Slick with sweat. My nipples still raw and swollen from T.J.'s mouth. They bounced with every thrust — up and down, side to side — and T.J. was watching them. His dark eyes tracking my pale tits swinging above him while he fucked up into me.

"You like fucking Coach's wife? Huh? You like this white cunt? — unh — you fucking — mmmnnh — you love it — you love nutting in my married pussy while my husband's right there—"

His hand came up. Covered my mouth. Pushed my head back. His dark palm sealed across my lips and he looked at me — eyes wild, jaw clenched, sweat on his forehead — and he fucked me harder. His hips driving up off the couch cushion. The springs screaming. My ass bouncing in his lap. My muffled moans vibrating against his palm.

I licked his hand. Bit the meat of his palm. He pulled it away and I grabbed his face with both hands and kissed him and talked into his mouth between kisses.

"Fuck — me — harder — you — nigga—"

Each word punctuated by a thrust. His cock slamming up into me. My pussy stretched around him. My clit crushing against his pelvis. My tits bouncing between us — heavy, swinging, slapping against his chest with every impact.

He grabbed both my ass cheeks. Spread them. Pulled me down onto his cock and held me there — buried to the root, his pelvis grinding against my clit — and thrust up in short hard jabs. Fast. Deep. Controlled bursts that hit that spot inside me and made my vision stutter.

"Oh fuck — oh FUCK—"

"Keep talking," he growled. Low. Through his teeth. His dark eyes locked on mine from below. His jaw tight. Sweat on his temples. "Say that shit again."

"You — you nigga — you big Black—"

He thrust up so hard my body lifted off his lap. My ass came off his thighs and slammed back down and his cock drove so deep I choked on my own moan. His hands were crushing my hips. His dark fingers dug into my pale flesh so hard the skin went white around his knuckles.

"Yeah," he grunted. "Keep going."

Every filthy word I said made him fuck me harder. I could feel it — a direct line between my mouth and his hips. The raceplay was doing something to him. He'd never admit it. He'd told me to stop saying nigga. He'd told me I sounded stupid. But his cock was throbbing inside me every time I said it and his hands were gripping me harder and his thrusts were getting rougher. My words were driving him. Fueling him. This forty-one-year-old married white woman calling him nigga in her husband's living room with her husband right there — it was fucked up and degrading and wrong and his cock was harder than it had ever been inside me.

"I love your big Black cock — I love this nigga dick—"

"Fuck—" He grabbed my hair. Yanked my head back. His hips snapped up and the couch slammed and he groaned — this deep guttural sound from his chest that he'd been holding in all night. It came out raw and loud and he didn't bother catching it. "This pussy — goddamn—"

"It's yours — this married white pussy is yours—"

"Say it louder."

"It's YOURS — my husband's right there and this pussy is YOURS—"

He sat up. Shifted underneath me. His arms wrapped around my waist and suddenly he was sitting upright on the couch with me in his lap and his face was in my tits and he was biting my nipple and thrusting up into me and groaning against my breast and I grabbed his head and pulled his face deeper into my chest.

"Mmm — fuck — you like these big white tits, daddy? My husband doesn't touch them — he doesn't — unh — he doesn't even look at them — but you — mmmnnh—"

"Shut up about your husband," he growled into my breast. His teeth on my nipple. His tongue flicking. His hips slamming up. "I don't wanna hear about that man right now."

"He's right there—"

"I know where he's at." He pulled off my nipple. Looked up at me. Sweat running down his dark face. His brown eyes locked on my blue ones. He wasn't scared anymore. He wasn't nervous. Derek was fully back. "I know exactly where he's at. And I know where I'm at. I'm inside his wife. On his couch. In his house." He thrust up. Held it. Deep. His cock pulsing inside me. "And he ain't gon' do shit about it."

I moaned. Loud. My hands on his face. His words hit me harder than his cock — the confidence, the ownership, the absolute disrespect of saying that with Greg ten feet away. He wasn't just fucking me in Greg's house. He was claiming me in Greg's house. In front of Greg. While Greg slept.

My nails raked down his chest. Four pale lines through his dark skin. He hissed through his teeth and his hips bucked. I did it again. Harder. Scratching him. Marking him. Leaving my white nails scored into his Black skin the same way his dark fingerprints were bruised into my white hips. We were marking each other. Writing on each other's bodies. Evidence that neither of us would be able to explain tomorrow.

"You fucking — big Black — mmmnnh — I love your cock — I love this nigga dick in my married cunt — my husband could never — he could — unh — NEVER—"

"Nah," he said. Grunting. Thrusting. His hands gripping my ass. "He couldn't. He can't. And he won't." Each sentence a thrust. Each thrust deeper than the last. "That's why you here. That's why you on my dick right now instead of in that bed with him."

My pussy clenched so hard around his cock that he groaned and his eyes rolled for a second.

"Fuck," he breathed. "Yeah. Keep talking. Keep saying that shit."

The couch was destroyed. The cushion soaked through — saturated, dark under my knees, squishing every time I dropped my hips. The throw pillow next to us had fallen off. The other one was jammed between T.J.'s hip and the armrest, stained with something wet.

Greg's couch. Tomorrow he'd sit here and eat his pretzels and rest his hand on the cushion and never know what soaked into it. The stain would be there. Into the fabric. Into the foam. Permanent.

I could flip the cushion. I could scrub it. I could Febreze it and steam clean it and tell Greg I spilled wine.

Or I could leave it.

The thought made my pussy clench around T.J.'s cock and I ground down harder.

His hands were everywhere. Gripping my ass. Pulling my hair. Grabbing my tits. Squeezing my throat. He was taking over — not letting me ride anymore, fucking up into me from underneath. His hips doing the work. My body bouncing on top of him. The couch hammering the floor in a steady beat.

I was babbling. Words crashing into each other. Half-sentences and moans and profanity all tangled together. I was gripping his face and staring into his dark eyes and riding his cock and the couch was slamming and my tits were bouncing and I was drooling and sweating and my makeup was running and I sounded insane and I was insane.

I caught it in the TV.

The screen was dark — muted, standby mode, this black mirror on the wall across from the couch. And in it I could see us. The reflection. Dim and ghostly but clear enough. A pale woman on a dark man's lap. Blonde hair swinging. White skin bouncing on Black skin. Her arms around his neck. His hands on her white ass. Moving. Rocking. This rhythmic silhouette of two bodies fucking on a couch.

I stared at it. At myself. At what I looked like from the outside. A forty-one-year-old white woman in a hiked-up skirt riding a twenty-four-year-old Black man on her husband's couch. My tits bouncing in the reflection. His dark hands gripping my pale hips. The shape of us together — his broad dark shoulders, my narrow pale ones on top of them. His body big and solid underneath mine. Me small and white and bouncing on top of him.

It looked like porn. It looked like the thumbnails I'd scrolled past on my phone in the bathroom — the ones with titles I'd never say out loud. Married white wife. Black bull. Husband in the next room. I was the thumbnail now. I was the video. Except this wasn't a screen I was watching. It was my living room. My couch. My reflection. My husband asleep in the same frame — I could see him in the TV too. This dark shape slumped in the recliner behind us. The three of us in one image. The wife. The lover. The husband who didn't know.

I rode him harder. Watching myself in the dark screen. Watching my white ass bounce in his dark lap. Watching the shape of his cock disappearing into me on every downstroke. I couldn't look away.

"Son of a bitch — you fucking — mmmnnh — I can't — you're so deep — you're so fucking deep inside me — my husband doesn't — he never — you nigga you ruined me — you ruined my pussy — unh — UNH—"

His jaw clenched. He was groaning now. Deep. His stomach flexing. His thighs rigid under me. His cock throbbing thick and heavy inside my pussy. He was getting close. I could feel it — his cock swelling, his rhythm stuttering, his balls tightening against me.

But I was closer.

---


CHAPTER 30

The words stopped. All of them. The raceplay. The SPH. The filthy whispered confessions. Everything drained out of my mouth and what was left was just sound.

"Unh — unh — unh — unh—"

Me. Grunting. Punched out of me with every thrust. My voice raw and hoarse and broken.

"Nnngh — shit — nnngh—"

Him. Groaning under me. Deep bass rumbles that I felt through his chest into mine.

Slck. Slck. Slck. Slck.

My pussy. Soaked and stretched around his cock. The wet sound of him sliding in and out of me — obscene, rhythmic, relentless.

THUD. THUD. THUD.

The couch. Slamming the floor. The frame rocking. The springs screaming.

Ssshhhh — wwwhhhh — ssshhhh — wwwhhhh.

Greg. Snoring. His thin wet whistle cutting through everything. In. Out. In. Out. Steady. Peaceful. Oblivious. The soundtrack of my husband sleeping while his wife got fucked ten feet away from him.

All of it together. My grunting and his groaning and the wet slapping and the couch slamming and Greg's snoring. These five sounds layered on top of each other filling my living room on a Sunday night. Words were gone. Names were gone. Just bodies and furniture and a sleeping man who didn't know.

"Unh — unh — AH — oh God — oh God—"

My voice came back. Climbing. The pressure was building — this tightening in my core that was spreading outward through my hips and my stomach and my thighs. My pussy was gripping his cock so tight he was grunting with every thrust. My clit was swollen and throbbing against his pelvis. Everything was building. Everything was tightening.

"I'm gonna — oh fuck — I'm gonna cum — FUCK—"

"Nnngh — yeah — yeah—" His jaw clenched. His hands crushing my hips. His cock swelling inside me.

"I'M GONNA CUM — I'M GONNA CUM ON YOUR BIG BLACK COCK — FUCK — I'M — I'M—"

Greg coughed.

The recliner creaked. A wet hacking cough that cut through the room — through my screaming, through the couch slamming, through all of it. I heard him sputter. Heard the leather groan as his body shifted. Heard him groan — this thick drunk mumble as his brain tried to surface through the alcohol.

T.J. didn't freeze.

He stood up. Just — stood up. Off the couch. With me still on him. His cock still inside me. His hands gripping my ass. He lifted me off the cushion and stood to his full height and my legs wrapped around his waist on instinct and my arms locked around his neck and he was holding me. Carrying me. One arm under my ass, his cock buried deep, and he was walking.

I looked over his shoulder. Greg was moving in the recliner. His hand came up and rubbed his eyes. He coughed again — wet, phlegmy, drunk. His head was coming up off the headrest. His eyes were trying to open. Blinking. Squinting against the lamplight.

"Mmm — whas — what time—"

T.J. was already at the stairs. I was clinging to him — my face pressed into his neck, my legs around his waist, his cock shifting inside me with every step. He took the first stair. Then the second. My weight was nothing to him. He was carrying a hundred and forty pounds of married white woman up her own staircase with his cock inside her and he wasn't breaking a sweat. First-round pick. The body that ran a four-five forty and threw a ball sixty yards and carried a football program on its back. And right now it was carrying me to my bedroom.

"Babe?" Greg's voice from downstairs. Groggy. Lost. "Lauren? You — y'all still up?"

T.J. was on the landing. Walking down the hallway. Past the wedding photo on the wall. Past the bathroom door. Toward the bedroom. My bedroom. Greg's bedroom. Our bedroom.

"Going to bed, honey," I called down. My voice cracked. His cock was inside me and I was talking to my husband from the top of the stairs. "T.J.'s using the guest bathroom. Go back to sleep."

Silence from downstairs. Then the recliner creaking. A long exhale. The snoring started again.

T.J. pushed open the bedroom door with his shoulder. Carried me inside. The door swung wide and stayed open. The hallway behind us. The stairs at the end of it. Greg at the bottom.

---


ACT 7 — THE BEDROOM

---


CHAPTER 31

He threw me on the bed.

His cock slipped out on the throw. The sudden emptiness hit me as my body left his and I hit the mattress. My back bounced on the sheets. My head landed on Greg's pillow and his shampoo hit me — that drugstore brand he'd been using since I met him — and I was lying in my husband's scent with my skirt around my waist and my bra shoved up and my tits out and my pussy swollen and wet and gaping and dripping a trail of juice onto the comforter.

"Mmmnnh — unh — put it back — put it back in me—"

I hadn't stopped whimpering since the couch. Every step up the stairs I'd moaned into his neck. Every step down the hallway I'd gasped. And now I was on my back on my husband's bed whimpering at the ceiling because his cock wasn't inside me and my body couldn't handle the absence. Twenty minutes of being full and now I was empty and it felt wrong. My pussy was clenching around nothing. Open. Stretched. Wet. Aching for him.

The trail we'd left through the house. I thought about it lying there — my juices dripping off his cock on the hardwood, on the stairs, one wet spot on every other step soaking into the carpet, past the wedding photo, wet drops on the wood that Greg would step over barefoot tomorrow on his way to make coffee.

T.J. pulled his shirt over his head and dropped it on the floor. Greg's side of the room. Next to his nightstand. His slacks were in a heap beside it — he'd grabbed them off the living room floor on his way past, scooped them up without breaking stride while he carried me. He was naked. Standing at the foot of my bed. Dark and carved and sweating. His cock wet and hard and bobbing.

He climbed onto the bed — the mattress groaned under him, deep and heavy, so much heavier than when Greg got in — and he was between my legs and his cock found me and he slid back in.

Easy. Wet. No resistance. My pussy opened for him and took him and he sank to the root in one smooth stroke and a long broken moan climbed out of my chest because he was back. He was inside me again. On my husband's bed. In the sheets I'd washed two days ago. On the pillow that smelled like Greg.

"Ohhhh fuck — yes — yes—"

I wrapped my legs around his waist. Pulled him deeper. Locked my ankles behind his back. His dark chest pressed against mine. His weight on me — heavy, solid, real. His face above mine. His breath on my mouth.

"Fuck me," I whispered. My hands on his face. My eyes on his. "Fuck me in my husband's bed."

He started slow. Rolling his hips. Deep grinds that pressed his pelvis against my clit and stirred his cock inside me. I moaned. Low. Quiet. The couch volume — the volume I'd trained myself into for the last hour. Swallowed. Controlled.

His hands found my tits. Cupped them. Squeezed.

"AHHH — FUCK—"

The pain shot through me. My tits were raw — bitten, sucked, slapped, every inch of them tender and swollen from what he'd done to them on the couch. His nipple marks were still there. The bite marks. The red handprints from the slapping earlier. And now his hands were squeezing them and the overstimulation hit my whole body and the scream tore out of me before I could catch it.

My hand flew to my mouth. Clamped down. Instinct. An hour of training — be quiet, Greg's right there, don't make a sound. My palm sealed across my lips and my eyes went to the door. The open door. The hallway and the stairs and Greg at the bottom of them.

"The door—" I said against my hand. "The door's open—"

T.J. grabbed my wrist. Pulled my hand off my mouth. Pinned it to the mattress above my head. His fingers wrapped around my wrist, pressing it into the pillow. He looked at the door. Looked at me.

"Leave it," he said.

"He'll hear—"

He slapped my tit. Hard. The raw flesh stung and I yelped — the sound traveling through the open door and down the hall.

"I said leave it." He thrust into me. Deep. "And stop covering your mouth."

"He'll hear—"

"He's out." He squeezed my tit again. His thumb rolled over my swollen nipple — the one he'd bitten on the couch, still raw, still tender — and I hissed through my teeth and my back arched off the mattress. "Let me hear you."

"Mmmnnh — it hurts — they're so sensitive—"

"I know." He pinched my nipple. Twisted. I yelped — loud, sharp, bouncing off the bedroom walls. My free hand grabbed his forearm. Not to stop him. To hold on. "That's what I wanna hear. That. Right there."

He squeezed both tits. Hard. His fingers sinking into the swollen flesh, the bruised skin, the bite marks from his own mouth. Pain and pleasure hitting at the same time — my tits aching and my pussy clenching and I moaned and it came out at full volume and I didn't cover my mouth this time.

"Unh — oh God — unh—"

"Louder."

He thrust. Deep. His cock driving into me while his hands crushed my sore tits. My mouth fell open.

"UNH — FUCK — UNH—"

"There she go." He was grinning above me. His white teeth. He thrust again. Harder. His hands squeezing my tits in rhythm with his hips. Squeeze. Thrust. Squeeze. Thrust. Each one pulling a sound from me that was louder than the last.

"Ahh — AHHH — oh God — it's too much — nnngh—"

My voice dropped. Instinct. I heard myself getting loud and I pulled it back — swallowed the moan, bit my lip, the couch training kicking in.

He slapped my face. Quick. Not hard. A wake-up slap. My cheek stung and my eyes snapped to his.

"Don't." He thrust deep. "Don't go quiet on me."

"The door's open—"

He slapped my tit. The sore one. I yelped.

"I know the door open." Thrust. "Let him hear."

"Unh — unh—"

"Louder."

"Unh — UNH—"

He slapped the other tit. Both of them stinging now. Red. Swollen. Each slap pulling a sharper sound from my throat.

"LOUDER."

"AHHH — FUCK — AHHH—"

"That's it." He slapped my face again. Harder this time. My head snapped sideways on the pillow and I gasped and my pussy clenched and he groaned. "Keep going. Be loud. I wanna hear you through that door."

He was training me. Slap by slap. Every time I got quiet he hit me. My tit. My cheek. My tit again. And every slap yanked a louder sound out of me until I stopped pulling back. Until the moans came on their own. Full volume. Pouring out through the open door and down the hallway and down the stairs.

"You been holding that in all night." He slapped my tit one more time — hard, the flesh rippling, the sound cracking through the room. "Let it out."

I let it out. A moan that started in my chest and climbed through my throat and filled the bedroom. Long. Loud. Broken. My mouth wide open and my eyes squeezed shut and every swallowed scream from the couch coming up at once.

---


CHAPTER 32

He thrust harder. The headboard tapped the wall. My moans were climbing with every thrust. I was listening for Greg between each one. Moan — silence — nothing from downstairs. Louder moan — nothing. My voice climbing. The open door carrying every sound into the hallway.

"Mmmnnh — unh — YES — unh — YESSS—"

The headboard hit the wall harder. The bed frame rocked. No footsteps on the stairs. No coughing from the recliner. The house was silent except for me. My voice and the bed and his grunting filling every room between here and the man asleep downstairs.

"GIVE IT TO ME — UNH — GIVE IT TO ME—"

He grabbed both my wrists. Pinned them above my head with one hand. His other hand on my hip. His cock driving into me. My tits bouncing free — sore and swollen and jiggling with every thrust. I was loud now. Not screaming yet — but loud. Talking. Moaning. Nobody coming to stop me.

He leaned down. His mouth next to my ear. His cock buried deep. His weight pressing me into the mattress.

"Told you he was out," he said. Then he pulled back and slammed in so hard the headboard cracked against the wall and the sound echoed through the bedroom and I screamed.

"GIVE IT TO ME — GIVE IT TO ME — UNNHH—"

The relief was physical. My jaw unclenched. My throat opened. My chest expanded. Every muscle that had been holding my voice down for the last hour relaxed and I screamed and the sound filled the room and bounced off the walls and I didn't cover my mouth.

He fucked me hard. His hips pistoning. The headboard hammering the wall in a steady beat — BANG BANG BANG BANG. The bed frame rocking. The mattress springs screaming underneath us. My body jolting up the bed with every thrust — my head sliding on the pillow, my blonde hair fanning across the cotton, my hands grabbing at the sheets.

"RIGHT THERE — RIGHT — UNHHH — DON'T STOP — DON'T YOU FUCKING STOP—"

His weight was pinning me into the mattress. I could barely breathe. His chest crushing my tits flat. His body so heavy on mine that the mattress swallowed us both — this deep dip in the center of the bed that had never been there before because Greg weighed a hundred and sixty pounds and the heaviest thing he did in this bed was roll over. T.J. was driving me through the mattress. The springs were bending under us. The frame groaning. This bed had never been fucked like this. Eighteen years of Greg's soft little pumps and now the headboard was punching a hole in the drywall.

I grabbed his ass. Both hands. Dug my nails in. Pulled him into me. His ass was hard — muscle flexing under my fingers with every thrust. I clawed at him. Raked my nails across his skin. Drew lines. Left marks. Then I slapped him. My open palm cracking against his lower back — wet smack of hand on sweaty skin. He grunted. I slapped him again. Harder. His back was slick with sweat and my hand stung and I kept hitting him — slapping his back, his shoulder, raking my nails down his spine leaving white trails through his dark wet skin.

"FUCK ME NIGGA — FUCK ME — HARDER—"

It came out different this time. Not careful. Not Karen. Not the pronunciation-conscious white lady reading off a cue card. I screamed it. Full throat. The word ripped out of me raw and unfiltered and I didn't flinch and I didn't laugh at myself and I didn't think about how I sounded. I just said it. Because the door was wide open and Greg was downstairs and his cock was inside me and I was free and the word felt right in my mouth for the first time.

"NIGGA — FUCKING NIGGA — WRECK THIS WHITE PUSSY — WRECK ME—"

I was slapping his back on every thrust. My palm cracking against his wet skin in rhythm with the headboard. SLAP. BANG. SLAP. BANG. My nails digging into his shoulders and dragging down — long red scratches that would be visible in the locker room tomorrow. His teammates would see them. His coach would see them. Greg would see the scratch marks on his quarterback's back and never in a million years connect them to his wife's fingernails.

Three weeks of motels and parking lots and fake names and whispering. Three weeks of holding it in. Not anymore. The bedroom door was wide open and the leash was off and I was screaming and clawing and I wasn't going back.

"GIVE ME THAT NIGGA DICK — HARDER — I SAID HARDER — BREAK THIS BED — BREAK HIS FUCKING BED—"

I was raking his back with both hands now. Ten nails dragging through dark wet skin. He was hissing and groaning and fucking me harder — every scratch made his hips snap faster, his cock drive deeper. My nails on his skin were doing to him what his dirty talk did to me. Fuel. I scratched and he fucked and I screamed and he grunted and we were feeding each other's violence in my husband's bed and the headboard was punching the wall and the bed was sliding and the springs were shrieking and I was the loudest thing in the house.

"YESSS — YESSS — FUCK YOUR WHITE BITCH — FUCK ME LIKE MY HUSBAND CAN'T — UUNHH—"

"BREAK THIS PUSSY — BREAK IT — IT'S YOURS — UUNHH—"

He was grunting above me. Deep. Heavy. His rhythm brutal. Not the controlled grinding from the couch — this was unleashed. Full power. No holding back. The bed frame was sliding across the floor with every thrust — the legs scraping on the hardwood, the whole bed inching toward the wall.

I looked sideways. Greg's nightstand. His reading glasses folded on top of a coaching manual. His water glass. His phone charger coiled in a neat loop. His melatonin bottle. The boring evidence of my husband's bedtime routine sitting three feet from where T.J.'s cock was hammering into his wife.

"YESSS — YESSS — GIVE ME THAT BLACK COCK — GIVE ME — UNHH — UNHH—"

The bed was screaming. I was screaming. His body was slamming into mine and every thrust drove the air from my lungs and I'd suck it back in just to scream again. My voice didn't sound like mine. Raw and ragged and broken — guttural wailing that came from my stomach not my throat. My neighbors could hear this. Through the walls. Through the windows. The whole street could hear Greg Hadley's wife getting fucked through his mattress and I was too far gone to form a thought about it.

His hand found my throat. Squeezed. My screaming cut to a choked gurgle and my eyes bulged and my pussy clenched and he fucked me harder. His dark hand on my white throat in my husband's bed. His hips driving. The headboard punching the wall.

"Nnngghh — ggllk — mmmnnh—"

The sounds I made with his hand on my throat weren't words. Wet choking gurgles that came out between his fingers. My eyes were watering. My face was going red. My legs were shaking around his waist. And I was cumming — right there, right then, without warning — a sudden violent orgasm that crashed through me and locked every muscle and I arched off the bed and my nails dug into his shoulders and I came so hard the wet spot under my ass doubled in size and soaked through the fitted sheet.

---


CHAPTER 33

He didn't stop. He didn't slow down. I was still convulsing — my pussy spasming around his cock, my thighs twitching, aftershocks rolling through me — and he pulled out. Grabbed my hips. Flipped me.

One hand. One motion. He grabbed my hip with his right hand and flipped me from my back to my stomach and I yelped — sharp, surprised — because my body went airborne for a second. A hundred and forty pounds and he tossed me over with one arm. My tits hit the mattress first — slapping against the sheets, the swollen flesh bouncing and settling heavy underneath me. My cheek hit the pillow. The room spun. My legs tangled in the sheets and he grabbed my ankles and straightened them out behind me and I was face down and rearranged and it had taken him two seconds.

The air hit my pussy. Cool and sudden against the swollen wet mess between my legs — my lips puffy and spread, my entrance gaping from his cock, slick and dripping. Everything was vivid. The sheets against my nipples — raw and bitten and every thread scraping against them like sandpaper. The wet spot under my stomach — my own squirt, warm and soaking through the fitted sheet. My ass in the air. Exposed. My thick pale cheeks spread from the position — round and heavy, still jiggling from the flip, the flesh settling and wobbling. Face down and ass up and completely open and I couldn't orient myself. My orgasm was still rolling through me and my vision was blurry and the room was sideways and before I could get my hands under me his palm shoved the back of my head down into the pillow and held it there.

Greg couldn't flip me. Couldn't roll me. Couldn't move me without asking. "Can you turn over, babe?" — that's how position changes worked with Greg. A polite request. A pause. Me doing the work. Shuffling around on the mattress while he knelt there waiting with his half-hard little dick wilting in the cold air. Every position change killed whatever momentum there was because he didn't have the strength to move a woman's body without her cooperation.

T.J. didn't ask. T.J. grabbed and threw. His one hand on my hip had more force than Greg's entire body. I was a thing to be positioned. And the roughness of it — the casual violence of being grabbed and tossed — made me yelp again. Not pain. Not fear.

My face was in Greg's pillow. His shampoo. That drugstore smell. It filled my nose — my husband's scent, the spot where he laid every night for eighteen years — and I breathed it in while T.J. grabbed my hips from behind and yanked my ass into the air.

My face in the pillow. My ass in the air. My pussy swollen and wet and gaping and another man lining up behind me in the bed I shared with my husband.

He slammed in.

The angle. God the angle. Doggy was deeper than missionary — I knew that, I'd felt it in the motel, the parking lot bent over the center console — but this was different. He drove into me from behind and his cock hit places it hadn't reached on my back. Deeper. Fuller. The head pressing into the front wall of my pussy on every inch, dragging against it, thick blunt pressure that made my legs go weak and my arms buckle. My elbows gave out and my chest dropped to the mattress and my ass stayed up and the angle got even steeper and he sank deeper and I felt him in my stomach.

"FUUUCK—"

The sound ripped out of me into the pillow. My fingers clawed at the sheets. My back arched. My ass pushed back into his hips on instinct — my body wanting more before my brain could process what was happening. The wet sound of entry was obscene. A thick slick SQUELCH that echoed in the quiet bedroom — my soaked pussy swallowing his cock, my wetness coating him. The whole room could hear it.

His hands gripped my hips. Pulled me back onto him. His pelvis pressed flat against my ass — his hipbones digging into my soft cheeks. He held it there. Buried. Every inch. His cock throbbing inside me. My pussy stretched around his shaft — tight and swollen and gripping him. The heat of him deep in my body where Greg had never been. Where Greg could never be. Greg's four inches didn't reach this place. Greg's four inches barely reached past my entrance. T.J. was so deep the pressure sat behind my belly button.

He pulled back. Slow. Every inch sliding out — every ridge, every vein dragging against my swollen walls. My pussy gripped him, tried to hold him in. He pulled back until just the head was inside me — that fat head stretching my entrance, holding me open — and then he slammed forward again.

My hips drove into the mattress. My ass rippled from the impact. My fingers tore at the sheets and my back arched and his cock drove so deep my breath stopped.

He grabbed my hair. Fistful of blonde. Yanked my head up off the pillow.

"Nah." His voice was low behind me. Winded. "Don't bury that shit. Let him hear it."

My head came up. My mouth was open. And the next thrust ripped a scream out of me that hit the bedroom walls and carried through the open door to where my husband was sleeping.

"AHHH — AHHH — FUCK — HARDER—"

---


CHAPTER 34

He fucked me harder. His hips slamming into my ass — a wet heavy CLAP on every thrust that echoed through the room. My ass rippling from the impact. His hands gripping my waist — fingers dug into my soft flesh, pulling me back onto his cock every time he drove forward. The bed was moving. Sliding across the hardwood. Each thrust pushing it another inch toward the wall until the headboard hit the drywall and started punching it in a steady rhythm.

CLAP. BANG. CLAP. BANG.

His hips and the headboard. Two sounds. The wet slap of his pelvis against my ass and the dry crack of wood against wall. Over and over. Steady. Relentless.

"GIVE IT TO ME — UNH — GIVE IT — HARDER — UUNHH—"

He spanked me. His palm cracking against my right cheek — open-handed, full swing, his arm coming down from above his shoulder. The sound was louder than the headboard. CRACK. The sting exploded through my body and I yelped and my pussy clenched and my ass — my thick ass, the one that had gotten bigger every year of my marriage, the one that filled out my jeans and stretched my dresses and jiggled when I walked through Whole Foods — rippled from the impact. The flesh shook. Waves rolling through the cheek from where his palm had landed. The handprint was already blooming — his fingers and his palm pressed into my skin in hot pink.

He spanked me again. Left cheek. Harder. The same ripple — the heavy flesh bouncing and jiggling, both cheeks shaking now, my whole ass wobbling between his hips. I was thick back here. Thirty-five pounds heavier than my twenties and most of it lived in my ass and my hips and my thighs. A lot of soft flesh for his hand to crack against.

"More — spank me — fucking spank me—"

He gave me more. Alternating cheeks. CRACK. CRACK. CRACK. Each slap landed and my cheeks bounced — heavy, thick, jiggling for a full second after impact before the next one hit and set them shaking again. My ass was in constant motion. Bouncing from the spanking and bouncing from the fucking — his hips slamming from behind sending ripples through my cheeks at the same time his palm sent ripples from the side. The flesh never stopped moving. Never settled.

The sting was layering. Each slap landing on top of the last one's heat. My skin going from pink to red to raw — both cheeks burning, welting, his handprints overlapping until my whole ass was one solid throbbing red. The heat radiated off my own skin. The welts swelling under his palm. And every slap made my pussy clench tighter around his cock and my moans pitch higher and my back arch deeper — presenting my ass for the next one. Pushing it up. Offering it.

"Nasty white bitch," he grunted behind me. His rhythm never breaking. His cock slamming into me while his hand painted my ass red. "Beggin' to get spanked in her husband bed."

"YES — I'M BEGGING — SPANK YOUR WHITE BITCH — UUNHH—"

My ass was on fire. Both cheeks. The skin hot to the touch — his hips hitting my welted cheeks stinging fresh every time he bottomed out. His handprints everywhere. Overlapping. Dark red on pale skin. His marks on Greg's wife's ass. Evidence that wouldn't fade by morning.

I reached back. My hand found his thigh — hard, flexing with every thrust. I grabbed it. Pulled him into me. Dug my nails into the muscle. I wanted him deeper. I wanted him to split me in half on this mattress. I wanted the bed to break. I wanted Greg to wake up and hear it and I didn't care anymore — that thought should've terrified me and instead it made my clit throb.

He leaned over me. His chest pressed against my back. His weight pushing me flat into the mattress. His mouth found my ear. His breath hot and ragged.

"This pussy mine," he said. Low. Between thrusts. "You hear me? This married white pussy is mine."

"It's yours — mmmnnh — it's yours daddy—"

"Say his name."

"Wh-what?"

"Say your husband name." He thrust deep. Held it. His cock throbbing inside me. His mouth against my ear. "Say it while I'm inside you."

"G-Greg—"

His cock twitched inside me. A hard involuntary pulse the second my husband's name left my mouth. His grip on my hips tightened. His fingers dug deeper into my flesh. He liked it. He'd never say it but his cock just told on him.

"Louder."

"Greg—" My voice cracked. His cock was buried in me to the root and he was making me say my husband's name. "Greg — his name is Greg—"

Another twitch. Harder. His hips ground forward — pressing his cock deeper, grinding against my ass, his pelvis crushing against my raw welted cheeks. His breathing changed behind me. Faster. Heavier through his nose. His jaw was clenched — I could hear his teeth, a faint grinding sound. Hearing his coach's name while his cock was inside his coach's wife was doing something to him. Something his body was admitting even if he never would.

"And whose pussy is this?"

"Yours — it's yours—"

"Not Greg's?"

"No — fuck — it was never Greg's — unh — it was NEVER his—"

He slammed into me. Hard. One brutal thrust that drove the air out of my lungs and my face into the mattress. His cock swelled — thicker, fatter, his shaft stretching my walls wider than it had all night. Greg's name was making him harder. The disrespect of it. The ownership. His coach's wife face down on his coach's bed saying his coach's name while his cock was buried in her. His hips started moving — fast, vicious, punishing. Not the steady rhythm from before. This was angry. This was him fucking his coach's wife because she was his coach's wife and that made it better.

"UUNHH — FUCK — GREG COULD NEVER — HE COULD NEVER FUCK ME LIKE THIS — UUNHH—"

He grunted behind me. Loud. A deep primal sound he'd been holding back and her husband's name ripped it out of him. His hand cracked across my ass — hard, my welted skin screaming — and he fucked me harder. Greg's name had flipped a switch in him. Every thrust was a statement. Every slam of his hips against my ass was an answer to the question he'd just asked. Whose pussy is this. His. Not Greg's. His. And he was proving it with every stroke.

My face dropped into the pillow. Greg's smell in my nose. His name in my mouth. Another man's cock in my pussy. I was screaming into the pillowcase and biting the cotton and clawing the sheets and the bed was slamming the wall and T.J. was grunting behind me and I could feel it building again. Already. Another orgasm. Climbing through my body.

"Oh God — oh God I'm gonna cum again — I'm gonna — FUCK—"

His hand reached under me. Found my clit. His fingers pressing against it — slick, swollen, throbbing — and he rubbed. Fast tight circles while his cock hammered into me from behind and I came apart. My face buried in the pillow. My screams muffled in the cotton. My pussy convulsing around T.J.'s cock. My squirt flooding the sheets — soaking through the fitted sheet and into the mattress pad and into the mattress itself. Greg's side of the bed.

---


CHAPTER 35

His cock was still going. Still hard. Still slamming. He hadn't cum.

He pulled his hand off my clit. Grabbed my hair again. Yanked my head back — hard, my scalp burning, my neck arching, my mouth falling open at the ceiling. His other hand cracked across my ass. The sting from the last round hadn't faded and the fresh slap hit the raw skin and I screamed — a broken wail that bounced off the bedroom walls and went straight out the open door.

"AHHH — FUCK — AHHH—"

He spanked me again. Same cheek. Harder. Then the other cheek. Then back. CRACK. CRACK. CRACK. His hips never stopped — slamming into me from behind, the CLAP of his pelvis against my ass mixing with the CRACK of his palm. Two rhythms. Fucking and hitting. His fist in my hair keeping my head yanked back so my screams went up at the ceiling instead of into the pillow.

"UNH — UNH — SPANK ME — FUCKING SPANK ME — HARDER—"

He gave me harder. His hand punishing my ass — the flesh jiggling and burning, the welts rising under his palm. My skin was on fire and every slap made my pussy clench tighter and my moans pitch higher.

He let go of my hair. Both hands on my hips now — fingers digging into my flesh, gripping, bruising. He pulled me back onto his cock with every thrust. Using me. My face dropped into the pillow and I bit the cotton and my hands clawed at the sheets and he was fucking me so hard my knees were sliding on the mattress.

He grabbed my hair again. Twisted it around his fist. Pulled until my back arched and my tits hung and swayed with every thrust and my throat was exposed and my mouth was open and I was making sounds that weren't words. Just noise. Raw broken noise pouring out of me.

His free hand found my throat from behind. Squeezed. His fingers wrapping around my neck from the back — pulling me up off the mattress by my hair and my throat at the same time. My body bent backward. My back arched to its limit. My tits hanging. His cock buried deep and his hand on my throat and his fist in my hair and I was choking and gasping and what was building inside me had no name.

CRACK. He let go of my throat and slapped my ass again. Then grabbed my hair with both hands — both fists tangled in my blonde hair — and used it like reins. Pulling me back onto him. My scalp screaming. My ass on fire. His cock hammering.

"UUNHH — FUCK — YES — PULL MY HAIR — BEAT MY ASS — UUNHH—"

He hadn't cum. My pussy was oversensitive and wrecked and he was still hard and still going. His stamina was inhuman. Greg lasted thirty seconds on a good night. T.J. had been fucking me since the couch — through carrying me up the stairs, through missionary, through flipping me, through doggy — and he was still slamming and his breathing was heavy but controlled and he hadn't cum.

His cock was swelling inside me. Thicker. Harder. A pulsing heat that meant he was close.

His rhythm changed.

Not faster. Not slower. Tighter. His strokes got shorter — deep grinding thrusts that didn't pull back more than a few inches before slamming forward again. His hips pressing against my ass on every stroke. Holding there for a beat. Then pulling back and driving in again. His breathing harder, rougher, heavy grunts punched out through his teeth on every thrust.

He was getting close.

I pushed back into him. My hands gripping the sheets — bunched and twisted and soaked — and I rocked my hips backward to meet every thrust. My ass slamming into his pelvis. The impact rippling through my cheeks. His hips driving forward and my ass pushing back and the CLAP was louder now. Wetter. Heavier. A thick meaty smack that filled the bedroom every half second.

CLAP. CLAP. CLAP. CLAP.

The bed was creaking under us. Not the headboard anymore — the frame itself. The joints groaning. The slats flexing. Eighteen years of gentle sleeping and now two bodies slamming into each other hard enough to slide the whole frame across the floor. The legs scraping on the hardwood. The mattress springs whining. The headboard tapping the wall in quick short beats.

"Nnngh — fuck—" he grunted behind me. Low. Tight. His fingers digging into my hips so hard I could feel his nails. "Fuck—"

I rocked back harder. My arms locked straight. My back arched. My ass up and presented and bouncing back into him on every thrust — meeting him halfway, swallowing his cock, my cheeks clapping against his pelvis and rippling from the impact.

He groaned. A deep sound from his chest that he wasn't trying to hold in anymore. His hands slid from my hips to my ass — cupping both cheeks, spreading them, his thumbs pressing into the soft flesh near my crack. He watched himself. I knew he was watching — watching his cock slide in and out of me, watching my ass bounce and jiggle, watching the wet mess between us.

"Mmmnnh — you gonna cum? — unh — cum in me — cum inside me—"

"Shut up—" Through his teeth. His hips snapping faster. The bed frame groaning louder. His fingers crushing my ass cheeks.

I didn't shut up. I pushed back harder. My ass slamming into him. Rocking back and forth on my hands and knees — desperate, rhythmic, my whole body working, my tits swinging under me and my hair hanging in my face and my ass bouncing and I was fucking him back as hard as he was fucking me.

The bed was screaming. The springs were shrieking. The frame was rocking side to side and the headboard was tapping the wall in a frantic uneven beat — tap tap TAP tap TAP TAP — because his rhythm was breaking. Stuttering. His controlled hammering was falling apart. His thrusts getting uneven — hard then harder then a pause then three fast ones — and his groaning was getting louder and less controlled and his grip on my ass was shaking.

"Unh — fuck — I'm finna—"

His voice cracked. His hips slammed forward and held. His cock buried deep — so deep I felt it in my stomach. His pelvis pressed flat against my ass. His fingers dug into my cheeks so hard the skin went white around his knuckles. His body was rigid behind me. Every muscle locked.

"I'm finna nut — fuck — FUCK—"

I shoved my hips back into him. Ground my ass against his pelvis. Squeezed my pussy around his cock — tight, rhythmic, milking him. My hands clawing at the sheets. My face turned sideways on the mattress. Greg's nightstand in my line of sight. His reading glasses. His coaching manual. His water glass.

"Give it to me — cum in me — breed me — breed your white bitch—"

He slammed forward. One final thrust that drove me flat into the mattress — my tits crushed against the sheets, my hips pinned, his full weight behind it. His hands found my shoulders and gripped and his cock was buried to the root and he came.

"FUCK—"

His balls tightened against me. Heavy. Full. I'd felt them slapping against my clit the whole time — fat and swinging with every thrust — and now they pulled up tight and clenched and his cock swelled inside me and the first thick rope of cum hit me deep.

No condom. No pill. Nothing between us. His bare cock shooting thick hot cum straight into me and I felt every drop.

---


CHAPTER 36

"OH FUCK CUM INSIDE ME!!! OH SHIT! MAKE ME PREGNANT, YOU NIGGA!"

The words ripped out of me. Full volume. Through the open door and down the hallway and down the stairs. I didn't decide to say them. They came from somewhere below my brain — somewhere animal and desperate and honest — and they were out of my mouth before I could think.

He grunted. Deep and guttural from his chest. His hand cracked across my ass. Hard. The hardest he'd hit me all night. The sting exploded through my body and I screamed and shoved my ass back into his crotch — pressing my sweaty cheeks flat against his pelvis, grinding back, sealing him inside me. His cock pulsed. Another thick rope of cum. Hot and heavy and deep.

"BREED ME — BREED THIS WHITE CUNT — PUT A BABY IN ME—"

I was screaming into the mattress. My face sideways on the sheets. My fingers clawing the cotton. My ass glued to his crotch — pressed together so tight I could feel his heartbeat through his cock. His balls were against me — hot and heavy, still pulsing, still emptying themselves into me.

He spanked me again. CRACK. My cheek was already raw — welted and red from his palm all night — and the fresh hit on top of the old ones made my eyes water and my pussy clench and another pulse of cum flooded into me.

"Yeah?" His voice was wrecked. Hoarse. Barely a word. He spanked me again — the other cheek. "That what you want?"

"YES — FUCK — YES — MAKE ME PREGNANT — GIVE ME A BABY — GIVE ME YOUR BLACK BABY—"

The words kept coming. I couldn't stop them. My toes were curling — all ten of them, cramping, my feet flexing against the sheets. My fingers clawing the mattress. My back arched so deep my stomach was off the bed and my ass was shoved up into his crotch and my shoulder blades were pressed together and every muscle in my body was locked and trembling. I'd never said any of this before. Not in the motel. Not in the parking lot. Not on the couch downstairs. I'd said breed me — plenty of times, part of the script, part of the raceplay I fumbled through with my Karen delivery. But this was different. This wasn't dirty talk. My voice was cracking and my eyes were wet and I was screaming about getting pregnant and I meant it. Or my body meant it.

"KNOCK ME UP — UUNHH — YOUR CUM IS SO DEEP — EVERY DROP — FILL ME UP — BREED YOUR WHITE BITCH—"

His hand cracked across my ass. Both cheeks — alternating, fast, CRACK CRACK CRACK, his palm punishing my raw skin while his cock pulsed and throbbed inside me. Each slap made my ass bounce and my pussy clench and each clench milked another wave of cum out of him — thick and hot, shooting deeper with every pulse, his balls pressed tight against my clit and emptying into me. My thighs were shaking. Full convulsions that made my knees slide on the sheets. My stomach clenching in involuntary spasms — my abs contracting, my hips bucking back into him, my body doing things I wasn't telling it to do.

"GIVE ME A LIGHT SKIN BABY — GIVE ME YOUR BABY — I WANT IT — I WANT YOUR BLACK BABY GROWING INSIDE ME—"

I didn't know where it was coming from. I'd cheated on my husband for three weeks. I'd sucked his cock in parking lots and swallowed his cum in motel rooms and fucked him on my husband's couch. But I'd never talked about getting pregnant. Never said light skin. Never screamed about breeding like I was begging for it with my whole body. And right now my whole body was begging. My pussy clamping down on his cock in rhythmic squeezes — milking, pulling, sucking the cum out of him. My hips rocking back in tight circles — grinding his cock inside me, stirring his cum deeper. My ass pressed so hard against his crotch that his pubic bone was grinding against my taint and his balls were mashed against my swollen clit and every micro-movement sent a jolt through my spine.

His cum was inside me. Thick and hot and deep. Not Greg's pathetic dribble — T.J.'s cum. The cum of a twenty-four-year-old athlete in his prime. His balls still pulsing. Still pumping thick ropes into me. The heavy hot weight settling deep, filling me, his cock twitching with every pulse.

"MORE — GIVE ME MORE — DON'T STOP — UUNHH—"

I was grinding back into him. Circular. Desperate. My hands gripping the sheets so hard my knuckles ached. My face was wet — tears or sweat or both. My nipples scraping against the cotton with every grind — raw and bitten and each drag made me hiss through my teeth. My hair was plastered to my face and neck. Sweat running down my spine, pooling in the small of my back where his stomach pressed against me. Soaked. Every inch of me. Sweat and tears and cum and squirt — covered in fluids, mine and his, sticky and slick and dripping onto the sheets.

He grabbed my hair. Yanked my head back. His other hand spanked me — CRACK — and his cock pulsed again and another hot flood pumped into me. How much cum was inside me. It felt like it had been pouring in for minutes — thick and endless, his balls heavy and full and dumping everything into my bare unprotected pussy. His cum was leaking around his shaft now — too much, too full, running out of me down my lips despite his cock still plugging me. Thick white trails sliding down toward my clit. Dripping onto the sheets.

"NNNGGHH — FUCK — YOUR CUM IS SO THICK — SO FUCKING THICK — MY HUSBAND'S CUM IS NOTHING — HIS CUM IS WATER — YOURS IS — UUNHH — YOU'RE GONNA GET ME PREGNANT — YOU'RE GONNA KNOCK UP YOUR COACH'S WIFE—"

His grip on my hair tightened. He groaned — loud, broken, a sound I'd never heard him make before. His hips jerked against my ass. Involuntary. Grinding. His cock buried to the root and still pulsing and his cum was leaking out of me — running down my lips, dripping between my thighs, thick and white and hot. But most of it was staying. Deep inside. Where his cock had put it.

"Give it to me," I whispered. My voice was shot. Raw. The screaming had stripped my throat and now I was whispering into the sheets. "Every drop. I want every drop inside me."

His body shuddered. One last pulse. His cock throbbed — weak this time, the last of it, his balls finally emptying. His full weight settled onto my back. Two hundred and thirty pounds of sweaty muscle pressing me flat into the mattress. His cock still inside me. Still plugging me. Keeping everything in.

I lay there. Face in the sheets. His weight on me. His cum sitting deep inside my bare pussy. My ass raw and welted and pressed against his pelvis. My hair tangled in his fist. My throat wrecked from screaming. My pussy stretched and swollen and full — so full his cum shifted inside me when I breathed.

His breathing was slowing against my back. Heavy. Settling.

Greg's snoring drifted up from downstairs. Thin. Steady. Unchanged.

Neither of them had any idea what I'd just done.

---


CHAPTER 37

I covered my face with both hands.

He'd pulled out. I remembered that. The sound of it — a wet thick slide, his cock dragging out of me inch by inch, my swollen walls gripping him the whole way, trying to keep him in. And then the head popping free. An obscene slick POP that echoed in the quiet room. And the flood. His cum pouring out of me the second he wasn't there to plug it — thick and hot and heavy, gushing out of my gaping pussy, running down between my lips, sliding between my ass cheeks, pooling on the sheet under me. My pussy was too stretched, too open, too wrecked to hold anything in. It just poured out.

Then his weight lifted off my back. Two hundred and thirty pounds gone in one motion. The mattress sprang back — the springs decompressing, the foam expanding after being crushed flat. The cool air hit my sweaty back where his chest had been. My skin prickled. I shivered.

I didn't move. Didn't roll over. Didn't look.

I heard him. His feet on the hardwood — bare feet padding across the floor. The soft sound of fabric. His shirt going over his head. His slacks — the soft rustle of fabric, the zipper, the button. Belt buckle clinking. Each sound precise and unhurried. He was getting dressed in the dark three feet from where I lay face down and leaking and crying into the sheets and he wasn't rushing. Wasn't panicking. Wasn't whispering oh shit or what did we just do. The same way he got dressed at the motel. Routine.

His shoes. His sneakers on the hardwood. He walked to the bedroom door. Stopped. I could feel him standing there. Looking at me or not looking at me — I didn't know because my face was buried in the sheets and my eyes were squeezed shut and I was crying. Not sobbing. Just tears. Steady and silent running down my cheeks into the cotton.

He didn't say anything. Not goodbye. Not are you okay. Not I'll call you. Nothing. He stood in the doorway for two seconds or ten seconds — I couldn't tell — and then his footsteps went down the hallway. Past the bathroom. Past the linen closet. Past the wedding photos. Past eighteen years of my marriage in six steps.

Down the stairs. Each one creaking under his weight. Fourteen steps. I counted them through the open door. One. Two. Three. His sneakers on the carpet, then the hardwood at the bottom. Then silence. A long one. He was in the living room. Standing near the front door. Greg was right there — passed out in his recliner, mouth open, wine in his lap, snoring that thin whistle. Did T.J. look at him? Did he look at his coach — this fifty-two-year-old man slumped in a chair with wine on his breath — and think about what he'd just done to his wife upstairs? Did he feel anything? Guilt? Satisfaction? Nothing?

The front door opened. Closed. Quiet. Careful with it — even now, even after everything, he was careful with the door. The same guy who said "yes sir, Coach" and "thank you, Mrs. Hadley" at the dinner table. Polite enough to close the door softly on his way out of a house where he'd just bred the man's wife.

His car started in the driveway. The engine rumbled through the walls. Headlights swept across the bedroom ceiling — a slow arc of white light that moved across the ceiling fan and the closet door and the wall above the bed where his wife was lying face down in a pool of another man's cum. The light passed. The engine faded down the street. Gone.

He'd left me the same way he always left me. The same way he left me at the motel. The same way he left me in the parking lot. Finished, dressed, gone. Except this time I was crying.

Somewhere in there — after the headlights faded, after the engine went quiet — I'd rolled over. Onto my back. I didn't remember doing it. Just that one moment my face was in the sheets and the next I was staring at the ceiling fan going in slow circles above me. My body had done it on its own. The way you roll over in your sleep.

Thirty minutes later and I was lying on my back in the center of the bed with my palms pressed against my eyes and my fingers curled into my hair and my elbows pointed at the ceiling. Hiding. From the room. From the sheets. From the wet spot under my ass and the smell of sex hanging in the air and the open door and the dark hallway and the sound of my husband snoring downstairs.

Not shame. Not really. There was shame — it was in there somewhere, buried under everything else, this dull ache in my chest that knew what I'd done was wrong. I'd fucked another man in my husband's bed. I'd screamed about getting pregnant. I'd begged for his cum. I'd said things — give me a light skin baby, knock up your coach's wife — that I couldn't unhear and couldn't unsay and couldn't explain to myself in any way that made sense. Those words had come out of my mouth. My mouth. Lauren Hadley's mouth. The HOA chair. The woman who sent Christmas cards with cursive fonts and drove a Lexus and went to brunch on Sundays. That woman had screamed nigga and begged to be bred and there was shame in that. Somewhere. Deep down.

But that wasn't why I was crying.

I was crying because it felt good. Thirty minutes later and my body was still humming — a constant low thrum of pleasure that lived in my bones and wouldn't leave. The ecstasy hadn't stopped. It had settled into something deeper than orgasm.

My face was wet under my hands. Tears running down my temples into my hair. Crying and shaking and still lit up. I couldn't tell which was which — was I shaking from crying or from the aftershocks. The shame making the pleasure sharper and the pleasure making the shame worse and both of them feeding each other in a loop that wouldn't stop.

I was leaking. His cum. Thick and hot, oozing out of my swollen pussy in slow heavy drops that pooled on the sheet under my ass. My pussy was open. Gaping. Stretched wide and not closing. His cum on the sheets, on my thighs, between my cheeks. Still thick and warm and wet. My pussy still clenching — involuntary, weak rhythmic squeezes around nothing. My body milking a cock that wasn't there anymore.

The tremors wouldn't stop. Full-body shudders that rolled through me every thirty seconds — my abs clenching, my thighs quivering, my fingers curling tighter into my hair. Not cold. Not scared. My nervous system was fried. He'd fucked me from the couch to the stairs to the bed through four or five or six orgasms and my body didn't know how to come down from it. Every nerve still firing. Every muscle still twitching. I was lying still and my body was vibrating.

The bed was destroyed. The sheets soaked — sweat and squirt and cum, all of it mixed together in a warm damp pool that spread out from my body in every direction. The fitted sheet was ruined. The pillow had my mascara on it. The mattress pad soaked through. The mattress itself wet. This bed would never be the same. Greg would sleep in it tomorrow night and it would never be the same.

I pressed my palms harder into my eyes. Saw colors. Stars. Pressure.

My clit throbbed. Thirty minutes and it was still pulsing — swollen and raw, this tingling numbness that wouldn't stop. Every pulse sent a jolt through my hips. Small. Weak. But constant. Residual pleasure that wouldn't let me come down.

I squeezed my thighs together. Clamping shut, trapping the mess between them, his cum squishing between my skin. My clit pressed between the soft flesh. Another throb. My whole body trembled. My hands pressed harder into my face.

I lay there. Hands over my face. Thighs squeezed shut. His cum leaking between them. My clit pulsing its numb endless pulse. Greg snoring downstairs. The ceiling fan going in slow circles above me.

I didn't move.

---


ACT 8 — THE MORNING AFTER

---


CHAPTER 38

Light through the curtains. Morning.

I sat up so fast the room tilted.

Naked. Completely naked on top of the sheets. The room reeked — sex and sweat and cum, thick and stale. My skin was sticky. My thighs tacky with his cum, hours old, still wet in the creases. My hair matted to my face. My tits bruised. My ass sore. I was a mess sitting in the middle of a bigger one.

The sheets were a crime scene. Stains everywhere — huge dark patches spread across the entire bed. The pillow had mascara smeared across it. The headboard had punched two dents in the drywall. The bed had moved six inches from where it normally sat, scratch marks scored into the hardwood.

Greg.

Did he come upstairs. Did he see this. Did he see me.

I listened.

Snoring. Downstairs. The thin whistle from the recliner. Still going.

I exhaled so hard my chest hurt. He was still down there. Still passed out. But morning meant he'd wake up soon. He'd shuffle upstairs for the bathroom and walk past the bedroom door — still open, I'd never closed it — and he'd see the sheets and smell the room and notice the bed was in the wrong place. I'd be done. My marriage would be done. Eighteen years — done. Because I couldn't keep my legs closed for one dinner.

I swung my legs off the bed. My feet hit the cold hardwood and I stood up and the room swayed. My body was wrecked. My legs were shaking — not from fear, from last night. My thighs were sore. My pussy was sore. My throat was sore from screaming. I caught my reflection in the dresser mirror and stopped. My mascara was smeared down both cheeks. My lips were swollen. I had a red mark on my neck from his hand. A bite mark on my shoulder. Bruises on my hips — dark finger-shaped bruises, four on each side, where he'd gripped me in doggy. I looked like I'd been in a fight. I looked like exactly what I was.

I moved fast.

Stripped the fitted sheet. Stripped the mattress pad — the stains had soaked through. The mattress underneath had a damp shadow in the center. Nothing I could do about that. I balled everything up and threw it toward the closet. Pillowcases off. On the pile.

Shoved the bed back into place. Bare feet slipping on the hardwood, pushing the heavy frame. The legs scraped — more scratches. I grabbed a rug from the closet and threw it down. Covered the marks. Good enough.

Fresh sheets from the linen closet. I made the bed fast. Sloppy corners. New pillowcases. Comforter pulled up. I stepped back. It looked normal. The dents in the wall were hidden behind the headboard. Greg never moved the bed.

The smell. I cracked the window. Cold January air poured in and I shivered. It would take an hour for the room to air out. I needed that hour. I needed Greg to stay in the recliner for one more hour.

But the bedroom wasn't the only problem.

The couch. Downstairs. The cushion I'd squirted on while riding T.J.'s cock. That stain was still there — soaked into the fabric, ten feet from where my husband was sleeping. And the wine. Red wine on the carpet where Greg's glass had fallen. And T.J.'s pants — were his pants still on the living room floor? No. He'd gotten dressed. He'd put them on before he left. But what about his wine glass? The one he'd pretended to drink from all night? Was it still on the coffee table with his lip print on the rim?

I couldn't remember. I couldn't remember what we'd cleaned up and what we'd left and my heart was hammering and I was standing naked in my bedroom cataloging evidence like a criminal.

I grabbed my robe from the bathroom hook. Tied it. Looked at myself in the bathroom mirror — mascara racoon eyes, swollen lips, bite mark, neck bruise. I scrubbed my face with a washcloth. Fast. The mascara smeared worse. I scrubbed harder. Got most of it. The neck bruise wasn't going anywhere. I'd need a turtleneck. In January. Fine.

I took the dirty sheets and went downstairs. Quiet. Barefoot on the carpet. One step at a time. I could see the living room from the landing — the back of Greg's recliner, his arm hanging off the side, the TV still on standby. His snoring was thick and wet. Deep drunk sleep. He hadn't moved since last night.

I crept past him. The laundry room was through the kitchen. I shoved the sheets in the washer, dumped in detergent, started the cycle. The machine hummed to life and I froze — listening for the snoring. Still there. Still steady.

The couch.

I walked to it. The cushion was dark. A wet spot the size of a dinner plate, soaked into the fabric overnight. I pressed my hand against it — still damp. Still warm underneath. I flipped it over. The other side was clean. I put it back. Flipped. Done. Greg would never check.

The wine glass. T.J.'s glass was still on the coffee table. I grabbed it. Grabbed mine. Took them to the kitchen sink and washed them and put them in the cabinet. Two glasses. Gone.

The wine on the carpet — a small red stain where Greg's glass had tipped. I got a wet rag and scrubbed it. It lightened. Not gone but lighter. I'd hit it with carpet cleaner later.

I stood in the kitchen. 6:14 AM. The washer was running. The bedroom was airing out. The couch was flipped. The glasses were clean. The laundry was going. I'd checked the living room — no pants, no clothes, nothing left behind. T.J. had taken everything. The only traces were the stains and the bruises and the smell and the dents in the wall and the scratches on the floor and the wet spot on the mattress that I couldn't get to.

Greg coughed. Loud. The recliner groaned.

"Mmm... babe?"

His voice. Thick. Groggy. Coming from the living room.

I tightened my robe. Smoothed my hair. Took a breath.

"Morning, honey." I pulled a coffee mug from the cabinet. Casual. Normal. My hands were shaking and I gripped the mug hard to keep them still. "You fell asleep in the recliner again."

"Mmm. What time..." He trailed off. I heard him shifting. The footrest snapping down. A groan.

"Six fifteen. You want coffee?"

"God. Yeah. My head..."

I made his coffee. Two sugars. Splash of cream. Carried it to him. He was sitting up in the recliner — pale, puffy, squinting against the morning light. Wine stain on his polo. His hair sticking up. He looked like hell. He looked like a man who'd drunk himself unconscious while his star quarterback fucked his wife upstairs.

He took the coffee. Sipped. Winced.

"How much did I drink last night?"

"A lot, babe."

"Did T.J. leave okay? I don't even remember..."

"He left around ten. Very polite. Said to thank you again for dinner."

The lie came out smooth. Practiced. I'd been lying to this man for three weeks and it got easier every time. The words just fell out — the right tone, the right smile, the right amount of casual.

"Good man," Greg mumbled into his coffee. "Good man."

I stood there in my robe with his cum still tacky between my thighs and my pussy still sore from his cock and bruises from his fingers hidden under the terry cloth and I nodded.

"Yeah," I said. "He really is."

---


CHAPTER 39

Three days. Nothing.

I texted him Monday morning. Casual. Light. "Hey." One word. The kind of text that doesn't mean anything and means everything. I watched the read receipt pop up — 9:47 AM, read — and waited for the typing bubble.

It never came.

I texted again Monday night. "Last night was crazy." Still casual. Still giving him an easy in. Read at 11:02 PM. No reply.

Tuesday I sent a longer one. "We should talk about what happened. At the house." I stared at my phone for forty minutes. Read at 2:15 PM. Nothing.

By Wednesday I'd lost the plot. I was checking my phone every three minutes. Pulling it out at red lights. Pulling it out in the shower. Pulling it out while Greg was talking to me about his defensive coordinator and nodding at words I wasn't hearing because my eyes were on the screen in my lap under the kitchen table. No new messages. No new messages. No new messages. Refresh. No new messages.

He was ghosting me.

The same man who'd fucked me on my couch and carried me up my stairs and bred me in my husband's bed and made me scream things I'd never said before — that man had walked out my front door and disappeared. No text. No call. No explanation. Just silence. Just read receipts and silence.

I drafted texts I didn't send. Deleted them. Drafted new ones. "Are you serious right now?" Delete. "So you're just going to pretend that didn't happen?" Delete. "Fuck you." Delete. "I miss you." Delete. "I need to see you." Delete delete delete. My drafts folder was a graveyard of desperation and I hated myself for every single one.

Thursday I drove past the athletic complex. I didn't plan to. I was going to Target — I needed spackle for the dents in the bedroom wall, which was its own humiliation — and I took the long way. The way that looped past the university. Past the parking lot where I knew he parked his car.

His car was there. Black Dodge Charger. Sitting in the athletes' lot. I slowed down. Didn't stop. Just slowed. Like a stalker. Like a forty-one-year-old married woman circling an athletes' parking lot looking for a twenty-four-year-old's car. I looked at it through my window and my chest ached and my pussy ached and I was pathetic. I knew I was pathetic. I drove to Target and bought the spackle and sat in the parking lot and checked my phone.

No new messages.

Friday night Greg wanted sex. I let him. He climbed on top of me in the dark and pushed his soft dick against me for two minutes until it was hard enough to put inside me and I stared at the ceiling while he pumped. He lasted maybe forty-five seconds. His thin little groan. His body going limp on top of me. His cum — if you could call it that — this faint wet nothing that dribbled out of him.

"Was that good, babe?"

"Mmhm."

He rolled off. Fell asleep in three minutes. I lay there. The same bed. The same sheets — clean now, the new ones. The dents in the wall behind the headboard. The rug covering the scratches. Three days ago T.J. had been inside me in this exact spot and now my husband's pathetic drizzle was leaking onto my thigh and I wanted to cry.

I picked up my phone. The screen lit up. No new messages.

I typed: "I know you're reading these."

Sent it. Watched the read receipt. 11:34 PM. Read.

Nothing.

Saturday. A week since the dinner. I was sitting at the kitchen table pretending to read a magazine while Greg watched football in the living room. On the couch. On the flipped cushion. Eating pretzels out of a bowl balanced on his stomach. The TV was showing highlights — some game I didn't care about — and then T.J.'s face was on the screen.

I stopped breathing.

A highlight reel. T.J. throwing a deep ball in practice. T.J. running a drill. The announcer talking about the championship game — three weeks out, the team was favored, Watts was projected first round. Greg leaned forward.

"That's my guy," Greg said. Pointing at the screen with a pretzel. "That's my quarterback. You believe that, Lauren? First-round pick. From my program."

T.J. was on the screen throwing a spiral and Greg was beaming and I was sitting at the kitchen table remembering what those hands felt like around my throat.

"That's amazing, honey."

"I'm telling you. This guy is special. Once in a generation."

The highlight cut to T.J. in an interview. Postgame. Sweating. That jaw. Those eyes. He was talking about the team, about Coach Hadley, about the championship run. His voice was calm and measured — the public voice, the media voice. Not the voice that had grunted "I'm finna nut" in my ear while his cock was buried in my pussy.

"He's very talented," I said. My voice was steady. My hands were not.

Greg went back to his pretzels. T.J.'s face left the screen. I picked up my phone under the table.

No new messages.

I typed: "You can't ghost me. You know that right? You're at my house every week. You're my husband's player. You can't just pretend I don't exist."

Read at 4:47 PM.

The typing bubble appeared. My heart slammed. Three dots bouncing. He was typing. He was finally typing. My fingers gripped the phone so hard the case creaked.

The bubble disappeared.

No message. He'd started typing and stopped. Started and stopped. He was right there — on the other end of this thread, reading my words, thinking about what to say — and he chose nothing. He chose silence.

I put the phone face-down on the table. Picked up my magazine. Stared at a page about fall recipes and didn't read a single word.

Greg laughed at something on TV. The couch cushion — the flipped one — creaked under him.

I sat there.

---


CHAPTER 40

Greg got quiet.

Not angry quiet. Not suspicious quiet. Something else. Over the two weeks after the dinner he pulled back from me in small ways that I almost didn't notice. He stopped kissing me goodbye in the mornings. Stopped squeezing my shoulder when he walked past me in the kitchen. Stopped reaching for my hand in the car. All the tiny married-people touches that you don't notice until they're gone — gone. He'd get into bed, say goodnight, turn over. Not that he'd ever been physical with me — eighteen years and Greg's idea of intimacy was a pat on the back and his thirty-second performances once a month. But even that dried up. His body was pulling away from mine and he wasn't explaining it and I couldn't ask because asking meant a conversation and a conversation might go places I couldn't afford.

But he was watching me. That was the thing. He wasn't touching me but he was looking at me. Longer than normal. From across rooms. I'd be loading the dishwasher and I'd feel it — his eyes on my back, on my hips, on my ass — and I'd turn around and he'd look away. Fast. Like he'd been caught. I'd be getting dressed in the morning and I'd see him in the mirror, standing in the bathroom doorway, watching me pull a shirt over my head. Not with lust. Greg hadn't looked at me with lust in years. This was something else. Something I couldn't name. He was studying me. Cataloging something. Working through a problem in his head that he wasn't sharing.

"You okay, honey?" I asked him one night. Tuesday. Two weeks after the dinner. He was sitting at the kitchen table with his coaching binder open and a pen in his hand and he hadn't written anything in twenty minutes. Just staring at the page.

"Hm? Yeah. Fine. Championship prep." He didn't look up.

"You seem distracted."

"Big game, babe. Biggest of my career." He clicked his pen. Clicked it again. "Lot on my mind."

I let it go. Maybe it was the championship. Maybe that's all it was — the stress of the biggest game of his career three weeks away, the pressure, the media, the boosters breathing down his neck. Maybe Greg was just a fifty-two-year-old coach drowning in work and I was reading into it because I was guilty and paranoid and looking for signs that he knew.

But he kept watching me. And he kept not touching me. And the combination sat in my stomach like something I'd swallowed wrong.

T.J. was still gone. Two weeks of silence. I'd stopped texting after the typing-bubble incident. Some last scrap of dignity kicked in and I deleted the thread and put my phone in a drawer and lasted four hours before I fished it out and checked again. No new messages. I deleted his number. Re-added it from memory an hour later. I was a mess. A forty-one-year-old mess who couldn't stop checking her phone like a teenager waiting for a boy to text back.

Then the boosters dinner happened.

Thursday night. Three weeks before the championship. Greg had to attend — it was mandatory, the big donors wanted face time with the coaching staff. He asked me to come. "It'd be good if you were there, babe. Wives are coming. It's a whole thing."

I said yes because I couldn't say no without a reason and I didn't have a reason that wasn't "your quarterback might be there and I can't look at him without remembering what his cock felt like inside me."

He was there.

I saw him from across the banquet hall. Navy suit. White shirt. No tie. He was standing with two other players and a booster's wife, holding a glass of water, smiling that polite camera smile. The same smile he'd worn at our dinner table. The same face that had been between my legs in a motel room. The same jaw I'd held in my hands while I rode him on Greg's couch.

My whole body reacted. My pulse spiked. My skin flushed. My stomach dropped and my pussy clenched and I hated that — hated that my body still did that, hated that two weeks of silence hadn't killed whatever nerve he'd wired into me. He was across a crowded room and my body was already reaching for him.

He didn't look at me.

Not once. I was standing next to Greg, shaking hands with boosters, smiling, doing the coach's wife performance, and T.J. was thirty feet away and he never looked in my direction. Not a glance. Not a flicker. His eyes moved around the room — the boosters, the other players, the waitstaff — and they skipped over me like I was furniture. Like I was a chair. Like I was nothing.

It was worse than the ghosting. The texts I could explain away — he was busy, he was scared, he needed space. But this was in person. I was right here. In a black dress I'd picked out because I knew he'd be here. With my hair done and my makeup done and my push-up bra and my heels and I looked good — I knew I looked good — and he wouldn't even look at me.

Greg noticed.

"You should go say hi to T.J.," he said. Leaning close. His hand on the small of my back — the first time he'd touched me in days. "He's been working so hard. Tell him we're proud of him."

"I'm sure he's busy, honey."

"Go on. He loves you. He told me after the dinner — said you were the best cook he'd ever met."

The best cook he'd ever met. I almost laughed. I almost laughed right there in the banquet hall with my husband's hand on my back and his quarterback thirty feet away pretending I didn't exist.

I walked over. My heels clicking on the tile. My heart hammering. I was sweating under my dress — my palms were wet, my armpits were prickling, my mouth was dry. I walked up to the group and smiled and the booster's wife said "Lauren! So good to see you!" and the two players nodded and T.J. turned to face me.

His eyes met mine for the first time in two weeks.

Nothing. No flicker. No heat. No recognition of what had happened between us. He looked at me the way he'd look at any coach's wife at any function. Polite. Distant. Empty.

"Mrs. Hadley." He extended his hand. "Nice to see you."

Mrs. Hadley. Not Lauren. Not Kate. Mrs. Hadley.

I shook his hand. The same hand that had been around my throat. The same fingers that had been inside me. His grip was light. Professional. He let go after one second.

"Great to see you, Terrence. Greg and I are so proud of everything you've done this season."

"Thank you, ma'am. Means a lot."

Ma'am. He called me ma'am. Two weeks ago he'd called me a nasty white bitch while he came inside me and now he was calling me ma'am in a navy suit and looking through me and I wanted to grab his lapels and scream.

I didn't. I smiled. I made small talk for ninety seconds. I told him good luck with the championship. He said "thank you, ma'am" again. I walked back to Greg.

"See?" Greg said. "Told you he loves you."

I excused myself to the bathroom. Locked the stall. Sat on the toilet lid with my dress hiked up and my face in my hands and I didn't cry. I wanted to. My eyes burned and my throat ached and I sat there for five minutes willing the tears to come because crying would've felt like something and I needed to feel something besides this hollow ringing emptiness.

The tears didn't come. I fixed my lipstick. Went back out. Stood next to my husband for two more hours. T.J. left without saying goodbye.

Greg drove us home. His hand didn't touch my thigh the whole ride. He was quiet. Watching the road. Thinking.

I looked out the window and thought about nothing.

---


CHAPTER 41

Championship Saturday. Fifty-eight thousand people in the stadium and I was in the coach's box with the other wives.

The box was on the third level — glass-walled, climate-controlled, catered. Finger sandwiches and white wine and women in team colors making small talk about their husbands' blood pressure. Karen Delvecchio — the defensive coordinator's wife — was telling me about her son's travel baseball schedule. Melissa Park — the offensive line coach's wife — was showing photos of her kitchen renovation on her phone. Normal women. Normal conversations. I was nodding and smiling and holding a plastic cup of Chardonnay and my eyes were on the field.

T.J. was warming up. Throwing spirals to the receivers on the far sideline. I could see him from here — small from this height, but I knew that body. I knew the way his shoulders moved when he threw. I knew the way his hips turned. I knew things about that body that no one in this stadium knew. How heavy he was on top of me. How his sweat tasted. The sound he made when he came.

"Lauren? Lauren."

"Hm?" I turned. Karen was looking at me.

"I said did Greg sleep at all this week?"

"Barely," I said. "You know how he gets before big games."

Greg was on the sideline. I could see him too — small and pale in his headset and his team polo, pacing behind the bench, clipboard in his hand. He looked tiny down there. Tiny next to his players. Tiny next to T.J., who was now jogging past him, and Greg reached up — reached up, because T.J. was six inches taller — and slapped his shoulder pad. T.J. nodded. Jogged on. My husband and my lover on the same strip of grass and from up here they looked like two different species.

Kickoff. The crowd exploded. Fifty-eight thousand people on their feet. The noise shook the glass.

T.J. took the field on the first drive. First play — a deep ball. He dropped back, set his feet, and launched it. The ball sailed fifty yards downfield and the receiver caught it in stride and the stadium erupted and I watched T.J. jog to the huddle clapping his hands and my chest tightened.

He was brilliant. There's no other word. He picked apart the defense drive after drive — short passes, long passes, scrambles where he tucked the ball and ran and defenders bounced off him. He threw three touchdowns in the first half. Three. Each one the stadium shook and the wives cheered and I cheered with them and my voice sounded wrong in my own ears. Thin. Hollow. I was cheering for a man who wouldn't look at me.

Halftime. 28-10. Greg called from the locker room tunnel — I saw his name flash on my phone and picked up.

"Babe! Can you believe this? Can you believe what he's doing out there?"

"He's incredible, honey."

"Three touchdowns! In a championship! This guy is — Lauren, this guy is the best I've ever coached. The best I've ever seen. I'm telling you."

I could hear the locker room in the background. Yelling. Music. And somewhere in that noise — T.J.'s voice. I couldn't make out words. Just the sound of him. Deep. Laughing about something. Alive and loud and celebrating while I stood in a glass box holding a phone to my ear.

"I'm so proud of you, Greg."

"Proud of me? I'm just standing here. He's doing all the work." Greg laughed. He sounded giddy. Happy in a way I hadn't heard in months. "Okay — gotta go. Second half. Love you, babe."

"Love you too."

He hung up. I put the phone down. Karen asked me if I wanted another wine. I said yes.

Second half. T.J. threw two more touchdowns. Five total. The defense couldn't stop him. He was making throws I didn't know were possible — threading the ball between three defenders, hitting receivers in stride, extending plays with his legs when the pocket collapsed. The announcers were calling it a historic performance. First-round lock. Heisman-caliber. Generational.

I sat in the coach's box and watched the man who'd ghosted me put on the performance of his life and I was wet. The whole game. Since the first throw. My panties were soaked and I was pressing my thighs together under the table and hating myself for it. He hadn't texted me in three weeks. He'd looked through me at the boosters dinner. He'd called me Mrs. Hadley and shook my hand like a stranger. And my body was still doing this. Still reacting to him. Still clenching and flushing and getting wet because he threw a football.

Final score: 45-17. Championship.

The stadium went insane. Confetti cannons. The team rushing the field. Players dumping Gatorade on coaches. The wives around me were screaming and hugging and I was standing at the glass watching the field below.

Greg was down there. I could see him — surrounded by players, someone had dumped the Gatorade bucket on him, his polo soaked, his hair plastered to his head. He was crying. Openly. His arms around whoever was closest, sobbing into some lineman's shoulder pad. Thirty years of coaching and this was his moment. His championship. His legacy.

T.J. found him. I watched it happen. T.J. pushed through the crowd — still in his helmet, jersey soaked with sweat — and grabbed Greg. Lifted him. My husband's feet left the ground as his quarterback bear-hugged him and spun him and Greg was laughing and crying and T.J. was grinning and the confetti was falling around them and I stood behind the glass watching my husband in my lover's arms.

T.J. had held me the same way. The night of the dinner. Picked me up off the couch with his cock inside me and carried me up the stairs. The same arms. The same strength. Now those arms were wrapped around my husband and Greg's face was buried in T.J.'s shoulder pad and the photographers were snapping pictures and this image — Coach Hadley and his star quarterback, the embrace, the confetti, the tears — would be in the paper tomorrow.

My phone rang. Greg.

"BABE! WE DID IT! WE DID IT!" He was screaming. Crying. I could hear the crowd roaring behind him. Could hear his players yelling. Could hear — somewhere close — T.J.'s voice: "That's my coach! That's my motherfucking coach!"

"Congratulations, honey. I'm so proud of you."

"I love you! I love you so much, babe! Get down here!"

I took the elevator to the field level. Walked through the tunnel. Stepped onto the turf. Confetti in my hair. The noise was deafening. Greg found me and hugged me — wet, Gatorade-soaked, shaking with adrenaline and emotion. He held me tight. Tighter than he'd held me in weeks. His face in my neck. "We did it, babe. We did it."

"You did it, honey."

Over Greg's shoulder — across thirty yards of confetti-covered turf — T.J. was standing with a group of teammates. Trophy in somebody's hands. Cameras flashing. He was looking at me.

For the first time in three weeks. He was looking directly at me. Over my husband's shoulder. While my husband held me on the field he'd just won on.

His face gave nothing away. No smile. No heat. No recognition. Just his eyes on mine for three seconds. Then he looked away. Turned to a teammate. Slapped his helmet. Gone.

Three seconds. After three weeks of nothing. Three seconds of eye contact over my husband's shoulder and my knees went weak and my pussy clenched and I held onto Greg tighter because my legs couldn't hold me up.

Greg pulled back. His eyes were red. His cheeks were wet. He looked at me with something I hadn't seen in years. Gratitude. Love. Something soft and desperate.

"I need to talk to you about something," he said. "Tomorrow. When things calm down. Something I've been thinking about."

"Okay, honey. Tomorrow."

He kissed my forehead and ran back to his team. I stood on the field in confetti and heels and thought about T.J.'s eyes on mine and what Greg needed to talk to me about and the fact that my panties were ruined and I didn't know which man had done it.

---


CHAPTER 42

"You want me to WHAT?"

My voice hit the kitchen walls and bounced. Greg flinched. His coffee cup froze halfway to his mouth. His eyes went wide — startled, guilty.

"Lauren—"

"You want me to SLEEP with one of your PLAYERS?"

"I didn't say it like—"

"That is EXACTLY what you said, Greg. You just sat across from me at this table and told me you want me to fuck your quarterback as a REWARD. Like I'm a — like I'm a PRIZE. Like I'm a gift basket."

"That's not—"

"A gift basket, Greg! You want to hand your wife to a twenty-four-year-old football player because he won a game? Is that what I'm hearing? Because if that's what I'm hearing I need you to tell me RIGHT NOW so I can decide how many of your things I'm putting on the lawn."

He put his coffee down. His hand was shaking. The mug rattled against the table. He looked smaller than I'd ever seen him — hunched over in his bathrobe, pale and white and soft, bags under his eyes, his thin hair messed up from sleep. This small white man across from me asking me to fuck a man twice his size. This was supposed to be the morning after his greatest triumph. Championship coach. His picture was going to be in the paper. And he was sitting across from his wife looking like he wanted the floor to swallow him.

"I knew you'd react like this," he said. Quiet. Not defensive. Defeated.

"How the FUCK else would I react, Greg?"

"I just — I've been thinking about it—"

"You've been THINKING about pimping out your wife?"

"Don't say it like that—"

"How should I say it? What's the polite version? What's the Hallmark card? 'Dear honey, please fuck the large young Black man I coach, love Greg?'"

He winced. Actually winced. His whole face crumpled for a second and I almost felt bad. Almost. But I was performing. I was performing outrage because the alternative was letting him see what his words had actually done to me — which was send a bolt of electricity from my chest to my pussy so fast I'd had to grip the edge of the table.

He wanted me to sleep with T.J.

My husband. Wanted me. To sleep. With T.J.

The man I'd already fucked in a motel room and a parking lot and on this man's couch and in this man's bed. The man whose cum I'd washed out of these sheets. The man who'd ghosted me for three weeks and left me checking my phone like a lunatic. My husband was sitting across from me asking me to do the thing I'd already done and couldn't stop thinking about and my body was screaming yes while my mouth was screaming obscenities.

"Lauren. Please sit down."

"I'm standing."

"Please."

"I said I'm STANDING, Greg."

I was pacing. Back and forth across the kitchen. My arms crossed. My robe cinched tight. I was doing the thing I did when I was angry — the Lauren Hadley performance, the HOA chair energy, the woman who'd made a Whole Foods manager cry over expired coupons. Jaw tight. Eyes narrow. Voice sharp.

And underneath all of it my heart was pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat.

"How long," I said. Stopping. Turning to face him. "How long have you been thinking about this."

He looked at his hands. His thin pale fingers wrapped around the coffee mug. His wedding ring — the one that matched mine, the ones we'd picked out together at a little shop in Savannah on our fifth anniversary.

"A while," he said.

"A while. What's a while. A week? A month?"

"Since... since he came to dinner."

Since the dinner. Since the night T.J. sat at this table and ate my cooking and called Greg "sir" and then fucked me on the couch and in the bed and left me leaking. Greg had been thinking about this since that night. He'd been carrying this around for three weeks — through the silence, through the distance, through the not-touching-me, through the watching-me-across-rooms. This was what he'd been working through. This was the problem he'd been solving in his head while he stared at his coaching binder and told me it was championship prep.

"Why." My voice dropped. Not yelling anymore. Quiet. Controlled. More dangerous than the screaming. "Why would you want this, Greg. Why would any husband want this."

He opened his mouth. Closed it. Opened it again. His face was red. His eyes were wet.

"I had a dream," he said.

"A dream."

"The night of the dinner. I was in the recliner. I was out — the wine, I was gone. But I — I had this dream. Or I think it was a dream. I don't know anymore. I've been going back and forth for weeks and I can't tell if I dreamed it or if I—"

"What dream, Greg."

He looked at his coffee. His hands were shaking so hard the coffee was rippling in the mug.

"I was in the chair. And I could hear something. Upstairs. Through the ceiling. It was — it sounded like—" He stopped. Swallowed. Started again. "It sounded like the bed. Our bed. Hitting the wall. This steady banging. Over and over. And I could hear — I could hear you. Your voice. But not — not words. Just sounds. These sounds I'd never heard you make. Loud. Really loud. Coming through the floor."

My stomach dropped.

"And I — I don't know if I opened my eyes or if it was the dream. I can't tell. But I could see — I swear I could see — I was looking up the stairs. The bedroom door was open. And there was — there was movement. In the room. Two people. And one of them was — one of them had their back to me and I could see—"

He stopped. His whole body was rigid. His face was dark red. His eyes were locked on the table.

"You could see what, Greg."

"Your — your back. Your bare back. Pale. White. And your — your ass. Facing toward the door. And there was someone — behind you. Someone dark. Someone big. And the bed was — the bed was banging against the wall and you were — you were making these sounds and I—"

His voice broke. He put his head in his hands. Rubbed his face. When he came back up his eyes were wet and his jaw was trembling and he looked like a man confessing a crime.

"I got hard, Lauren."

The kitchen was dead silent.

"I got hard in the recliner. Listening to it. Whatever it was — dream, not a dream — I was lying there with my eyes half open and I was hard. Harder than I've been in years. My dick was — it was pushing against my pants and I—" He cupped himself. That ashamed gesture. His thin fingers curling around his crotch through his sweatpants. "I was harder than I've ever been with you. In the recliner. Listening to my wife getting—"

He couldn't say it.

"I tried to ignore it. I tried to close my eyes and go back to sleep. I told myself it's a dream, Greg. It's the wine. You're drunk and you're imagining things. Just close your eyes. Go back to sleep." He was staring at the table. His voice flat and distant like he was reading it back from memory. "But it kept going. The banging. Your voice. Louder. Getting louder. And I couldn't — I couldn't make it stop. The harder I tried to ignore it the harder my — the harder I got. Every time you screamed my dick twitched. Every time the bed hit the wall I felt it in my—" He pressed his hand against his crotch. Not cupping anymore. Pressing. "It was the hardest I'd been in years, Lauren. Maybe ever. And it was because I was hearing you — my wife — getting — with someone—"

"Greg—"

"I touched myself."

He said it fast. His face went from red to purple. His eyes were locked on the coffee mug.

"I put my hand in my pants. In the recliner. My little — my little white dick in my hand. And I touched myself. While I listened. I couldn't stop. I tried to stop and I couldn't. Your voice was coming through the ceiling and the bed was slamming and I could hear this wet — this wet clapping sound — skin on skin — over and over — and I had my hand on my — on my dick and I was—"

He swallowed. His throat clicked.

"I came in thirty seconds. Lying in my own chair. Listening to my wife with — with whoever. Whatever the dream was. I came so fast and I came so hard that I — I made a mess in my pants. In my underwear. I had to — I changed before you woke up. I put the clothes in the bottom of the hamper."

The kitchen was dead silent. I could hear the fridge humming. I could hear my own heartbeat.

"And you think this was a dream," I said. My voice sounded far away. My hands were gripping the edge of the table where he couldn't see them. My knuckles were white.

"It had to be. T.J. left at ten. You said he left at ten. So it was a dream. There's no other—"

"Right."

"But it didn't stop, Lauren. The dream. It didn't stop after that night. I kept — I kept having it. Not asleep. Awake. During the day. At practice. In meetings. I'd be sitting in my office watching film and I'd hear your voice — that voice, the one from the dream, the one I'd never heard before — and I'd get hard at my desk. I'd be standing on the field running drills and T.J. would jog past me — this big Black man, six-five, built, dark skin — and I'd look at him and I'd think — was it him? In the dream? Was that his dark body behind my wife's white ass? And my — my dick would—"

He pressed his hand harder against his crotch. His jaw was clenched. His eyes were wet.

"I tried to stop thinking about it. I swear I did. I'd tell myself you're sick, Greg. You're a sick man. Your wife. Your own wife. And one of your players. What's wrong with you? And I'd push it down and I'd focus on the championship and I'd be fine for an hour and then something would trigger it — your voice on the phone, or T.J. in the locker room, or just — you. Walking across the kitchen. Your hips. Your — your body. And it would all come back. The sounds. The banging. Your ass in that doorway. His dark hands on your — on your—"

He stopped. Put his head in his hands. Stayed there for a long time. When he came back up his face was wet.

"I started jerking off to it," he said. Almost inaudible. "Every night. In the bathroom. After you fell asleep. I'd lock the door and sit on the toilet and close my eyes and replay the dream. Your voice. The bed. His body behind yours. And I'd — I'd finish in two minutes. Every time. Two minutes. When I can barely get hard for you in twenty."

My chest was tight. My throat was tight. Everything was tight. My husband was sitting across from me confessing that he'd been jerking off every night to the sound of me getting fucked by his quarterback and he thought it was a dream and it wasn't a dream and every single word he was saying was real and he had no idea.

"It kept getting worse," he said. "I'd add things. To the dream. To the — the version in my head. I'd imagine what it looked like. Not just the sounds — the picture. Your white body and his Black body. What his dark hands looked like on your pale skin. What his — what it looked like when he — when he was inside you. The contrast. Your white skin and his dark skin. I'd imagine your face. The face you were making. A face I'd never seen. A face you'd never made for me."

He looked up. Met my eyes. His were red and overflowing and terrified and desperate.

"I want to hear it for real, Lauren. I want to hear you make those sounds for real. Not a dream. Not my imagination. Real. I want to know what it sounds like when my wife is — when she's being — when someone is making her feel what I can't make her feel. I need to hear it. I've been hearing it in my head for weeks and I need to know if the real thing sounds like what I've been — what I've been—"

He couldn't finish. He looked at his hands. His wedding ring. His thin pale fingers.

"That's why," he whispered. "That's why I'm asking."

My heart was slamming so hard I could feel it in my throat. In my wrists. Behind my eyes. My husband was sitting across from me describing the night T.J. fucked me in our bed. He'd heard it. Through the floor. Through the wine. He'd heard me screaming. He'd heard the bed. He'd heard skin on skin. He'd seen — or half-seen — my bare ass and T.J.'s dark body behind me through the open bedroom door. And his cock had gotten hard.

It wasn't a dream. Every word he was saying was real. The moaning was real. The bed was real. The clapping was real. My screaming was real. He'd been lying in that recliner half-awake listening to his wife get fucked by his quarterback and he'd gotten the hardest erection of his life and he thought it was a dream because the alternative was too much to process.

And now he was asking me to make the dream real.

"Greg," I said. Very quiet. Very even. "I am going upstairs. I am taking a shower. And when I come back down we are never having this conversation again. Do you understand me?"

He nodded. Small. His chin barely moving.

"Never," I said. "Again."

I walked out of the kitchen. Up the stairs. Past the bedroom — the rug still covering the scratches, the dents still behind the headboard. Into the bathroom. I closed the door. Turned on the shower. Stood in front of the mirror.

My face was flushed. My pupils were dilated. My nipples were hard against the robe.

My hands were shaking. Not from anger.

---


CHAPTER 43

I didn't speak to him for four days.

Not a fight. Not a blowout. Worse. Silence. The kind that fills a house until the air feels thick. I moved around Greg like he was a piece of furniture — past him in the hallway, around him in the kitchen, next to him in bed at night without a single word. He tried. He'd open his mouth at breakfast and I'd look at him and his mouth would close. He'd reach for my arm as I walked past and I'd pull away without breaking stride. He brought me flowers on Tuesday — grocery store roses, the cellophane still crinkling — and I left them on the counter until they wilted.

He slept in the guest room starting Monday night. I didn't tell him to. He just did it. Gathered his pillow and his phone charger and shuffled across the hallway and closed the door quietly and that was that. I lay in our bed — the bed with the rug hiding the scratches and the dents behind the headboard — and stared at the ceiling and didn't sleep.

I wasn't punishing him. That's what it looked like. That's what he thought. But the truth was simpler and uglier — I couldn't talk to him because I couldn't trust my own mouth. The conversation he wanted to have was a minefield and I was standing in the middle of it holding a lit match. One wrong word. One wrong inflection. One moment where my performance slipped and he'd see it — the heat behind my outrage. The want underneath the disgust. The fact that his wife wasn't horrified by his proposal. She was terrified of how badly she wanted to say yes.

So I said nothing. Safer.

But my body wouldn't shut up. And my brain was worse.

Because this was insane. The whole situation was insane. My husband was asking me to do something I'd already done. He was nervously, tearfully proposing the thing I'd been doing behind his back for a month. I'd fucked T.J. in a motel. I'd sucked his cock in a parking lot. I'd ridden him on this man's couch and screamed while he bred me in this man's bed and washed the sheets at six in the morning and lied to his face over coffee — and now Greg was sitting in the guest room thinking he'd crossed some unforgivable line by suggesting it.

The irony was so thick I couldn't breathe.

In bed at night. Alone in the dark. Greg across the hall. I'd lie there and his words would come back. "I want you to sleep with T.J." And I'd think — I already have, Greg. I already have. Three weeks before you asked, I already had his cum inside me on your pillow. You're asking permission for something I stole from you weeks ago. And instead of being relieved — instead of thinking thank God, he's offering me the thing I've been hiding — I was furious. At him. For asking. For making it easy. For taking the guilt I'd been carrying and dissolving it with six words.

If Greg wanted this, then what had I been agonizing about? What were the Whole Foods receipts for? The fake alibis? The go-bag? The panic at six in the morning stripping sheets and covering scratches? All of that — the lying, the sneaking, the shame — it had been for nothing. He wanted it. He'd been watching me pull away from him for weeks and instead of fighting for me he was pushing me toward the door.

I thought about it in the shower. The hot water running over the bruises — T.J.'s fingerprints fading from purple to yellow on my hips. Greg was handing me the key to a cage I'd already picked the lock on. No more sneaking. No more lying. No more washing cum out of sheets. He was offering me T.J. with his blessing and all I had to do was pretend it was the first time.

And I'd told him never again. Because that's what a wife who'd never cheated would say.

I thought about it at the grocery store. Standing in the produce aisle replaying his face at the kitchen table. "The way he looked at you. And the way you looked at him." He'd seen something at the dinner. Before the wine knocked him out. Before the couch. Before any of it. He'd seen T.J. look at me and he'd seen me look back and something in his brain had clicked. Not jealousy. Something else. Something that had been growing in him for three weeks while he pulled away from me and stopped touching me. The championship had given him the excuse — reward T.J. — but the want had been there since the dinner table.

He was sleeping in the guest room with grocery store roses wilting on the counter and he probably thought his marriage was over. And his wife was standing in a produce aisle wet between her legs thinking about saying yes to something she'd already done.

Thursday night. Day four. I was sitting on the couch — the same couch, the flipped cushion — watching a cooking show and not watching it. Greg came downstairs. He stood in the doorway between the kitchen and the living room. He'd lost weight. Four days of silence and barely eating and sleeping in the guest room. His face was drawn. His eyes were puffy.

"Lauren."

I didn't look at him.

"Lauren. Please. I'm sorry. I never should've said it. I don't know what I was thinking. I'll never bring it up again. I just — I can't do this. I can't live in this house with you not talking to me. I can't."

His voice broke on the last word. Not a performance. Not manipulation. His voice broke because he was a fifty-two-year-old man standing in his bathrobe begging his wife to talk to him and he was terrified she was going to leave.

I looked at him. He was holding the doorframe. His knuckles were white. His chin was trembling.

"Sit down, Greg."

He sat. On the other end of the couch. As far from me as the cushions allowed. The same spot T.J. had sat on the night of the dinner. Before the kissing. Before the fingers. Before everything.

"I'm not going to leave you," I said. Flat. Even. Looking at the TV. "But I need you to understand something. What you asked me — that's not something you can un-ask. You understand that? You put that in my head and it's in there now and I can't take it out."

"I know. I'm sorry—"

"I'm not finished."

He closed his mouth.

"I need time. I need to think. And I need you to not bring it up again until I'm ready to talk about it. Can you do that?"

"Yes. Yes. Anything."

"Okay."

I picked up the remote. Turned the volume up. He sat there for a minute. Then he got up and went to the kitchen and started making dinner. I heard him moving around — pots, the fridge, running water. Normal sounds. Married sounds. The house breathing again after four days of holding its breath.

I stared at the TV. The cooking show host was making a risotto. I wasn't watching.

I was thinking about T.J.'s cock and my husband's permission and the word yes sitting in my throat refusing to come out.

---


CHAPTER 44

He brought it up again two days later.

We'd started talking. Not about that — about normal things. Groceries. The electric bill. His assistant coach's knee surgery. We were circling each other carefully, talking about nothing, and it almost felt like before. Almost. Except Greg had this look. This twitchy, loaded look. Like a man sitting on a secret he couldn't hold much longer.

Saturday morning. I was unloading the dishwasher. He was at the kitchen table with his coffee and his laptop pretending to read recruiting emails.

"So I've been thinking," he said.

I stopped. Set a plate down on the counter. Took a breath.

"Greg."

"Just hear me out—"

"We talked about this. I said not until I'm ready."

"I know. I know what you said. But I just — can I say one thing? One thing and then I'll stop."

I turned around. Leaned against the counter. Crossed my arms. Gave him the look — the Lauren Hadley look, the one that made HOA members shut up mid-sentence and Whole Foods managers bring out their supervisor.

"One thing."

"I talked to T.J."

My stomach flipped. "You WHAT?"

"Not about — not what you're thinking. I didn't tell him what it was. I just told him there was something special waiting for him Friday night. A reward. For the championship. Something personal from the coaching family. I told him I'd book a hotel room and leave a keycard at the front desk and whatever was inside was his. A thank-you."

"You told him to go to a hotel room. And you didn't tell him what would be there."

"No. I just said it was something special. A gift. He doesn't know it's — he doesn't know it's you, Lauren. He has no idea."

I stared at him. My mouth was open and nothing was coming out. I'd been bracing for the version where Greg had pitched it outright — Coach to player, man to man, would you like to fuck my wife? That version I'd prepared for. That version I could've performed outrage about for an hour.

But this. T.J. didn't know.

He was going to walk into that hotel room and I would be the surprise. Me. The woman he'd ghosted. The coach's wife. In lingerie. On a bed.

"He said yes?" My voice came out different than I expected. Not outraged. Quiet.

"He said 'Yes sir, Coach. Thank you.' That's all. He didn't ask questions. He trusts me."

He trusts me. Greg said it like it was a virtue. T.J. trusted his coach enough to show up at a hotel room without knowing what was inside. Trusted him the way he said "yes sir" at the dinner table. The way he shook Greg's hand and called him Coach and meant it. That trust — blind, respectful, earned over a season — and Greg was using it to deliver his wife to a hotel room like a gift basket.

Something flickered in my chest. Not the jolt I'd expected. Something stranger. Nervous. The image was forming before I could stop it — T.J. walking down a hotel hallway. Swiping a keycard. Pushing open a door. And seeing me. Not Kate from the motel. Not a stranger in a parking lot. Lauren Hadley. His coach's wife. The woman he'd been avoiding for a month. Sitting on the edge of a bed in black lace.

What would his face do.

The thought hit me in the stomach and kept going lower. What would his face look like when he opened that door and saw me. The woman he'd fucked in a motel room under a fake name. The woman he'd carried up her own stairs with his cock inside her. The woman he'd ghosted — thirty texts, zero replies, three weeks of nothing. The woman he'd called "Mrs. Hadley" and shaken hands with at a boosters dinner like she was a stranger. That woman. In lingerie. On a king bed. In a room his coach had booked.

Would he freeze? Would he turn around? Would he stand in the doorway and stare at me the way he'd stared at me in the kitchen that night — terrified, exposed, his carefully maintained distance crumbling in one second?

Or would Derek come back. Would his eyes go dark the way they did in the motel. Would his jaw set. Would he close the door behind him and lock it and walk toward me and not say a word.

My pussy clenched so hard I gripped the counter behind me.

"He doesn't know," I said. Processing it. "He thinks it's — what? A gift card? A watch? He's going to walk into that room and—"

"And you'll be there," Greg said. His voice was shaking. "If you want to be. If you say yes."

He doesn't know. The words kept circling. T.J. had responded to his coach in an hour — "Yes sir, Coach. Thank you." — while I'd spent a month sending texts into a void. Nudes. Begging. "You can't ghost me." The typing bubble appearing and disappearing. A month of nothing. And Greg picks up the phone once — once — and T.J. says yes sir within sixty minutes.

The coach asks and T.J. answers. The wife asks and T.J. ghosts. That's what I was worth. Not enough for a text back. But enough for "yes sir."

Except he wasn't saying yes to me. He was saying yes to his coach. To a vague promise. To a hotel room with unknown contents. He didn't know I was the gift. He didn't know the woman he'd been avoiding was the thing waiting behind that door. And that changed something — I didn't know what yet, but it changed something. The power was different. The surprise was mine.

That stung and thrilled in equal measure and I couldn't separate the two.

Greg was watching me. His face was drawn and his eyes were wet and he was waiting for the explosion — the screaming, the outrage, the how-dare-you. He'd been bracing for it the same way I'd been bracing for his confession. Both of us armed for a fight that wasn't quite landing.

"Greg. I can't believe you went behind my back and talked to him."

"I'm sorry. I needed to know if it was even possible before—"

"Before what? Before you kept harassing me about it?"

"I'm not harassing you. I'm asking."

"You're asking me to fuck another man. That's not a casual ask, Greg. That's not 'can you pick up milk.' You're asking me to sleep with a twenty-four-year-old Black man who plays football for you. In what world is that a normal Saturday morning conversation?"

He flinched at the description. Not the Black part — the age part. The twenty-four. The gap between that number and his fifty-two hitting him fresh.

"I know it's not normal," he said. "I know that."

"Do you? Because you keep bringing it up like you're asking me to try a new restaurant."

Silence. The dishwasher was still open behind me. The kitchen smelled like coffee and dish soap. Normal morning. Normal house. My husband asking me to fuck his quarterback across the table where we ate breakfast.

I let the silence sit. Let him sweat. Let his face get redder and his hands get tighter on the mug. I was performing and I was good at it. Three weeks of pretending I'd never touched T.J. and the performance was automatic now. The outrage. The disbelief. The exasperated wife who can't believe what her husband is suggesting.

Underneath all of it my pulse was hammering and my skin was hot and my mind was already in the hotel room he was going to book.

"Fine," I said.

His head came up. "What?"

"Oh my God, babe, if you want it that much — fine. FINE. I'll do it. You clearly can't let this go and I'm tired of fighting about it so fine. Set it up. Whatever."

I said it like I was agreeing to go to his mother's for Thanksgiving. Annoyed. Put-upon. The wife who caves because it's easier than arguing. Not the wife whose pussy had been wet since he said "he said yes."

Greg's mouth was open. His eyes were wide. He couldn't believe what he was hearing.

"You — really? You mean it?"

"Don't push your luck, Greg. I said fine. That's all you're getting."

"Okay. Okay. Thank you. I'll — I'll take care of everything. I'll book something nice. A hotel. Something—"

"Greg."

"Yeah?"

"There's something else, isn't there."

He stopped. His mouth closed. His face changed — the relief draining out and something heavier replacing it. He looked at his coffee. Looked at the table. Looked at his hands.

"How did you know?"

"Because I've been married to you for eighteen years and I know when you're holding something back. What is it."

He swallowed. His Adam's apple bobbed. His fingers drummed the mug — tap tap tap — this nervous tic he did before difficult conversations. Before budget meetings. Before telling his athletic director that a recruit had decommitted. He was building up to something bigger than the sex. Something that scared him more than asking his wife to fuck another man.

"We never had kids," he said.

"Greg—"

"We never had kids and that was my fault. I was the one who said wait. And then we waited too long and now you're forty-one and I'm fifty-two and I—" He stopped. His hand dropped to his lap. Cupped himself. This small, ashamed gesture — his thin fingers curling around his crotch through his sweatpants. "I can't, Lauren. I went to the doctor. My count is — it's almost nothing. And even if it wasn't, I can barely—"

He couldn't say it. His pale hand was on his own crotch and he couldn't say the word. Couldn't say erection. Couldn't say hard. Fifty-two years old, pale and soft and white, cupping his own useless little dick through his sweatpants while he asked his wife to let a Black man do what he couldn't.

"What are you saying, Greg."

"I'm saying if we wanted a family. Before it's too late. If we wanted a child." His eyes came up and met mine and they were full and wet and terrified. "T.J. could give us what I can't."

The kitchen was quiet. The coffee maker dripped. The dishwasher hummed behind me. My husband was sitting at our kitchen table asking me to let his quarterback get me pregnant.

The heat hit me so fast I had to grip the counter.

Not anger. Not shock. Heat. Between my legs. In my stomach. Climbing up my chest. My face flushed and I turned away from him — turned to the counter, turned to the sink, turned anywhere he couldn't see my face — because my face was not doing what it was supposed to be doing. My face was supposed to be horrified. My face was supposed to be disgusted. My face was doing something else.

My pussy clenched. Hard. This sudden involuntary squeeze that made my thighs press together and my breath catch and I grabbed the edge of the counter and held on. Greg was still talking — I could hear him behind me, saying something about doctors and timing and windows — and I wasn't hearing any of it because my body had taken his words and run.

T.J. could give us what I can't.

Pregnant. T.J. getting me pregnant. Not a motel. Not a stolen hour. Not sneaking and lying and washing sheets. My husband was asking me to let T.J. cum inside me — bare, deep, on purpose — and make a baby. A family. His word. He said family. And my body heard breeding. My body heard T.J.'s cock inside me with no pill and no condom and no pulling out and no guilt. My body heard permission.

I was wet. Standing at my kitchen sink at nine in the morning gripping the counter while my husband pitched me on getting knocked up by his quarterback and I was soaking through my underwear. My clit was throbbing. My nipples were hard under my shirt. The memory of that night — his cum flooding me, my voice screaming "MAKE ME PREGNANT," his balls emptying into me while I ground back into him — crashed through me and my knees buckled for a half second and I locked them and held the counter tighter.

I couldn't turn around. If I turned around he'd see it. My face. My flushed face and my hard nipples and my shaking hands and the fact that his wife wasn't horrified by his proposal. His wife was standing at the sink trying not to cum from the thought of it.

"I need to think about that," I said. To the faucet. Not to him. My voice came out thick and I swallowed and said it again. "I need to think."

I walked out of the kitchen. My legs were unsteady. My thighs were slick. I made it to the stairs and gripped the banister and went up and didn't look back.

Greg didn't follow. I heard him stay at the table. His chair didn't move. He sat there alone in the kitchen with his hand still cupped over his lap and his eyes still wet and no idea — no idea at all — that his wife had just gotten wetter from his words than she'd ever gotten from his cock.

---


CHAPTER 45

I lasted two days.

Two days of walking around the house with the word pregnant sitting behind my teeth. Two days of making dinner and watching TV and lying in bed next to Greg while my brain played the same reel on loop — T.J. inside me, bare, deep, his cum flooding me, and this time it wouldn't be a secret. This time my husband would know. This time there'd be no sheets to wash and no evidence to hide because Greg was the one asking for it.

Greg gave me space. He didn't push. He didn't bring it up. He moved through the house like a man on probation — quiet, careful, doing dishes without being asked, refilling my coffee without eye contact. Waiting. He was good at waiting. Thirty years of coaching had taught him patience — let the play develop, don't force it, trust the process. He was running the same playbook on his wife.

Monday night. I was in the bathroom brushing my teeth. Greg was already in bed, reading his coaching manual, pretending to read his coaching manual. I could see him in the mirror through the open door — propped up on his pillows, the book in his lap, his eyes not moving across the page.

I spat. Rinsed. Wiped my mouth. Stood there looking at myself in the mirror. Forty-one. Blonde hair pulled back. No makeup. My face looked tired. My eyes looked tired. I'd been performing for weeks — outrage, shock, disgust, reluctance — and the performance was exhausting. Maintaining the lie was exhausting. Pretending to deliberate over something my body had already decided was exhausting.

I walked into the bedroom. Stood at the foot of the bed. Greg looked up from his manual. His face did the thing it had been doing for days — this careful neutral expression that was trying very hard not to look hopeful.

"I have conditions," I said.

He blinked. Set the manual down. Sat up straighter.

"Conditions?"

"If we're doing this — the baby thing. I have conditions."

His mouth opened. Closed. Opened again. "Okay. Yes. Anything. What are they?"

"First. This is not a regular thing. This is not an arrangement. This is not — you don't get to pimp me out to your players whenever they have a good season. This is one time. For one purpose. A baby. That's it."

"Of course. Yes. One time. Absolutely."

One time. I said it and the lie tasted familiar in my mouth. I'd already fucked T.J. dozens of times. One more wasn't going to be one more. But Greg didn't know that and the condition made me sound like a woman with boundaries instead of a woman who'd been aching for this since the kitchen.

"Second. I don't want to know the details of what you said to him. I don't want to know how you asked. I don't want to know what he said back. I don't want to think about two men discussing me like — like an item on an agenda."

"Okay. Done. You won't hear a word."

"Third." I paused. This one mattered. "You're not there. You don't watch. You don't listen. You don't call. You drop me off and you go home and you wait. This isn't — I'm not going to have my husband in the next room while I—"

My voice caught. The performance was slipping. The reluctant wife who was doing this as a sacrifice — she wouldn't be able to finish that sentence. So I didn't finish it. I let my voice trail off and I looked at the wall and I let Greg see the discomfort even though the discomfort was fake and the heat between my legs was real.

"I understand," Greg said. Soft. "I won't be anywhere near it. I promise."

I waited. One beat. Two. Giving him room. Giving him the opening to say — what? Actually, Lauren, I want to be there. Actually I want to see it. Actually I've been thinking about watching my wife get fucked by a younger man and I need to be in that room. That's what I wanted him to say. I'd have thrown my hands up. I'd have done the whole performance — oh my God, Greg, what is WRONG with you, you want to WATCH? — and then I'd have caved. The way I'd caved on everything else. Because the truth was I wanted him there. I wanted him in a chair in the corner watching T.J.'s cock slide into me. I wanted him to see what it looked like. What I looked like. The faces I made. The sounds I made. The real ones — not the ones I faked for him in the dark for eighteen years. I wanted my husband to sit there and watch another man do what he couldn't and I wanted to see his face while it happened.

But he didn't ask. He said I promise and his voice was soft and his eyes were earnest and he meant it. He was going to drop me off and go home and sit on the couch and wait like a good husband. He was going to give me my privacy because that's what I'd asked for and Greg always did what I asked.

Pathetic. It was pathetic and it deflated something in my chest and I moved on.

"And fourth. We never talk about it after. It happens. And then it's done. And we don't discuss it. We don't debrief. You don't ask me what it was like. We move on."

"Yes. Agreed. All of it."

Again. No pushback. No hesitation. He just — agreed. I could see it on his face, though. The disappointment. His jaw tightened and his eyes dimmed for a half second before the obedient mask came back. He wanted to ask. He wanted to know. He wanted to sit across from me the next morning and hear every detail — what T.J. did to me, how it felt, whether I came, how many times, whether I said his name. I could see the want written across his face in the half second before he covered it. He was dying to ask and he wasn't going to because I'd told him not to and Greg was a man who followed instructions.

Just once. Just once I wanted him to not follow instructions. To push. To demand something. To be a man who said "no, Lauren, I want to hear about it, I need to hear about it, tell me everything." I'd have fought him on it. I'd have said absolutely not. And then I'd have told him every detail in the dark while his hand crept to his lap and his breathing got faster and we'd have had something between us that was real and ugly and honest.

He sat there with his obedient face and said "all of it" and I wanted to shake him.

I stood there at the foot of the bed in my pajamas and my bare feet and my wet hair from the shower and I looked at my husband. He was sitting up in bed with his coaching manual in his lap and his reading glasses pushed up on his forehead and his thin arms and his soft belly and his eyes full of something that looked like worship. He was looking at me the way he'd looked at me on our wedding day. This overwhelming gratitude. This disbelief that I was real and that I was his and that I was saying yes.

He didn't know I'd already given this to someone else. He didn't know his quarterback had already taken what he was now offering. He didn't know the sheets he was sitting on — the replacement sheets, the second set — existed because the first set was covered in T.J.'s cum. This soft white man with his thin arms and his bald spot and his useless little dick was looking at me with worship because I'd agreed to let a Black man do what he couldn't.

"Okay," I said. "Set it up."

"Lauren—"

"Don't thank me, Greg. Just set it up. And make it nice. If I'm doing this I want — I want it to be somewhere nice. Not some—"

I almost said motel. The word was right there. Room 6. The Starlight Motor Lodge. Bleach and cigarettes and a headboard that banged the wall. I swallowed it.

"Somewhere nice," I said.

"The Fairmont," Greg said immediately. He'd already picked it. He'd already thought about it. He'd probably already looked at rooms. "Downtown. The suite on the eighth floor. I'll get champagne. I'll get—"

"Greg."

"Yeah?"

"Stop talking. Just do it."

He nodded. Fast. His chin bobbing. His eyes still wet. He reached for my hand — this tentative reach across the comforter, his thin fingers stretching toward mine. I let him take it. He squeezed. His hand was clammy.

"When?" I said.

"This Friday. If that works. He's — he's available Friday."

He's available. Like scheduling a contractor. Like booking a plumber. My husband had checked his quarterback's availability to impregnate his wife and Friday worked for everyone's calendar.

"Friday," I said.

I pulled my hand back. Walked around to my side of the bed. Got under the covers. Turned off my lamp.

Greg sat there in the glow of his reading light holding his coaching manual and I could feel him vibrating. Not physically — but the energy coming off him. The relief. The excitement. The gratitude. The fear. All of it buzzing off his side of the bed in waves.

"Turn off your light, Greg."

He turned it off. The room went dark. We lay there. Side by side. Not touching.

Friday. Four days.

I stared at the ceiling and counted them.

---


CHAPTER 46

Wednesday Greg came home with a bag.

Stiff paper. Tissue poking out the top. Ribbon handles. He set it on the bed and stood back with his hands in his pockets.

"I got you something. For Friday."

I opened it. Pulled out each piece. Bodysuit — black lace, plunging front. Thong — barely there. Garter belt. Stockings. I held the bodysuit up by the straps and looked at it. See-through. Thin. The kind of thing a woman wears when she wants it ripped off her.

"A woman at the store helped me," Greg said. "I told her it was for a special occasion."

I sighed. Set the bodysuit down on the bed. Picked up the thong. Held it between two fingers.

"Greg. This is a string."

"It's — the woman said it was—"

"It's a string. You bought me a string to wear for your player." I dangled it. The fabric weighed nothing. "There's more lace on a doily."

"I can return it if—"

"I didn't say return it." I dropped the thong on the bed. Picked up the garter belt. Turned it over in my hands. "Is this what he likes?"

Greg blinked. "What?"

"Garters. Is this what T.J. likes? Did you ask him? When you two were having your little conversation about your wife — did you ask him what kind of underwear he prefers?"

"I didn't — no. That's not how the conversation—"

"So this is what you like." I looked at him. "You picked this out."

His face was going pink. From his collar up. His hands were deep in his pockets and his shoulders were hunched and he was looking at the lingerie on the bed instead of at me.

"I just thought — I wanted you to feel—"

"You stood in a store," I said. Slow. "And you picked these out. And while you were picking them out — while you were touching the lace and looking at the thongs — you were thinking about me. In them. With him."

His mouth opened. Nothing came out. His face went from pink to red.

"That's what happened, right? You were standing in this boutique holding up panties and imagining your quarterback seeing me in them. Taking them off me."

"Lauren—"

"It's fine, Greg. I'm not mad. I'm just making sure I understand the situation." I picked up the bodysuit again. Held it against my chest — the lace draping over my tits, the plunging front falling between them. I looked down at it. Looked back up at him. "How's it look?"

His eyes dropped to my chest. To the lace against my shirt. His lips parted. He swallowed.

"Good," he said. Barely a whisper. "Really good."

I held it there. Let him look. His eyes were locked on the lace against my body and his breathing was shallow and his hands were balled up in his pockets and I could see it now — clear, obvious, not even trying to hide anymore. The bulge in his khakis. His cock pressing against the zipper. Half-hard. Maybe more than half. The most excited Greg had been in months and all I was doing was holding lingerie against my clothed body.

I turned to the mirror. Held the bodysuit up to my front — the straps over my shoulders, the lace falling over my tits and my stomach. I looked at my reflection. Looked at Greg's reflection behind me. He was staring. His eyes tracing the lace. His throat bobbing.

"You think he'll like it?" I said. To the mirror. Casual.

"Yes." Hoarse. "Yeah. He'll — yes."

I held the thong up next. Turned it in my fingers. Looked at it in the mirror. "And this? This little string? You think a twenty-four-year-old athlete is going to appreciate garters and stockings? Or is he just going to tear it off?"

Greg made a sound. Not a word. A sound — this strangled little noise in his throat. His bulge twitched in his khakis. I saw it. He saw me see it.

"And then what, Greg?" I held the thong against my hip. Cocked my head. "After the lingerie's on the floor. What do you think happens then? You think he's going to be gentle? You think he's going to whisper 'is this okay' and go slow? He's twenty-four. He's an athlete. You see him in that locker room every day. You think a man built like that goes slow?"

Greg's hand was in his pocket and I could see his fingers moving. Gripping. His face was crimson.

I put the thong down. Picked up the stockings. Ran them through my fingers — sheer, black, silky. I draped one over my hand and pulled my pajama pants up. Past my knee. Past my thigh. The black stocking against my pale skin, sliding up, my thick thigh exposed in the bedroom light. I pulled it higher. Almost to my hip. Greg's eyes were tracking it — following the stocking up my bare leg.

"You think he's going to take his time with these? Unclip the garters one by one?" I ran my finger along the edge of the stocking where it met my inner thigh. High. Close to where my pajama shorts started. "Or is he just going to push them aside and—"

I stopped. Dropped the stocking. Left the sentence hanging in the air between us. Greg's mouth was open. His breathing was audible now — shallow, fast, through his nose. The unfinished sentence was doing more damage than any finished one could.

I turned around. Faced him. Looked down at his khakis. At the bulge. I didn't pretend not to see it this time. I looked right at it.

Then I stepped forward. Close. Close enough to smell his aftershave. I reached down and put my hand on it.

He flinched. His whole body jolted. But he didn't pull away. I pressed my palm flat against his cock through the khaki fabric and I felt it — hard, straining, pathetic. Four inches of fully erect husband. My fingers wrapped around the shape of it and there was almost nothing to hold. My palm covered the whole thing.

"Wow," I said. Quiet. Looking up at his face. His eyes were wet and wide and terrified and burning. "Wow, Greg. All these years and you never got this hard for me this fast." I squeezed. Gentle. "Is it because you're buying underwear for your wife? Or because you're picturing your player peeling it off her?"

"Lauren—" His voice cracked.

"Because I've been in this bed with you for eighteen years and I've never felt you this hard." I squeezed again. His cock twitched against my palm. "Not once. Not on our wedding night. Not on any anniversary. But you buy me panties for another man and suddenly you're—" I looked down at my hand on his khakis. Looked back up. "Ready to go."

His chin was trembling. His eyes were overflowing — not crying, just full. His hips pushed forward into my hand. Involuntary. His body chasing my grip.

I let go. Stepped back. Wiped my palm on my pajama pants. Casual. Like I'd touched something mildly interesting and moved on.

He stood there. Breathing hard. His cock straining against his khakis where my hand had been. His face the color of a stop sign.

"What are you going to do?"

"What?"

"Friday night. While I'm wearing this. In that hotel room. With him." I crossed my arms. "What are you going to do, Greg?"

"I'll — I'll be here. At home. Waiting."

"Here. In this bedroom. Alone."

"Yes."

"In this bed."

"Yes."

I looked at the bed. The lingerie spread across the comforter. The bodysuit and the thong and the garter belt and the stockings laid out on Greg's side — on his pillow, on his sheets, on the spot where he slept every night. His wife's lingerie for another man arranged on his side of the bed.

I sat on the bed. On Greg's side. On his pillow. The lingerie next to me — the bodysuit draped over the comforter, the thong on his pillow. I crossed my legs. Looked up at him.

"You'll lie right here," I said. Patted the mattress. "On these sheets. Alone. And somewhere across town your player will have me bent over a hotel bed in lingerie you picked out." I ran my finger along the thong on his pillow. "And this little string will be on the floor. And his hands will be where yours haven't been in years. And he'll be doing things to me that you—" I looked at his crotch. At the bulge that was straining so hard the zipper was bending. "—can't."

Greg's breathing stopped. His chest froze mid-inhale. His eyes were glassy.

"And you'll lie right here. In this bed. Staring at this ceiling. Knowing your wife is getting fucked in a hotel room you paid for. In underwear you bought. By a man you sent." I picked up the thong off his pillow. Held it up. "What are you going to do with yourself all night, Greg? While your player is between my legs?"

His cock was twitching in his khakis. Visible. Pulsing against the fabric. His whole body was rigid — hands at his sides, jaw clenched, eyes wet. He couldn't speak. He couldn't move. This pale, soft, pathetic white man standing in his own bedroom while his wife sat on his bed dangling a thong and telling him how his Black player was going to fuck her. His little white cock harder than it had ever been in their marriage.

I held his eyes. Three seconds. Four. Then I looked away. Folded the lingerie. Laid each piece in the tissue. Closed the bag. Set it on the dresser.

"Thank you, honey," I said. Light. Breezy. Like he'd brought me flowers. "That was sweet of you."

I walked out. Didn't look back. Left him standing in the bedroom with the bag on the dresser and his cock in his khakis and his mouth hanging open.

He didn't follow me. I heard him sit on the bed. The springs creaked under his weight. Then silence. A long silence. Then the bathroom door closing. The lock clicking.

I stood in the hallway and listened to my husband lock himself in the bathroom and I knew exactly what he was doing in there. Thinking about Friday. Thinking about the lingerie. Thinking about his player taking it off his wife.

I went downstairs and made dinner.

---


CHAPTER 47

Thursday. Hair at noon. Wax at two. I moved through the appointments on autopilot — sitting in chairs, lying on tables, answering questions I wasn't hearing. "Date night," I told the stylist when she asked. "Just a cleanup," I told Tanya when she raised her eyebrows at the Brazilian. Background noise. All of it.

I checked my phone in the car after. Sitting in the parking lot. New hair. Bare pussy. The sting still fading between my legs. I pulled it out and looked at the screen.

Nothing. No texts. No missed calls. The same dead thread I'd been staring at for a month. I don't know what I expected — he didn't know. He had no idea that tomorrow night he'd walk into a hotel room and find the woman he'd ghosted waiting for him in lingerie. He was somewhere right now — practice, the weight room, his apartment — thinking tomorrow was just another night. Another vague reward from his coach. "Something special." He probably thought it was a gift card or a new watch or dinner at a nice restaurant.

He had no idea it was me.

I set the phone face-down on the passenger seat. My chest was tight. My pussy was still stinging from the wax and my clit was pulsing under it and I sat there in the parking lot thinking about his face. What was his face going to do when he opened that door and saw me. Lauren Hadley. Mrs. Hadley. The woman who'd sent thirty texts he never answered. The woman he'd called ma'am at the boosters dinner and looked through like glass. That woman — in a hotel room. In black lace. On a king bed. Waiting.

Would he freeze in the doorway. Would his jaw go tight the way it did in the kitchen that night — fear and recognition and something darker underneath. Would he say "Mrs. Hadley" in that careful voice. Or would he say nothing. Would Derek come back the second the door closed behind him.

A month of silence. A month of nothing. And tomorrow he was going to walk into a room and I was going to be the thing he didn't see coming.

I drove home with my phone dead on the passenger seat and my pussy throbbing and my brain already in tomorrow.

Tomorrow. The hotel room. The king bed. The lingerie Greg picked out. The champagne Greg ordered. The keycard Greg would hand me. And T.J. — T.J. walking through the door expecting God knows what. T.J. seeing me in black lace. The look on his face when he realized what his coach's "special reward" actually was. His coach's wife. The woman he ghosted. In lingerie. On a bed.

He didn't know. That was the thing I kept coming back to. He didn't know it was me. His coach had told him to show up at a hotel room Friday night and he'd said "Yes sir, Coach" the way he said yes sir to everything and he had no idea what was waiting for him. This wasn't a man walking into a room knowing he was about to fuck his coach's wife. This was a man walking into a surprise. And the surprise was me.

I thought about his hands. At a red light. His dark hands on my white hips. The way his fingers dug into my flesh when he pulled me onto him. The bruises he'd left — the ones that had taken two weeks to fade from purple to yellow to nothing. Tomorrow he'd make new ones. Tomorrow my hips would have his fingerprints on them again and this time I wouldn't have to hide them.

I thought about his cock. Turning onto my street. His cock inside me. The stretch. The fullness. That feeling of being so full my breath stopped. Greg's cock had never made my breath stop. Greg's cock barely made my pulse change. T.J.'s cock rewired my nervous system. T.J.'s cock made me say things I didn't recognize and scream words I'd never used and beg for things I couldn't explain afterward. Tomorrow that cock was going to be inside me again and this time — this time — it was going to cum inside me on purpose. Not an accident. Not a heat-of-the-moment mistake. On purpose. With my husband's blessing. For a baby.

I pulled into the driveway. Sat there. Engine running. My hands on the steering wheel. My thighs pressed together. The wax sting mixing with the throb of my clit. I was soaked. Sitting in my Lexus in my own driveway thinking about tomorrow and I was soaked through my underwear.

I checked my phone one more time. Nothing. Of course nothing.

I dropped the phone in my purse. Got out of the car. Walked to the front door.

Tomorrow, T.J. Tomorrow you find out.

---


CHAPTER 48

Friday morning. Five hours to go.

I stood in front of the bedroom mirror in the lingerie. All of it — bodysuit, thong, garters, stockings. The full outfit Greg had picked out in a boutique while a saleswoman smiled and said "she's a lucky woman."

I looked at myself.

The bodysuit clung to every curve I had. The plunging front showed everything from my throat to my navel — my tits pushed together in the lace, heavy and full, the deep line of cleavage dark between them. My nipples were hard. Visible through the fabric. Two pink points pressing against the black lace. The thong disappeared between my cheeks. The garter belt sat low on my hips — those wide hips that didn't fit in my old jeans anymore, the ones that spread when I sat down, the ones I sucked in at brunch. The stockings hugged my thighs — my thick pale thighs that rubbed together when I walked and left marks on leather seats in the summer.

Forty-one. Thirty-five pounds heavier than my twenties. Tits that had gone from a B to a D. An ass that filled out every pair of pants I owned. A stomach that pooched over my waistband no matter how many crunches. Hips that didn't lie about how many years of wine and pasta and sitting behind a steering wheel had gone into them.

And I looked good.

Not thin good. Not twenty-five good. Not Instagram good. I looked like a woman. A grown woman. Thick in the places men grabbed. Soft in the places men buried their faces. Heavy in the places that bounced and jiggled and rippled when a man fucked her hard enough. I looked like the kind of woman a twenty-four-year-old athlete fucked in a motel room and came back for. Again and again. Three weeks of coming back. Not for my personality. Not for my conversation. For this body. For these tits and this ass and these hips and this pussy that gripped his cock so tight he grunted on every stroke.

I turned sideways. Looked at my ass in the thong. Round. Pale. The cheeks heavy and full — the kind of ass that looked flat in mom jeans and obscene in a thong. The black string between them. The flesh spilling over the straps. I reached back and grabbed one cheek. Squeezed it. Watched the pale flesh bulge between my fingers. T.J.'s hands on this ass. His dark fingers gripping these pale cheeks. Spreading them. Spanking them until they were red and welted and jiggling from the impact. He loved this ass. He'd told me — not with words, with his hands. His hands went to my ass before anything else. Every time. The motel. The parking lot. The couch. The bed. His hands found my ass and grabbed and didn't let go.

I faced forward again. My tits in the lace. I cupped them. Lifted them. Felt the weight — heavy, full, spilling over my hands. My nipples scraping against the lace. These tits had been a B cup when I married Greg. A B cup when I was twenty-three and thin and everything was tight. Now they were D cups and they swayed when I walked and bounced when I rode and slapped together when I got fucked on my back. Greg hadn't put his mouth on them in years. T.J. had bitten them until I screamed.

My bare pussy. I looked down. The lace was sheer — I could see everything through it. Smooth. Pink. Freshly waxed. The lips slightly parted. Flushed. Already swollen. Already responding to the mirror and the lingerie and the countdown in my head. Five hours. In five hours T.J.'s mouth would be on this pussy. His tongue would be on this bare skin. His cock would be pushing past these lips and stretching me open and I'd feel every inch because there was nothing in the way anymore. No hair. No trim. Just bare skin and his cock and the wet sound of him sliding into me.

I pressed my thighs together. My clit throbbed against the lace. The sheer fabric was already damp.

Greg walked past the open bedroom door. Stopped. Backed up. Stood in the doorway.

I watched him in the mirror. His face. His mouth falling open. His eyes moving down my body — the lace, the tits, the hips, the stockings, the ass. His wife in lingerie he'd bought. For another man.

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

"Close the door, Greg."

"You look incredible—"

"Close the door."

He closed it. From the outside. I heard his footsteps go down the hallway. Slow. Reluctant.

I looked at myself one more time. The woman in the mirror looked back at me with flushed cheeks and hard nipples and wet lace between her legs and she didn't look like Lauren Hadley. She didn't look like the HOA chair or the coach's wife or the woman who argued with cashiers about coupons. She looked like a woman who was about to get fucked by a man who wasn't her husband. And she looked ready.

I left it on.

I don't know when I decided. Somewhere between looking at my reflection and hearing Greg's footsteps fade down the hallway. I was going to take it off. I was going to shower and change and walk out of this house in jeans and a sweater like a normal woman going to a normal dinner. That was the plan. Pack the lingerie in my purse. Change at the hotel. Keep it separate. Keep it clean.

Fuck that.

I showered with the lingerie hanging on the bathroom door. Did my makeup — full face, the works, the kind I hadn't done since New Year's. Mascara. Liner. Lipstick. Red. I dried my hair. The blowout from yesterday was still holding — bouncy, full, the kind of hair that moved when I walked. I put the lingerie back on. Every piece. Bodysuit. Thong. Garters. Stockings. Heels — the black ones, the tall ones, the ones I'd bought for a charity gala two years ago and never wore again.

I looked in the mirror one more time. Full outfit. Full makeup. Red lips. Black lace. Pale skin. Forty-one years old and I looked like I was built for exactly what I was about to do.

I grabbed the silk robe from the hook on the bathroom door — cream-colored, short, barely mid-thigh. I pulled it on. Tied the sash. It covered the lingerie but just barely. The tops of the stockings showed below the hem. The lace of the bodysuit peeked above the neckline. The robe was sheer enough that in the right light you could see the outline of everything underneath.

I walked downstairs.

Greg was in the kitchen. Leaning against the counter. He'd been waiting. He had his keys in one hand and his phone in the other and he looked up when he heard my heels on the hardwood and his face went blank.

His eyes started at my feet. The heels. The stockings — visible below the robe, black against my pale calves. Up. The hem of the robe at my thighs. The silk clinging to my hips. The sash tied at my waist. The lace showing at my chest. My red lips. My hair.

His keys hit the floor.

"You're wearing it," he said. "You're — you're wearing it now. Under the—"

"Under the robe. Yes."

"You're going to — in the car — like that?"

"Like this."

He bent down. Picked up his keys. His hands were shaking so hard he fumbled them twice. When he stood up his face was red and his mouth was open and his khakis had the bulge again. Four pathetic inches straining against the zipper because his wife was standing in his kitchen in lingerie and a silk robe and red lipstick and she was about to get in his car and let him drive her to another man.

"Let's go, Greg," I said. "We don't want to be late."

---


CHAPTER 49

Greg's hands were shaking on the steering wheel. I could see them from the passenger seat — his thin pale fingers vibrating against the leather. He hadn't said a word since we backed out of the driveway. His jaw was clenched. His eyes were locked on the road. His khakis still had the bulge.

The silk robe had ridden up. I let it. My thighs were showing — the stocking tops, the garter clips, the bare skin above them. The robe's sash was loose. The neckline was open. If Greg glanced over he'd see the lace bodysuit and the tops of my tits and everything his money had bought for another man to enjoy.

He glanced over.

"Eyes on the road, Greg."

He snapped forward. His knuckles went white on the wheel.

I crossed my legs. Slow. Let the robe fall open at my thigh. The stocking hissed against the leather seat.

"You know what I've been thinking about?" I said. Casual. Looking out the window.

"What." His voice was tight.

"I've been wondering what it's going to be like. With someone who can actually fuck me."

"Lauren—"

"What? That's what's happening tonight, Greg. A man is going to fuck me. A man who can get hard and stay hard." I looked at him. At his jaw clenching. "That's new for me."

He swallowed. His Adam's apple bounced.

"I mean, you try, honey. You do. But it's been years since you've been able to really — really do it. And tonight I'm going to be with someone who can. Someone young. Someone strong." I uncrossed my legs. Crossed them the other way. The robe slipped higher. "Someone who can go all night."

"Please—" His voice was a whisper.

"Please what?"

"Please don't — I can't—"

"Can't what? Drive? You're driving fine." I put my hand on his thigh. Felt the muscle tense under his khakis. My fingers were inches from his bulge. "You seem tense, honey."

"I'm fine."

"You don't look fine. You look like you're about to have a heart attack." I squeezed his thigh. "Relax. This was your idea."

He exhaled. Shaky. His chest deflating.

"You know what I keep thinking about?" I said. My hand still on his thigh. My fingers tracing slow circles through the khaki. "I keep thinking about that thing people say. You know. About Black guys."

Greg's entire body went rigid.

"I'm going to find out tonight, aren't I?" I said. "Whether it's true. I've always wondered. Haven't you? You see him in that locker room. You've probably already seen for yourself."

"Lauren. Please."

"What? I'm just saying. He's six-five, Greg. Two hundred and thirty pounds. You think his dick is small?" My fingers were an inch from Greg's cock. "You've seen him in the showers. You already know."

A sound came out of him. Not a word. A whimper. High and thin and pathetic. His hips shifted in the seat and his cock twitched against his zipper and he gripped the steering wheel like it was the only thing keeping him from losing his mind.

"Are you hard right now, Greg?"

"Don't—"

"You are. I can see it." I looked down at his lap. At the bulge. "You're hard because I'm talking about a Black man's cock. Does that turn you on, Greg? Thinking about how big he is? Thinking about him shoving it inside your wife?"

"Lauren — stop — I can't drive if you—"

"Then pull over."

He didn't pull over. His knuckles were white and his face was red and his breathing was fast and he kept driving because stopping would mean looking at me and looking at me right now would break him.

"I bet he's thick," I said. Looking out the window. "I bet he's really thick, Greg. Not like you." My hand was on his thigh an inch from his four inches. "I bet I'll actually feel it when he puts it in."

"How long do you think he'll last?" I said. "An hour? Two? You last what — thirty seconds? A minute on a good night?" I felt his thigh trembling under my hand. "I might not be able to walk tomorrow, Greg. I want you to think about that. Your wife coming home tomorrow morning and she can't walk. Because of what your player did to her. All night. In a bed you paid for."

"I want—" he started. Then stopped. His jaw clenching shut.

"You want what?"

Silence. The car hummed. Traffic lights slid past. His face was working — something fighting to get out. His hands white on the wheel. His lips pressed tight.

"Greg. You want what?"

"I want to—" He swallowed. Hard. "I want to be — I want to watch—"

"You want to watch?"

He nodded. Fast. Small nods. His chin barely moving. His eyes straight ahead on the road, wet and wide.

"Say it."

"I want to watch." His voice cracked on the last word. "I want to be there. I want to see—"

"But you're what, Greg? Too ashamed? Too embarrassed?"

He nodded again. His chin was trembling. His lower lip was shaking. He was a pathetic fifty-two-year-old white man gripping a steering wheel with his little hard-on in his khakis admitting to his wife that he wanted to watch her get fucked by a Black man and he couldn't even say it without his voice breaking.

My pussy clenched so hard my thighs pressed together under the robe. His shame was doing something to me. His pathetic little confession in the driver's seat — his cracking voice and his wet eyes and his trembling chin and his four inches straining against his zipper — it was turning me on more than the lingerie had. More than the mirror had. My pathetic white husband was a wreck. Ruined. Driving his wife to get fucked by a Black man and admitting he wanted to watch and too ashamed to even look at me.

"Oh, Greg," I said. Soft. Not mocking. Not yet. "Oh, honey."

He was blinking fast. Trying not to cry.

"Maybe next time," I said.

He turned to me. His eyes wide. Next time. I'd said next time. The implication — that there would be a next time, that this wasn't a one-time thing, that the condition I'd set in the bedroom was already dissolving — hit him and his mouth fell open.

I smiled. Small. Looked back out the window.

The Fairmont appeared ahead. Glass and lights. The valet stand. The doorman.

Greg pulled up. Put the car in park. His hands were still shaking. He reached into his jacket and pulled out the keycard. Room 814.

"Eight o'clock," he said. Hoarse. "I told him eight."

I took the card. Looked at it. Looked at him.

"Greg."

"Yeah?"

"Go home. Get in bed." I leaned across the center console. Close to his ear. My lips almost touching his skin. The robe falling open. The lace showing. "And when you're lying there tonight. Alone. In our bed. Thinking about what's happening in that hotel room." I kissed his cheek. Light. "Don't worry, honey. I'll come home and tell you all about it."

His breath caught. A strangled little gasp.

I pulled back. Opened the door. Stepped out onto the pavement in my heels and my robe and my lingerie. The doorman looked at me — a quick professional glance that turned into a longer one when he saw the stockings and the robe and the heels — and opened the glass door.

I didn't look back at the car. I walked into the lobby. Heels clicking on marble.

Behind me I heard Greg's car idle at the curb for a long time before he pulled away.

---


CHAPTER 50

The lobby was marble and glass and a chandelier that cost more than my Lexus. I walked through it in a silk robe and heels and lingerie underneath and nobody stopped me. The woman at the front desk glanced up. The bellhop looked. A businessman in the lounge turned his head and watched me cross the floor. I kept walking. Heels clicking. Robe barely covering my stockings. Keycard in my hand.

The elevator doors opened. I stepped in. Pressed 8. The doors closed and I was alone with my reflection in the brushed steel — a forty-one-year-old married white woman in a silk robe going up to a hotel room her husband booked for her to fuck a twenty-four-year-old Black man. That's what was happening. That's what I was doing. I looked at the woman in the steel and she looked back at me and neither of us blinked.

Room 814. I swiped. Green light. The door swung open.

King bed. White sheets. Floor-to-ceiling windows with the city lit up below. Champagne on ice on the desk — the bottle sweating, two flutes beside it, everything Greg had ordered. A card on the pillow. Greg's handwriting. "For my wife. Be happy tonight. — G"

I set the card face-down on the nightstand. Took off the robe. Hung it on the bathroom door hook. Checked myself in the mirror one last time — hair, makeup, lingerie, stockings, heels. Everything in place. Everything Greg had paid for.

I sat on the edge of the bed. The room was quiet. Just the hum of the air conditioning and the faint noise of the city through the glass. After a whole day of moving — the salon, the wax, the mirror, the teasing, the drive — I was still. For the first time since this morning. Still and alone in a hotel room waiting for a man who wasn't my husband.

I'd been cheating on Greg for over a month.

It hit me sitting there. The full weight of it. Not guilt — just the fact. The size of it. What I'd done. What I was still doing. What I was about to do again.

It started in a motel. Room 6. Starlight Motor Lodge. Bleach and cigarettes and a headboard that banged the wall. I didn't know his name. He didn't know mine. I was Kate. He was Derek. A married white woman and a young Black man fucking in a shitty motel room every Thursday afternoon. His dark body on top of my pale body. His big cock stretching my tight white pussy. His hands around my throat. His spit on my face. My wedding ring pressing into his dark skin when I grabbed his shoulders. Three weeks of that. Three weeks of driving to a motel and getting fucked until I couldn't walk and driving home and kissing my husband's forehead with another man's cum still inside me.

Then the dinner. Derek walked through my front door and he was T.J. Watts. My husband's quarterback. The man Greg coached and mentored and bragged about. The man who sat at my dinner table and said "yes sir, Coach" while his foot touched mine under the table. The man I'd been sucking off in parking lots was eating my lemon chicken and shaking my husband's hand and I sat there with a glass of wine and a smile and my panties soaking through.

Greg got drunk. Greg always got drunk. Wine and beer until his chin hit his chest and his snoring filled the living room. And I fucked T.J. on the couch. Right there. On Greg's couch. His dark fingers inside me while my husband snored ten feet away. I rode his cock on the cushion where Greg watched ESPN every Friday night. I came so hard I screamed "daddy" and Greg stirred and I said I stubbed my toe and he went back to sleep and T.J.'s cock was still inside me.

Then upstairs. He carried me. His cock still in me. Up the stairs past the wedding photos. Into the bedroom. Our bedroom. Greg's bed. He threw me on the mattress and fucked me with the door open. He trained me to be loud — slapped me every time I went quiet. I screamed so loud the neighbors could have heard. He choked me. Spanked me until my ass was red and welted. Made me say Greg's name while he was inside me. "Whose pussy is this?" "Yours." "Not Greg's?" "It was never Greg's."

He came inside me. Bare. No condom. His thick cum flooding my pussy while I screamed about getting pregnant. "Make me pregnant, you nigga." Those words came out of my mouth. In my husband's bed. On my husband's pillow. While my husband slept downstairs. I begged a Black man to knock me up and I meant it. Or my body meant it. I still don't know where those words came from.

He left. Walked out without a word. Down the stairs. Past Greg in the recliner. Closed the front door quiet. His car started. Headlights on the ceiling. Gone.

And I lay there. Leaking. Full of his cum. In Greg's sheets. Crying. Not from shame. From how good it felt.

That was a month ago. Since then — he ghosted me. Thirty texts. Zero replies. I drove past the athletic complex. I deleted his number and re-added it. I sat at the kitchen table checking my phone every three minutes while my husband talked about his defensive coordinator. I was pathetic. A forty-one-year-old married white woman obsessed with a twenty-four-year-old Black man who wouldn't text her back.

And then Greg — my pathetic white husband who could barely get his little dick hard — sat across from me one morning and told me he wanted me to fuck T.J. He said it was a reward. Then he said it was about starting a family. Then he told me about the dream — the sounds through the ceiling, my bare ass in the doorway, someone dark behind me. He'd been jerking off to it every night. The dream that wasn't a dream. Every sound he described was real.

I said no. I screamed. I gave him the silent treatment. I made him sleep in the guest room. I set conditions. I performed the reluctant wife. And the whole time — the whole time — my answer was yes. Had been yes since the second he said it. I just had to wait long enough to say it without looking like a woman who'd been waiting.

And now I was here. Room 814. The Fairmont. King bed. Lingerie my husband bought. Hotel room my husband booked. Sitting on white sheets waiting for the man my husband sent.

My pussy was soaked through the lace. My clit was pulsing. My nipples were hard against the bodysuit. My bare skin — freshly waxed, smooth, pink — was pressed against the sheer fabric and every shift on the mattress sent a jolt through me.

I didn't know which T.J. was coming through that door. The one who fucked me in a motel and made me feel things Greg never had. The one who carried me up my own stairs with his cock inside me. The one who made me scream nigga and beg to be bred. Or the one who ghosted me for a month. The one who shook my hand at a boosters dinner and called me ma'am. The one who looked through me like glass.

The clock on the nightstand. 7:51. 7:53. 7:55.

I sat on the edge of the bed with my knees together and my hands in my lap and the lace wet between my legs and I waited.

7:57. 7:58.

The doorbell rang.

One chime. Soft. The kind of sound that shouldn't make your whole body seize up. But my heart slammed into my ribs and my pussy clenched and my hands gripped the edge of the mattress.

He was on the other side of the door. Right now.

"Come in," I said.

The door handle turned.

---


ACT 9 — THE GIFT

---


CHAPTER 51

I dropped the robe.

Let it slide off my shoulders and pool at my feet on the carpet. Silk puddling around my heels. I stood there in the bodysuit and the thong and the garters and the stockings and nothing else. Forty-one years old. Thick hips. Heavy tits in black lace. Bare pussy visible through sheer fabric. My husband's money on every inch of me.

The door opened.

T.J. walked in.

He was wearing a dark jacket over a white t-shirt. Jeans. Clean sneakers. He looked like he was showing up for a dinner reservation. His eyes were on his phone — typing something, not looking up — and he pushed the door shut behind him with one hand and said "Coach said room eight-fourteen, so—"

He looked up.

His face. I watched it happen in real time. The phone lowering. The eyes finding me. The recognition hitting him — not slow, not gradual, instant. His whole face changed in one second. His jaw went slack. His eyes went wide. His body stopped moving. He was frozen in the doorway with his phone in his hand and his mouth open staring at me.

At Lauren Hadley. Coach Hadley's wife. Standing in a hotel room in black lingerie and heels and a wet spot soaking through the lace between her legs.

"Lauren?"

His voice cracked on my name. Not smooth. Not Derek. Not the man who pinned me down and choked me and called me a nasty white bitch. His voice cracked like a twenty-four-year-old who'd just walked into something he didn't see coming.

"Hi, T.J."

He looked at the room. The bed. The champagne. The card on the nightstand — face-down, Greg's handwriting hidden but the envelope visible. He looked at my body. The lingerie. The stockings. The garters. His eyes went down — slow, involuntary — from my face to my tits to my hips to the lace between my thighs and then snapped back up to my face.

"Coach sent—" He stopped. Swallowed. "This is the — this is what he—"

"This is your reward, T.J. For the championship." I put my hands on my hips. Let him look. "Your coach is rewarding you with his wife."

His jaw was working. No words. His hand was gripping his phone so hard the case was bending. His eyes kept dropping to my body and jerking back up. He couldn't stop looking. He couldn't stop looking and he couldn't believe what he was looking at.

"He knows?" T.J. said. Low. Tight. "Coach knows? About us?"

"He doesn't know about us. He doesn't know we've been fucking for a month. He doesn't know about the motel or the parking lot or his couch or his bed." I took a step toward him. One step. My heels clicked on the hardwood. "He thinks this is a gift. A thank-you. He thinks I'm a good wife doing something generous for her husband's star player."

T.J.'s chest was rising and falling. Faster than normal. His jaw was clenched. I could see the vein in his neck pulsing.

"This is fucked up," he said.

"You said that the last time. In my kitchen. At the dinner."

"This is different."

"How?"

"Because Coach set this up. Coach booked this room. Coach is — he's sending his wife to—"

"To fuck you. Yes. That's what's happening." Another step. Closer. I was three feet from him now. Close enough to smell his cologne — something different from the dinner, something expensive. "My husband booked this room. My husband bought this lingerie." I ran my hands down my sides. Over the lace. Over my hips. Slow. "My husband drove me here and dropped me off and went home. And now he's sitting in our house. Alone. Waiting. While I'm standing here in front of you."

His eyes tracked my hands. Down my body. His jaw flexed.

"And you—" He stopped. Started again. "You just — you went along with it?"

"I said yes."

"Why?"

"Because I've been wanting to fuck you for a month and my husband just gave me permission."

That landed. His cock twitched in his jeans — I saw it, the thick outline jumping against his thigh. His brain was still processing but his dick had already made the call.

He slid his phone into his pocket. Slow. Deliberate. Not checking it. Not texting anyone. Putting it away. That was the moment. That small gesture — the phone disappearing into his jeans — was him deciding to stay.

His eyes changed. The shock draining out. His shoulders dropping. His chin tilting down. His eyes going heavy. Derek showing up behind T.J.'s face.

"A month," he said. Quieter now. "You been wanting this for a month."

"You ghosted me for a month. You left me in my husband's bed covered in your cum and you walked out and you didn't text me back once. I sent you thirty messages, T.J. Thirty. You didn't reply to a single one." I stepped closer. "You had me touching myself every night thinking about your cock and you couldn't even text me back, you nigga."

It came out the same way it always came out. Too careful. Too white. The Karen delivery that made him laugh in the motel. But his cock twitched again. And he didn't laugh.

"I know."

"You called me Mrs. Hadley at the boosters dinner. You shook my hand. The same hand that was inside me a month ago. You shook it like we were strangers."

"I know."

"You looked right through me."

"I had to."

"You had to."

"You're Coach's wife, Lauren. You're my coach's wife. I couldn't—"

"But you can now? Because Coach said so?"

He was quiet. His eyes on mine. His chest still moving. The hotel room was silent except for the air conditioning and both of us breathing.

"He really don't know," T.J. said. Not a question. "About the motel. About his bed. About none of it."

"None of it."

"And he sent you here."

"He sent me here."

"To fuck his quarterback."

"To let his quarterback fuck his wife. And get her pregnant."

His eyebrows went up. Just barely. The only surprise left on his face. "Pregnant?"

"He can't do it himself. He can barely get it up. He wants a baby and he can't give me one. So he's asking you." I stepped closer. One more step. Two feet between us. I could feel the heat coming off his body. "He wants you to cum inside me, T.J. Bare. On purpose. He wants you to breed his wife."

His cock was hard. I could see it through his jeans. That thick outline I knew by memory — pressing against his left thigh, straining the denim. He was hard and he'd been hard since he saw me in the lingerie and his face was doing that thing — that shift from T.J. to Derek. The polite respectful quarterback dissolving. The man underneath coming forward.

"So Coach is at home right now," he said. Slow. His voice dropping lower. "In his bed. Knowing his wife is in a hotel room. Waiting for me."

"Waiting for you."

"In lingerie he bought."

"In lingerie he bought."

"And he wants me to put a baby in you."

"He's begging for it. He drove me here. He handed me the keycard. He wrote me a note." I nodded at the nightstand. "It's right there. 'For my wife. Be happy tonight.' Signed G."

T.J. looked at the nightstand. Looked at the card. Looked back at me. Something shifted behind his eyes. Something dark and hungry and familiar.

"And you." His voice was low now. Derek's voice. "What do you want?"

I reached behind him. Pushed the door until the lock clicked. Turned back. Looked up at him — six-five to my five-six in heels. His dark face above mine. His jaw. His eyes.

"You know what to do, honey," I said. "It's not like you haven't fucked this married white pussy before."

---


CHAPTER 52

He was on me before I finished the sentence.

His mouth hit mine and his hands grabbed my face and he kissed me so hard my head snapped back. No buildup. No hesitation. One second he was standing in the doorway and the next his tongue was in my mouth and his hands were on my body and I was stumbling backward.

"Mmmph—"

I grabbed his jacket. Fistfuls of fabric. His tongue pushed past my lips and I sucked on it and bit his bottom lip and his hands slid from my face to my tits. Both of them. Grabbing through the lace. Squeezing. His dark fingers sinking into the pale flesh spilling out of the bodysuit. He squeezed hard — too hard — and I moaned into his mouth and the sound was wet and muffled and desperate.

"Mmmnnh — mmph—"

His mouth was hot. His spit mixing with mine. Saliva running between our lips — messy, sloppy, dripping off my chin. He kissed me like he was eating me. His full lips covering mine. His tongue everywhere — my tongue, my teeth, the roof of my mouth. I couldn't breathe through the kiss. I was breathing through my nose in sharp bursts and moaning between them and his hands were all over me.

My tits. My hips. My ass. His hands moving fast — grabbing, squeezing, groping. Not gentle. Not exploring. Taking inventory. Relearning my body through the lace. His dark palms sliding over my pale stomach. Gripping my waist. Pulling me into him. Both hands on my ass — grabbing my cheeks through the thong, spreading them, lifting me onto my toes. His fingers digging into the soft flesh.

"Unh — mmmnnh—"

I was walking backward. He was pushing me. His body driving mine across the room — his chest against my tits, his hips against my hips, his hard cock pressing through his jeans against my stomach. Each step backward my heels caught on the carpet and I stumbled and he held me up by my ass and kept pushing. Kept kissing. His mouth never leaving mine. Saliva connecting our lips in wet strings every time our mouths shifted.

My calves hit the bed. My balance went. I fell backward and he came with me — his weight dropping on top of me, the mattress bouncing, the headboard tapping the wall. His body covering mine. His chest on my chest. His hips between my legs.

"Ahh — fuck—"

My legs spread. On their own. My thighs falling open around his waist. My heels hooking behind his thighs. My arms wrapping around his back — his broad muscled back, the jacket still on, the fabric bunching under my fingers. I pulled him into me. Down. Tight. His weight pressing me into the white hotel sheets.

His mouth found my neck. Wet. Open. His lips dragging across my skin. His tongue tasting me — my jawline, my throat, the spot below my ear. Slobbering. Sloppy. His spit on my neck mixing with my sweat. He bit my earlobe and I gasped and my hips bucked up into him.

"Mmmnnh — oh fuck — mmph—"

His hands were under me. Gripping my ass. Pulling my hips up off the mattress and grinding me against him. His cock — thick and hard through his jeans — pressing against my pussy through the lace. Rubbing. The denim rough against the thin wet fabric. My clit catching on the seam of his jeans through the bodysuit and every grind sending a jolt through my spine.

My pussy was gushing. Liquid wetness soaking through the lace — I could feel it, hot and slick, flooding through the sheer fabric and dampening his jeans where his bulge pressed against me. The lace was useless. Saturated. My bare waxed pussy drenching through the bodysuit onto his cock through his pants and both of us could feel it.

He groaned into my neck. This deep rumble against my skin. His hips grinding harder. His cock dragging up and down against my soaked pussy through two layers of fabric — his jeans and my lace, and neither was doing anything to hide what was happening. The wet heat. The friction. His thick shaft rubbing against my swollen clit on every pass.

I locked my arms around his back. Pulled him tighter. My fingers clawing at his jacket. My legs wrapped around his waist. My heels digging into his ass. I was grinding up into him — matching his rhythm, my hips rolling, my pussy pressing against his bulge. Chasing it. Desperate and wet and we hadn't even taken our clothes off yet.

His mouth came back to mine. He kissed me deep. His tongue sliding against mine. Saliva everywhere — on my lips, my chin, his chin. Wet clicking sounds in the quiet hotel room. My moans vibrating against his tongue. His groans vibrating against mine.

"Mmmnnh — unh — mmph — unh—"

He pulled back. Looked at me. His dark face above mine. Spit on my lips. His spit. My spit. Mixed.

He slapped me.

Open palm. Hard. My cheek snapped sideways on the white hotel pillow and my eyes watered and my pussy gushed.

"Ahhh — fuck—"

He grabbed my throat. Squeezed. His dark hand wrapping around my pale neck — the same grip, the same fingers, the same pressure as the motel. As the bed. My air thinned and my eyes locked on his and he spat on my face. A thick glob that landed on my cheek and ran toward my mouth.

I licked it off. Tasted him. Spat back. Hit his chin. He grinned — that wide mean grin, Derek's grin — and squeezed my throat tighter.

"There she is," he said. Low. "There's my nasty white bitch."

"Mmmnnh — choke me — choke me you nigga—"

The Karen delivery. Too careful. Too white. He didn't laugh this time. He squeezed harder. My vision spotted. My hips ground up into his cock. My wet pussy dragging against his jeans. His dark hand on my white throat in a hotel room my white husband paid for.

"You missed this dick, huh." Not a question.

"Yes — fuck — I missed your Black cock — I missed it so much — unh—"

"Your husband know you talk like this?"

"My husband told me to come here — mmph — my husband is at home jerking his little white dick thinking about you fucking me right now—"

He slapped my tit. Hard. The flesh bounced and I yelped and he slapped the other one and my back arched and I was grabbing at his jacket trying to pull it off him, trying to get to his skin.

This was cheating. The same married white pussy wrapped around the same Black man. But it wasn't the usual cheating.

Greg knew. Greg was at home right now. In our bed. Alone. Thinking about this. Thinking about his wife on a hotel bed with his quarterback's body on top of her. His wife's legs wrapped around a Black man's waist. His wife's mouth full of another man's tongue. Greg knew and Greg wanted it and Greg was probably lying in the dark with his pathetic little white dick in his hand wishing he were here to see it.

And that — knowing that my husband was at home fantasizing about exactly what was happening right now — made my pussy clench so hard around nothing that I whimpered into T.J.'s mouth and ground my hips up into his cock and soaked through another layer of lace.

His hands grabbed the neckline of the bodysuit. His dark fingers hooking into the lace at my chest. He pulled — not gentle, not careful — and the fabric stretched and my tits spilled out over the top. Heavy and pale and my nipples hard and he dropped his mouth onto the left one and sucked.

"AHH — fuck — mmmnnh—"

His mouth hot and wet on my nipple. His tongue flicking. His teeth grazing. Sucking hard enough that my back arched off the mattress and my hands flew to the back of his head and I held him there. His dark face buried in my white tits. Slobbering. Groaning against my skin.

And somewhere across town my husband was staring at the ceiling with his hands in his pants. I knew his limp little white dick was probably fully hard right now — more than it had ever been for me in all our years of marriage.

---


CHAPTER 53

He bit me.

His teeth closed on my nipple — not a graze this time, not a nibble. A bite. His jaw clamping down on my pink nipple and pulling and the pain shot through my tit and into my spine and I screamed.

"AHHH — FUCK — T.J. — THAT HURTS—"

I shoved his head. Both hands on his forehead pushing him off my breast. My nipple popped out of his mouth — red, swollen, teeth marks dented into the flesh. He looked up at me. His dark eyes. His wet lips. His jaw set.

He bit the other one.

"AHHH — STOP — oh God—"

I pushed his head again. Harder. My hands on his face shoving him away from my tits. But my back was arching. My hips were grinding up into him. My pussy was getting wetter from the pain and he could feel it — my soaked lace pressing against his jeans, getting hotter, getting slicker every time his teeth sank into my flesh.

He bit my left tit. Not the nipple — the soft pale flesh above it. Sank his teeth in and sucked. Hard. A dark mouth on white skin. Pulling the flesh between his teeth and marking me. Bruising me. Leaving a mark that Greg would see.

"Unh — UUNHH — you're biting too hard — nngh—"

I was pushing and pulling at the same time. My hands on his head shoving him away and then grabbing the back of his neck and pulling him back in. My body couldn't decide. The pain was sharp and my tits were tender and every bite made me cry out and every cry made my pussy flood and I wanted him to stop and I wanted him to do it harder and he knew. He knew exactly what the pushing meant. The push was an invitation.

He bit my right nipple again. Harder. His teeth grinding on the hard nub. I shrieked — high, sharp — and my toes curled against the sheets and my nails dug into his scalp.

"AHHH — you Black — you fucking — nngh — BITE ME — bite your white bitch—"

He growled against my tit. This deep rumble from his chest that vibrated through my breast. His hands grabbed the bodysuit at my ribs and he pulled. The lace ripped. Just tore — this sharp sound of expensive fabric shredding — and the bodysuit split open across my stomach and my tits were free and the ruined lace hung off me in pieces.

"Careful!" I gasped. "My husband bought those for me—"

He shoved two fingers in my mouth.

My words died. His dark fingers pushed past my lips — thick, rough, tasting like cologne and skin — and pressed down on my tongue. I gagged. My eyes watered. He held them there. His other hand pulling the torn lace off my body — ripping it away from my shoulders, my arms, tossing the pieces off the bed. Stripping me. His fingers in my mouth keeping me quiet while he destroyed the lingerie my pathetic white husband had bought for this exact moment.

"Shh," he said. Low. His eyes on mine. "Shut up about your husband."

I sucked his fingers. Closed my lips around them and sucked. Tasted his dark skin on my tongue. My cheeks hollowing. My eyes locked on his. He watched me suck — his jaw tight, his nostrils flaring — and he pulled his fingers out slow. A string of spit connecting my lips to his fingertips. He wiped them on my tit. Wet.

He kissed down my chest. His mouth leaving a trail of spit and heat — between my tits, down my stomach, his lips dragging across my pale skin. His teeth scraping my ribs. Biting the soft flesh of my belly. I flinched and moaned and my hands found his head and my fingers laced through his short hair.

"Unh — mmmnnh — oh God—"

His mouth on my hip bone. Biting. His dark lips on the pale skin where the garter belt sat. He bit the strap — clamped his teeth on it and pulled, stretching the elastic, snapping it against my skin. I yelped. He did it again. The other side. Snap. Snap. Biting my garters off me. His teeth on the clips. Pulling the stockings down with his mouth — his jaw dragging the sheer fabric down my thigh, his lips and teeth on my skin the whole way.

"Fuck — unh — T.J. — nngh—"

My legs were shaking. My toes curling against the sheets. My hips grinding upward — pushing my pussy toward his mouth as he worked his way down. I could feel his breath. Hot on my inner thigh. His mouth inches from my cunt. The lace of the thong was the only thing left. Soaked. See-through. My bare pink pussy visible through the wet fabric — swollen, flushed, my clit throbbing against the sheer material.

He kissed my inner thigh. Open-mouthed. Wet. His dark lips pressing into the soft pale flesh. I whimpered and my legs fell open wider. He kissed the other thigh. Slower. His tongue dragging across my skin. Tasting me. The sweat and the arousal and the wetness that had run down from my pussy.

"Please — unh — please—"

"Please what?" His mouth against my thigh. His breath hitting my pussy through the lace. Close. So close.

"Put your mouth on me — please — I need — unh—"

"On this married white pussy?"

"Yes — fuck — yes — eat me — eat my married white cunt, daddy — eat me, you nigga—"

He pressed his mouth against me. Through the lace. His full dark lips covering my pussy through the soaked fabric. I felt the heat of his mouth. The wetness of his tongue pressing the lace against my clit. He kissed me there — slow, open, his tongue pushing the thin wet fabric into my slit. Tasting me through the lace. My wetness flooding against his lips. The sheer material doing nothing — just a wet membrane between his tongue and my bare pussy.

"AHHH — FUCK — oh God — UUNHH—"

My hips bucked off the mattress. My hands grabbed his head and shoved his face into my cunt. My thighs clamped around his ears. My toes curled so hard my feet cramped. His tongue was pressing against my clit through the lace — flat, hot, this steady pressure that made my vision blur. My clit was quivering. Pulsing. This fat swollen nub throbbing against his tongue through the wet fabric.

"UUNHH — right there — right there — don't stop — don't you fucking stop — NNGH—"

I was thrashing. My head twisting on the pillow. My blonde hair whipping across my face. My back arching off the mattress and dropping and arching again. My hips grinding against his mouth — circular, desperate, riding his face through the lace. One hand gripping the sheets. The other gripping his head. My wedding ring scraping against his scalp.

"EAT ME — eat this white pussy — unh — UNH — eat me daddy — eat your white bitch — AHHH—"

His tongue pushed harder. The lace pressed deeper against my clit. The tension was building — this tight hot coil in my stomach and my thighs and my pussy. Already. Already close. His mouth had been on me for thirty seconds and I was already on the edge. A month of not being touched. A month of Greg's useless little fingers and my own hand in the dark and nothing — nothing — that felt like this. His thick dark lips on my married white pussy and the orgasm was right there. Right there at the surface.

My clit quivered against his tongue. The tension wound tighter. My thighs shaking around his head. My toes cramping. My breath coming in sharp broken gasps. The lace soaked and useless between his mouth and my cunt. His dark face buried between my pale thighs. My fingers digging into his scalp. My wedding ring catching the light.

"Oh God — oh God — I'm gonna — unh — UNH — I'M—"

He pulled back. One inch. His mouth hovering over my pussy. His breath hitting the wet lace. I could feel the heat of him. The absence of his tongue. My clit throbbing into empty air.

"Nnngh — NO — don't stop — please — put your mouth back — PLEASE—"

---


CHAPTER 54

He looked up at me from between my thighs. His dark eyes. His wet lips. His chin glistening with me.

He hooked one finger into the thong. Pulled it to the side. Slow. The wet lace peeling off my bare pussy. Cool air hitting my swollen clit. My lips parting. Pink and wet and gaping. Exposed. Bare. Freshly waxed. Nothing between his mouth and my cunt.

He lowered his head.

His tongue touched me and I squirted.

Not an orgasm — a reflex. His tongue hit my bare clit and my pussy clenched and a hot jet of wetness shot out of me onto his chin. This gush of clear slick liquid that sprayed from my cunt and ran down his jaw and dripped onto the white hotel sheets. A month. A month of not being touched by him and my body reacted to his tongue the way a starving person reacts to food. Instant. Violent. My hips bucked and my thighs shook and he hadn't even started yet.

"Fuck — FUCK — oh God—"

He grabbed my thighs. Both hands. His dark fingers clamping around my pale legs above the knees and shoving them apart. Wide. Wider than I'd spread them on my own. Pinning them open against the mattress. His grip was hard — bruising hard — and I couldn't close my legs if I wanted to. He had me spread and pinned and exposed and his mouth was on my bare pussy and I was helpless.

"Unh — unh — your tongue — put your tongue inside me — please — shove it in — unh—"

He licked me. Long. Flat. His tongue dragging from my entrance to my clit in one slow wet stroke. My wetness coating his tongue. The thong pulled to the side, the soaked lace bunched against my inner thigh, my bare pink pussy open and dripping for him. He licked again. Slower. Tasting me. Savoring it. His dark lips brushing against my swollen pale lips.

"Mmmm," he groaned against me. The vibration buzzed through my clit and my hips jerked. "Missed this white pussy."

"I missed you eating it — unh — fuck — you eat my cunt so much better than my husband — he doesn't even put his mouth down here — he hasn't in years — and you — ohh fuck — you eat me like you're starving—"

"'Cause I am." He shoved his tongue inside me. Deep. Past my lips. Pushing into my entrance and curling upward and I screamed — this ragged broken sound that bounced off the hotel walls. His tongue was thick and hot and wet and it was inside me and my hands flew to the back of his head and my hips ground down onto his face.

"AHHH — YES — RIGHT THERE — DEEPER — UUNHH—"

He pulled his tongue out. Flicked my clit. Fast. Back and forth. Then sucked it between his lips — hard, the pressure sudden and intense — and I thrashed. My body twisting on the sheets. My hands clawing at his head. My thighs fighting his grip trying to close around his ears but he held them pinned. Spread. His dark hands on my white thighs keeping me open.

"Look at you." He pulled back an inch. His breath hitting my wet pussy. His dark eyes looking up at me from between my pale thighs. "Nasty cheating white bitch. Legs spread in a hotel room begging for my tongue."

"Yes — I'm begging — I'm a nasty cheating white bitch — unh—"

"Your husband drop you off for this? Drove you here in his little car so I could eat his wife's pussy?"

"Yes — he drove me — he dropped me off — mmmnnh—"

"Pathetic." He spat on my pussy. His spit landing on my clit — warm, wet, sliding down between my lips. "He's pathetic and you're nasty and y'all deserve each other."

He buried his face in me. No more teasing. His mouth covering my entire pussy — lips, clit, entrance, everything. His tongue pushing inside me and then pulling out and flicking my clit and then pushing back in. Eating me. Devouring me. Sloppy and wet and loud — these filthy slurping sounds echoing in the hotel room. His spit and my wetness mixing on his chin and running down his neck.

His free hand came up. Found one of my breasts. Grabbed it — squeezed hard while his mouth worked between my legs. His dark fingers digging into the pale flesh. Pinching my nipple. Twisting. I cried out and my fingers dug into his scalp — nails pressing into the short hair, scratching, pulling his face tighter against my cunt. He squeezed harder. I pulled his head harder. His mouth and his hand working me at the same time — his tongue on my clit and his fingers crushing my nipple and I was being eaten and groped and I couldn't think.

"FUCK — unh — your mouth — your hand — mmmnnh — don't stop — don't stop any of it—"

He switched to the other breast. His hand sliding across my chest. Grabbing. Squeezing. Rolling my nipple between his thumb and finger while his tongue pushed inside me. My nails were drawing lines on his scalp. My fingers curling and uncurling in his short hair. Pulling him into me. Grinding my pussy against his face while his hand mauled my breasts.

I grabbed my own legs. Hooked my hands behind my knees and pulled them back toward my chest. Spreading myself wider. Opening my pussy for him. Offering it. My thick pale thighs pulled apart. My bare pink cunt gaping and wet and his dark face buried in it.

He growled against me. His hands left my thighs and grabbed my wrists — yanked my hands off my legs and pinned them to the mattress above my head. One hand. Both wrists. Held. My legs fell open without my hands holding them — still spread, gravity and his shoulders keeping them apart.

"I ain't ask you to help," he said against my pussy. "Keep your hands up there."

His free hand grabbed my hip. Tilted my pelvis up toward his mouth. Changed the angle. His tongue found my clit from underneath — this upward pressure that hit different, deeper, his tongue pushing against the underside of my clit and stroking it and my vision went white at the edges.

"AHHH — DADDY — FUCK — RIGHT THERE — DON'T STOP — UUNHH—"

My wrists pinned above my head. His dark hand holding them against the white sheets. My legs spread and trembling. My hips grinding up into his mouth. My toes curling. My back arching. I was completely under his control — spread open, pinned down, his mouth on my bare pussy, his hand on my wrists, and the only thing I could move was my hips and I was grinding them into his face with everything I had.

"You taste like you been thinking about me," he said. Muffled against my cunt. His tongue never fully stopping — talking and licking at the same time. "You been wet all day, huh. Walking around soaking through your panties thinking about this."

"Yes — all day — all week — all month — unh — I've been wet for you for a month—"

"Nasty white bitch." He sucked my clit hard. I screamed. "Can't even control yourself."

"I can't — I can't — you make me so wet — my husband never makes me wet — I have to fake it for him — I fake everything for him — unh — but you — FUCK — you make me gush — you make me squirt — DADDY—"

Another jet. Another hot gush that sprayed from my pussy onto his chin and he groaned and lapped it up. His tongue scooping my squirt off his lips. Swallowing. Going back for more. His dark mouth on my white cunt drinking everything I gave him.

The orgasm was building. Fast. Climbing through my stomach and my thighs. My wrists straining against his grip. My heels digging into the mattress. My pussy clenching around his tongue every time he pushed it inside me. The tension coiling tighter and tighter.

"I'm close — fuck — daddy I'm so close — don't stop eating this white pussy — UUNHH—"

"Cum on my face," he said. Against my clit. His lips vibrating. "Cum for me, white bitch. Let me taste it."

"AHHH — DADDY — I'M CUMMING — oh fuck — I'M CUMMING, YOU NIGGA — UUNHH—"

It hit me. Hard. My pussy clamped around his tongue and my hips bucked off the mattress and my wrists yanked against his grip and I squirted — a long hard spray that soaked his chin and his neck and the sheets under my ass. My thighs shook. My stomach clenched. My toes cramped. I was screaming into the hotel room — full volume, no neighbors to worry about, no sleeping husband downstairs — just screaming while a Black man ate my married white pussy and my orgasm ripped through me in waves.

He didn't stop. His tongue kept going through the orgasm. Licking me through it. Every flick making me jerk and gasp and squirt again — smaller gushes, aftershocks, my pussy pulsing against his mouth. I was pulling at my pinned wrists trying to grab his head and he held me down. Kept eating. Kept licking. His tongue relentless on my oversensitive clit until the pleasure tipped into pain and I was whimpering and twisting and begging.

"Stop — fuck — it's too much — I can't — nngh — DADDY — TOO MUCH—"

He gave my clit one last hard suck. I screamed. Then he pulled back. Let go of my wrists. Wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. His chin was glistening. His dark face wet with me from his nose to his jaw.

He stood up. At the foot of the bed. Looking down at me — spread out, wrecked, shaking, my thighs still open, my pussy bare and swollen and dripping. The thong pulled aside. The torn bodysuit hanging off my shoulders. My tits out. My nipples bitten red. My wrists pink from his grip.

He reached for his belt.

---


CHAPTER 55

The buckle clinked. He pulled it through the loops. Dropped it on the floor. The metal hit the carpet with a dull thud.

He pulled his jacket off. Tossed it on the chair. Then his t-shirt — grabbed the back of the collar and pulled it over his head in one motion and his chest was bare and I stopped breathing.

His body. God. His body. I'd been fucking this man for a month and I'd seen his body a hundred times and it still hit me. His chest was dark and carved — every muscle defined, his pecs thick, his abs tight, the V-cut at his hips sharp and deep. His shoulders were broad and round and his arms were veined and his skin was dark brown and glistening under the hotel room light. No fat. No softness. Nothing extra. Just muscle and dark skin and the body of a man who ran drills five days a week and squatted four hundred pounds and threw a football sixty yards.

I could see what Greg saw in him. I could see why my pudgy white husband had lost his mind over this man.

Greg was soft. Greg was pale. Greg was five-ten and a hundred sixty pounds with a belly that hung over his belt and thin arms that couldn't open a pickle jar without straining. Greg's chest was flat and white and covered in sparse blond hair that went gray years ago. Greg's body was the body of a man who sat behind a desk and drew Xs and Os on a whiteboard and hadn't done a push-up since the nineties. I'd been sleeping next to that body for eighteen years. Lying next to that soft pale belly every night. Feeling those thin arms around me. That narrow white chest against my back. That little dick pressing against my ass — barely, half-hard on a good night, this limp warm nothing that I could barely feel through my pajamas.

And this. T.J.'s body. Dark and carved and hard. Every muscle visible. Pecs that flexed when he breathed. Abs that looked like they'd been cut with a knife. Arms thicker than Greg's thighs. Shoulders wider than the doorframe he'd just walked through. His dark skin glistening. Not a single soft inch on him. The body of a twenty-four-year-old athlete in his prime standing at the foot of a bed that a fifty-two-year-old man had paid for.

This was what I'd been cheating on my husband with. This body. This dark sculpted body that made my husband's body look like a joke. I'd been sneaking out of my house — away from Greg's soft belly and his thin arms and his limp little dick — and driving to a motel to press my white skin against this dark skin. To feel these hard muscles under my fingers instead of Greg's doughy softness. To wrap my pale legs around this dark narrow waist and be fucked by a body that was built for fucking.

And now Greg knew. Greg had sent me here. Greg had looked at this body — on the field, in the locker room, across his own dinner table — and instead of being jealous he'd gotten hard. Greg had looked at this young Black man's body and his brain had said yes. Put this on top of my wife. Let this body do what mine can't. Let these dark arms hold her. Let these dark hips drive into her. Let this cock — this thick dark cock that made his look like a pinky finger — let it inside his wife. That was Greg's fantasy. That was what he'd been jerking off to in the bathroom every night.

And the sick part? I understood. Because I'd made the same choice. I'd looked at Greg's body and I'd looked at T.J.'s body and my pussy had made the call before my brain caught up. The first time in the motel — the first time Derek took his shirt off and I saw that dark chest and those abs and those arms — I'd known. I'd known I was going to cheat on my husband and I'd known I was never going to stop. Because this body existed and Greg's body existed and they weren't in the same category. They weren't on the same planet. My white husband was soft and small and pale and this Black man was hard and big and dark and I was a forty-one-year-old woman who'd spent eighteen years settling and three weeks of T.J. had ruined me for settling ever again.

Every Thursday in the motel. His dark body on top of my white body. His dark hands on my pale tits. His dark hips between my white thighs. The contrast was the thing. It was always the contrast. Not just the size of him or the strength of him but the color of him against me. His dark skin sliding against my pale skin. His Black body covering my white body. His brown cock disappearing into my pink pussy. The visual of it. The sight of us together — interracial, taboo, wrong in all the ways that made my clit throb. My pudgy white husband couldn't compete with this. Greg was at home right now with his hand in his pants knowing he couldn't compete with this and getting off on it.

He unbuttoned his jeans. Pushed them down his thighs. Stepped out. Black boxer briefs. His cock was pressing against the fabric — thick, dark, the outline running down his left thigh. I could see the shape of it. The head. The shaft. Straining the cotton.

"Take them off," I said. My voice was wrecked from the screaming. Hoarse. "Let me see it."

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband. Pulled them down. His cock swung free.

Thick. Dark. Hard. Standing straight up against his abs. The head fat and swollen and dark brown. The shaft veined and heavy. His balls hanging full and tight beneath it.

I whimpered.

Not a moan. Not a gasp. A whimper. This soft high-pitched feminine sound that came out of my throat before I could stop it. The sound a woman makes when she sees something she needs and can't have yet. My whole body reacted at once — my pussy clenched, my thighs pressed together, my nipples tightened, my mouth watered. My mouth literally watered. Saliva flooding under my tongue. My lips parting. My jaw going slack. I was looking at his cock and my body was responding to it on every level — my cunt getting wetter, my mouth getting wetter, my skin flushing hot.

---


CHAPTER 56

I sat up on the bed. Leaned forward. My face was close to it now — a foot away, maybe less. I could see every vein. Every ridge. The dark shaft thick and pulsing. The head swollen and shiny with precum. And I could smell him. His cock. His skin. This warm dark musk that hit my nose and went straight to my pussy. I hadn't smelled him in a month and the scent of his cock made my head swim. Greg didn't smell like this. Greg didn't smell like anything. Greg's little dick had no scent, no presence, no weight. It was just there — small and soft and forgettable. T.J.'s cock filled a room. T.J.'s cock had a gravity that pulled my face toward it.

My mouth opened. On instinct. My lips parting, my jaw dropping, my head tilting forward. I wasn't deciding to do it. My body was doing it. Leaning in. My mouth open. Ready to take him in. Ready to wrap my white lips around his dark shaft and taste him again after a month of nothing.

I reached for it. Both hands. My pale fingers stretching toward his dark cock.

He slapped my hand away. Quick. Hard. My fingers stinging.

"I didn't say touch."

I looked up at him. From the edge of the bed. My face a foot below his cock. My mouth still open. My eyes wet. Begging without words.

"Please—"

"Please what?"

"Please let me touch your cock."

"Nah." He wrapped his own hand around it. Stroked. Slow. Once. Twice. His dark fist around his dark shaft. I watched his hand move — up and down, squeezing, the head swelling darker with each stroke. He was jerking himself off at the foot of the bed while I lay there spread out and dripping and he wasn't giving it to me.

"Please — T.J. — I need it—"

"Need what? Say it."

"I need your cock — please—"

"My cock? Or your husband's cock?"

"Yours — fuck — I need your cock — not his — his doesn't — it can't—"

"Can't what?"

"It can't do what yours does — it's too small — it's nothing — please just give me your cock—"

He stepped closer. His cock bobbing between us. The head inches from my pussy. I could feel the heat coming off it. My hips lifted off the mattress reaching for him. He didn't move.

"You want this dick?"

"Yes — yes I want it—"

"Then beg for it right. Tell me what you want."

"I want your big Black cock inside me — please — please fuck me — put it in me — I've been waiting a month — I need it, you nigga — please — my white pussy needs your Black cock—"

"Keep going."

"I've been touching myself every night thinking about your dick — unh — my husband's lying right next to me in bed and I'm rubbing my pussy thinking about you — about your Black cock stretching me — please daddy — please fuck me—"

"What about your husband's dick?"

"It's useless — his little white dick is useless — it's been useless for eighteen years — I can't even feel it when he puts it in — please — I need yours — I need a real cock—"

"Louder."

"PLEASE — PLEASE FUCK ME WITH YOUR BIG BLACK COCK — I'M BEGGING YOU — my husband can't fuck me — he can't get hard — he can't make me wet — he can't make me cum — I've been faking it for eighteen years and I can't fake it anymore — I NEED YOUR DICK, YOU NIGGA — PLEASE—"

He didn't move. Still stroking. Still watching me. His dark hand on his dark cock and his eyes on my spread white body.

"More."

"I'm a cheating white slut — I'm your cheating white slut — I cheated on my husband with you for a month and I'd do it again — I sucked your cock in parking lots and fucked you in his bed and I'd do it all again — please — I'll do anything — I'll be your white bitch — your nasty married white bitch — just put your cock in me — PLEASE, DADDY — I'm begging you — I'm on my back with my legs open begging a Black man to fuck me while my white husband sits at home and I don't care — I DON'T CARE — just give it to me — PLEASE—"

My voice cracked. My eyes were wet. Not performing. Not the Karen delivery. Real. Every word stripped out of me raw. My dignity was gone. My pride was gone. Lauren Hadley the HOA chair was gone. I was just a body on a bed. A married white woman with her thighs spread begging for Black cock. My husband had paid for this room. My husband had bought the lingerie that was torn and hanging off my body. My husband was at home in our bed and his wife was here begging for the cock that had ruined their marriage and I meant every word and I didn't care how I sounded anymore.

---


CHAPTER 57

His jaw tightened. His nostrils flared. His cock twitched. He looked at my body — my tits bitten red, my stomach heaving, my white thighs spread, my bare pink pussy wet and gaping and waiting for him.

He put one knee on the bed. Then the other. The mattress dipped under his weight. He crawled over me — his dark body covering my pale body, his chest above my tits, his hips between my thighs. His cock hanging heavy between us. The head brushing against my wet slit. Hot. Blunt. Thick.

"Say it one more time," he said. His face above mine. His dark eyes on my blue ones.

"Please fuck me with your big Black cock, daddy. Please."

He pushed in.

The head spread me open. Fat and blunt and hot — pressing past my lips, stretching my entrance, and I covered my face with both hands. Palms over my eyes. Fingers in my hair. Hiding. Because the sound that came out of me wasn't a moan or a scream — it was a sob. This wet broken sound that shook my chest and leaked out between my fingers.

He kept pushing. Inch by inch. Slow. My pussy stretching around his shaft — tight and swollen and wet and opening for him. Taking him in. Every inch deeper than the last. Every inch filling space that had been empty for a month. Space Greg had never filled. Space Greg didn't know existed.

"Ahhh — ohhh fuck — ohhh—"

I was crying. Tears running from under my palms down my temples into my hair. Not pain. Not sadness. My body was overwhelmed. A month of his absence and now he was inside me again and every nerve in my pussy was firing at once and I couldn't handle it. My hands pressed harder against my face. My chest heaving. My thighs shaking around his hips.

He bottomed out. Every inch. His pelvis pressing against my clit. His cock buried to the root inside me. He held it there. I could feel him throbbing. Could feel my walls gripping him — squeezing, pulsing, my pussy trying to hold on to every inch.

"Nah." His hand grabbed my wrist. Pulled my right hand off my face. Then the left. Pinned both to the mattress above my head. My face exposed. Tear-streaked. Red. My mascara running. My lips swollen and trembling.

"Don't hide from me," he said. His face inches above mine. "Lemme see that face."

"I can't — unh — it's too much—"

"Yeah it is." He pulled back. Slow. His cock dragging out of me inch by inch. My pussy gripping him, trying to keep him in. He pulled back until just the head was inside me — stretching my entrance, holding me open. "You like this shit, huh."

"Yes — fuck — yes—"

"You like this big Black dick?"

"I love it — I love your big Black dick, daddy—"

"Say it louder. Say it so Coach can hear it across town."

"I LOVE YOUR BIG BLACK DICK — I LOVE IT — UUNHH—"

He slammed back in. One thrust. All the way. My whole body jolted up the bed and my head hit the headboard and I screamed — this raw broken wail that bounced off the hotel walls.

"AHHHHH — FUCK—"

"That's it." He started moving. Slow deep strokes. Pulling almost all the way out and driving back in. Each one pressing his pelvis against my clit. Each one making the bed rock. His hips rolling between my thighs. "You want this, white bitch? You want this dick?"

"Yes — unh — yes I want it—"

"You been waitin' on this, huh. Touchin' yourself in Coach bed thinkin' 'bout me." He thrust deep. Held it. Ground his pelvis into my clit. "Thinkin' 'bout this dick."

"Every night — mmmnnh — every night I thought about you—"

"Coach right there next to you. Sleep. And you rubbin' that married white pussy thinkin' 'bout my dick." He pulled back. Slammed in. I screamed again. "That's nasty. You a nasty cheatin' white bitch."

"I am — I'm nasty — I'm your nasty cheating white bitch — unh — UNH—"

"You know what's crazy?" His rhythm picking up. Faster. The bed starting to rock. "If I'da known you was Coach wife from the jump—" He thrust hard. "—I'da fucked you twice as hard."

"AHHH—"

"You hear me? Twice. As. Hard." Each word a thrust. Deep. Punishing. "Coach wife in a motel room beggin' for Black dick? I'da had you screamin' every night. Not just Thursdays."

"Fuck — FUCK — daddy — UUNHH—"

"All them weeks in that motel. Callin' yourself Kate." He was grunting now. His rhythm steady and hard. The headboard tapping the wall. "I shoulda known. The way you talked. The way you dressed. That Lexus in the parkin' lot. You had married white money written all over you."

"I — unh — I wanted you to know — I wanted to tell you—"

"But you didn't. 'Cause you liked sneakin'. You liked creepin' on your man." He thrust deep and held it and his mouth came to my ear. "'Cause you a freak, Lauren. Under all that HOA shit and the book clubs and the fuckin' bake sales — you a freak who likes nigga dick."

My pussy clenched so hard around him that he groaned. His words were hitting me in my stomach and my clit and behind my eyes. He was inside me and he was talking and every word made my body tighter and hotter and wetter.

And his voice had changed. I could hear it. The polite quarterback was gone — the one who said "yes sir, Coach" and "thank you, ma'am" and shook hands at boosters dinners. That T.J. had walked through the door ten minutes ago. This was Derek. The man from the motel. The man who choked me and spat on me and called me a white bitch. His voice had dropped. His grammar had shifted. The "your" became "you" and the full sentences became fragments and the respect fell off him and what was left was raw and blunt and filthy. He was talking to me the way he talked to me in Room 6. The way he talked to me when his cock was inside me and nobody was watching and he didn't have to be polite for anybody. Coach's quarterback was gone. The man fucking Coach's wife had arrived.

---


CHAPTER 58

"Coach know what you sound like when you gettin' fucked?" He pulled back. Slammed in. My tits bounced. "He know you cry? You cryin' right now. You cryin' 'cause this dick is in you and it feel too good and you can't handle it."

"I can't — nngh — I can't handle it — it's too big — you're too deep—"

"But you takin' it. You takin' every inch. This married white pussy takin' every inch of this Black cock and lovin' it."

"I love it — FUCK — I love it — don't stop — DADDY DON'T STOP—"

His hips snapped faster. The bed slamming the wall now. The headboard punching the drywall in a steady beat. My tits bouncing. My thighs shaking. My wrists pinned above my head. Tears running down my face. My pussy stretched around his cock and gripping him on every stroke and I could feel it building. Fast. Already. The orgasm climbing through my body.

"I'm gonna cum — unh — fuck — you're gonna make me cum already — UUNHH—"

"Cum on this dick. Cum on this Black dick, white bitch."

"DADDY — FUCK — I'M — AHHH—"

He drove in deep. Held it. Ground his pelvis against my clit. His cock throbbing inside me. His dark hips pressed against my white hips. And I came.

My pussy clamped around him. Hard. My whole body seizing — my abs locking, my thighs crushing his waist, my toes curling, my back arching off the mattress. I squirted. A hot thick gush that flooded around his cock and sprayed out between us — soaking his pelvis, soaking my thighs, soaking the white hotel sheets underneath me. My juices running down between my ass cheeks and pooling on the bed. Thick and slick and hot.

"AHHHHH — I'M CUMMING — I'M CUMMING ON YOUR BLACK COCK, YOU NIGGA — FUCK — UUNHH—"

I squirted again. Not a gush this time. A spray. My pussy clenched around his cock and a jet of hot wet squirt shot out of me — spraying around his shaft, hitting his pelvis, splattering against his dark abs. I felt it leave my body. Felt the force of it. My pussy pushing it out with every clench — squirt after squirt, hot and slick, flooding between us. Soaking his cock. Soaking his balls. Running down between my ass cheeks in warm rivers. Pooling under my ass on the white hotel sheets — this spreading dark stain on the crisp white cotton. Growing wider with every pulse. Soaking through the sheet to the mattress pad. Soaking through the mattress pad to the mattress.

I could hear it. Between the screaming and the headboard and his grunting I could hear my own squirt — this wet splashing sound every time my pussy clenched and forced another spray out of me. Sloppy. Filthy. The sound of a woman's body emptying itself around a cock. The sheets were drenched. The pool under my ass was warm and spreading toward the edges of the bed. I felt it reach my lower back — wet heat creeping up my spine, the sheet soaked under me from my ass to my shoulders.

It dripped off the edge of the bed. I heard it. This faint wet patter on the hotel carpet — drip, drip, drip — my squirt running off the white sheets and landing on the floor. Soaking into the carpet. Staining it. The hotel staff would find this. They'd strip the bed tomorrow and find the sheets ruined and the mattress stained and the carpet wet and they'd know exactly what happened in room 814. My husband's credit card on the receipt. Greg Hadley. Charged for a suite where someone destroyed the bed.

"AHHH — AHHH — I'M STILL CUMMING — DADDY — UUNHH—"

My arms came down from above my head. I grabbed him. Both arms around his neck. Pulling his dark face into my white neck. My fingers clawing into his back — his broad sweaty dark back. My nails digging in. Drawing lines. My legs locked so tight around his waist he couldn't have pulled out if he tried. I was wrapped around him. Every part of me holding every part of him. My pale body fused to his dark body. Shaking. Convulsing. My mouth against his ear screaming.

"DON'T STOP — FUCK — DON'T YOU STOP — I'M CUMMING SO HARD — YOU NIGGA — DADDY — AHHH—"

He kept going. His hips driving through it. His cock sliding through the squirt and the clenching and the mess. Fucking me while I came. The headboard slamming. The bed rocking.

---


CHAPTER 59

And my mouth lost the plot.

"I love your big Black cock — fuck — I LOVE IT — it's so much bigger than my husband's — unh — UUNHH — I love it daddy — I love this nigga dick inside me — mmmnnh — don't leave me again — don't ghost me — don't you ever fucking ghost me again — AHHH—"

The words poured out. I wasn't choosing them. My brain was fried — three orgasms deep and his cock still inside me and my body was short-circuiting and my mouth was dumping every filthy confession it had been holding for a month.

"My husband's dick is nothing — unh — it's nothing compared to yours — he can't reach where you reach — he can't stretch me — he can't fill me — FUCK — your Black cock ruined me — you ruined my white pussy for my white husband — mmmnnh — I can't even feel him anymore — after you I can't feel anything but this — UUNHH—"

I heard myself. Somewhere in the back of my fried brain I heard the confessions pouring out and I couldn't stop. My husband's dick is nothing. Greg — my husband of eighteen years — and I was screaming that his cock was nothing while another man fucked me. Not during dirty talk. Not as a performance. As a confession. My brain had cracked open and the truth was leaking out between the moans.

"Don't leave me — don't ghost me again — I need this Black cock — unh — I need it inside me — my husband can't do this — he could never do this — his little white dick could never — FUCK — you're so deep — so thick — mmmnnh — I missed this so much — I missed your big Black cock so much—"

He didn't say it back. He grunted. His hips kept driving. His dark face in my white neck. He didn't say love. He didn't say need. He didn't say anything. He just fucked me through my babbling and my crying and my confessing and that was worse than if he'd laughed at me. The silence. The steady rhythm of his cock while I fell apart underneath him saying things I couldn't take back.

My toes cramped. My fingers drew welts down his dark skin. My pussy pulsed around his cock in violent squeezes — each one pulling a grunt out of him, each one pushing more squirt out of me. The orgasm rolled and rolled. Wave after wave. My body jerking underneath him with each one.

I bit him.

I didn't decide to. My mouth was open against his neck — screaming, moaning, the confessions dissolving into noise — and the next wave hit me so hard my jaw clenched on instinct. My teeth sank into the muscle where his neck met his shoulder. Dark skin between my teeth. The taste of his sweat — salty, warm, him — flooding my tongue. I bit down and my jaw locked and I couldn't let go.

He hissed. "Shit—" His hips stuttered for one beat. One. The only time his rhythm had broken all night. My teeth in his dark flesh had done what three orgasms couldn't.

I tried to unclench. Couldn't. Another wave hit and my jaw tightened harder. My teeth grinding into his muscle. His sweat and his skin on my tongue. I was growling against his neck — this low vibration through my clenched teeth, my moan trapped behind my bite. My eyes were squeezed shut. My nails were in his back. My teeth were in his neck. My pussy was in spasm around his cock. Every part of me was clamped onto him.

He grabbed my hair. Yanked my head back. My teeth dragged across his skin as my mouth came off him — I felt the scrape, felt the wet trail of my spit on his neck, saw the mark. My teeth. Printed into his dark skin. Red dents in dark brown. A bite mark on his neck from a married white woman.

Greg had never bitten anyone in his life. Greg kissed with closed lips and dry mouth and his hands at his sides. And his wife had just sunk her teeth into a Black man's neck like she was trying to eat him alive.

"Damn," T.J. said. Looking down at me. My spit glistening on his neck. The bite mark swelling. His dark eyes wide for a second — not pain, not anger, surprise. I'd surprised him. Three orgasms deep and shaking and crying and I'd still surprised him.

His cock twitched inside me. He liked it. His body told on him the same way it had when I'd said Greg's name in the bedroom a month ago. The bite turned him on and his cock told me before his face did.

My mouth was still open. His taste still on my tongue. My jaw aching from clenching. The confessions dissolved into moans. The moans dissolved into sounds that didn't mean anything.

"Uunhh — mmmnnh — fuck — fuck—"

The waves got smaller. My grip loosened. My legs stopped crushing and started trembling. My arms went slack around his neck. My face was wet — tears, sweat, spit. My chest heaving. My pussy still clenching in weak pulses around his cock. Aftershocks rippling through my stomach and my thighs.

He was still hard. Still inside me. Still moving. His rhythm hadn't broken once.

Three orgasms. He hadn't cum.

---


CHAPTER 60

My arms fell off his neck. Dropped onto the mattress. Dead weight. My legs unwrapped from his waist and fell open on the sheets. I had nothing left. My body was done. Limp. Boneless. Spread out underneath him with my thighs open and my arms at my sides and my eyes half-closed and my mouth slack and the only thing moving was my chest — rising and falling, rising and falling, trying to get enough air.

He didn't slow down.

His hips kept driving. Piston strokes. In and out. Steady. Hard. His cock sliding into my soaked pussy and pulling back and sliding in again. Over and over. The wet sound of it filling the room — slck slck slck slck — rhythmic and relentless. My body jolting up the bed with every thrust. My breasts rocking. My blonde hair sliding across the pillow.

"Unh — unh — unh — unh—"

Quiet. Tired. The moans coming out on their own — pushed out of my chest with every thrust. I wasn't screaming anymore. I wasn't talking. I wasn't begging or confessing or saying nigga or daddy or any of it. Just these small punched-out sounds. Unh. Unh. Unh. A tired woman getting fucked by a man who wasn't tired.

"Mmmnnh — unh — mmph—"

My eyes were half-open. I could see his dark chest above me — glistening with sweat, flexing on every stroke. His abs tight. His arms solid on either side of my head. The muscles in his shoulders bunching and releasing. His jaw clenched. His eyes focused. He was working. His body working above mine. This machine that didn't stop.

My clit was rubbing against his pelvis. Every thrust. His pubic bone grinding against my swollen nub. I was too sensitive — three orgasms had left my clit raw and fat and oversensitive and every contact made me flinch. But the flinch was turning into something else. The oversensitivity was looping back around. Pain turning into pressure. Pressure turning into heat. Heat building in my stomach again.

"Nngh — unh — no — not again — I can't—"

My hips twitched. Involuntary. Pushing up into his thrust. My body chasing the contact my brain was trying to avoid. My clit throbbing against his pelvis. Swelling. Pulsing. The heat spreading from my clit through my pussy into my thighs.

"Unh — unh — oh God — mmmnnh—"

He felt it. My pussy tightening around him. The weak clenching getting stronger. My walls gripping his shaft harder on every stroke. He grunted — this low sound through his teeth.

"There she go again," he said. Not looking at me. Looking at the headboard. Focused. His hips driving. "Can't help yourself."

"I can't — nngh — I can't stop it — unh—"

I couldn't. My body was building another orgasm without my permission. My clit was throbbing. My pussy was gripping. My stomach was tightening. Every thrust pushing me closer. Every grind of his pelvis against my raw clit sending another jolt through me. I was lying there limp and exhausted and my body was cumming again anyway.

His balls were heavy against me. I could feel them — slapping against my ass on every thrust. Full. Tight. Getting tighter. His breathing was changing too. Heavier. Faster. His grunts getting louder. Deeper. His rhythm was still steady but something underneath it was building. His cock was thicker inside me. Harder. Swelling against my walls.

He was getting close.

For the first time all night — he was getting close.

"Unh — mmmnnh — nngh — unh — ohh — ohhh fuck—"

His jaw clenched harder. His hips snapped faster. The bed slamming. His abs flexing. Sweat dripping off his chest onto mine. His dark face tight with concentration. He was fighting it — holding it back, trying to last, his body straining against the finish line.

"Unh — unh — unh — daddy — mmmnnh—"

My pussy was gripping him. Tight. Rhythmic. Milking him on every stroke without me telling it to. My clit was throbbing against his pelvis in time with his thrusts. The tension in my stomach was coiling. Both of us building. Both of us climbing. His cock swelling inside me and my pussy clenching around the swell.

"Nngh — fuck—" he grunted. Through his teeth. His rhythm breaking for the second time. His hips stuttering. "Fuck—"

He pulled out.

Fast. His cock sliding out of me in one motion — the head popping free, the sudden emptiness hitting me, and my pussy clamped around nothing and my body convulsed. A spray of thick slick juice gushed out of me the second his cock left — squirting onto his cock, onto his thighs, onto the sheets. My pussy pulsing and pushing. Gobs of slick wetness spurting out of me in heavy pulses — thick, slimy, coating my lips, running down between my cheeks, pooling on the soaked sheets. My body forcing everything out. Every drop of wetness that had been trapped around his cock now flooding out of my open cunt.

"AHHH — nngh — oh fuck—"

Open. Gaping. My pussy stretched wide from his cock and not closing.

Air. Inside me. Cool air moving where his cock had been — inside my body, inside my pussy, where nothing should be open enough for air to enter. But I was. I was open. Stretched so wide that the air in the hotel room was touching the inside of my cunt. My walls weren't touching each other. My entrance wasn't closed. I was just — open. This wet gaping hole between my legs where a tight married pussy used to be.

Eighteen years of Greg. Eighteen years of his four inches and my pussy had stayed tight. Tight enough that I barely felt him go in. Tight enough that he'd groan after three strokes and cum and tell me I was "so tight, babe" and I'd nod and think yeah Greg I'm tight because you're the size of my pinky finger. Eighteen years of that. My pussy had never been stretched. Never been tested. Never been opened up by anything bigger than a below-average white dick.

And now. One month of T.J. One month of his thick dark cock forcing my white pussy open over and over and I was lying on a hotel bed gaping.

My hand went between my legs. I didn't think about it. Instinct. My fingers found my pussy and I touched myself — not rubbing, not playing. Checking. My fingertips pressed against my entrance and slid inside. Two fingers. No resistance. No stretch. No friction. They went in like nothing. My pussy didn't grip them. Didn't clench. They just — went in. Two fingers inside me and I couldn't feel the walls. I pushed deeper. Still nothing. Still open. I spread my fingers apart — an inch, two inches — and my pussy let them. No resistance. Just wet open space.

Greg's cock would fall out of me right now. Greg's entire dick — all four inches of it — could slip inside me and slide right back out. He wouldn't touch the sides. He wouldn't feel a thing. And neither would I.

I pulled my fingers out. They were coated. Thick wet slick — clear and shiny, strings of it stretching between my fingers when I spread them apart. I looked at my hand. My pale fingers glistening with my own juice. My wedding ring wet. The diamond catching the hotel room light through a film of my cunt's mess.

T.J. was standing at the foot of the bed. His cock in his hand — wet, hard, glistening with me. Dripping. My juice running down his dark shaft onto his fingers. He was looking down at me.

At my pussy.

He was looking at my gaping pussy. His dark eyes between my white thighs. Studying it. Seeing what his cock had done. My lips puffy and swollen and spread apart. My entrance open — pink and wet and stretched wide. The inside of my cunt visible. Everything visible. I was spread open on the bed with my pussy gaping and a Black man was standing over me examining the damage.

I should have closed my legs. I should have been embarrassed. A forty-one-year-old married woman with her cunt gaping open while a man half her age looked at it. I should have covered myself. Turned away. Pressed my thighs together.

I spread them wider.

I reached down with both hands. Put my fingers on my lips. My wet swollen lips. And I pulled them apart. Spreading myself open for him. Showing him. My pink insides. My stretched entrance. The gape his cock had made. I held myself open and looked up at him and he looked down at me and his cock twitched in his hand and his jaw clenched.

"Look what you did to me," I whispered. Hoarse. My voice wrecked. "Look what your cock did to my married white pussy."

He looked. His dark eyes on my open cunt. His hand squeezing his shaft. His cock dripping onto the carpet.

My pussy gaped.

---


CHAPTER 61

"Turn around."

His voice was different. Not asking. Not Derek smooth. Barking. A command. Short and hard.

I looked up at him from the bed. Spread open. Wet. Gaping. My fingers still on my lips.

"Mmmnnh — just fuck me," I murmured. Tired. My eyes half-closed. "Just put it back in—"

He slapped my thigh. Hard. The crack echoed off the hotel walls and the sting bit through my skin and my eyes snapped open.

"I said turn around. On your fours."

I turned.

Slow. Exhausted. My arms shaking as I rolled onto my stomach. My breasts pressing into the wet sheets. I got my knees under me — barely, my thighs trembling, my legs weak from three orgasms. I pushed myself up onto all fours. My ass in the air. My face dropping into my folded arms. Too tired to hold my head up. My forehead resting on my forearms. My blonde hair hanging around my face. My back arched. My thick pale ass presented to him.

"Mmmnnh — unh — just put it in — I can't take any more teasing — mmph—"

I was whimpering into my arms. Small sounds. Tired sounds. My body shaking on all fours — my thighs quivering, my stomach trembling, sweat dripping off my skin onto the sheets. I waited. Waited for him to grab my hips and shove his cock back into my pussy. Waited for the stretch. Waited for the fullness.

His cock touched me. The head. Hot and wet and blunt. Pressing against me. But not — not where I expected.

He rubbed it up. Slow. From my pussy — dragging through my wet lips, collecting my juice on his head — and up. Past my pussy. Past the space between. Up to the other hole.

My eyes went wide.

His cock head pressed against my asshole. Fat and hot and slick with my wetness. Resting there. Not pushing yet. Just sitting. The blunt pressure of his thick head against my tight little ring.

Everything stopped.

My breathing stopped. My whimpering stopped. The tired moans stopped. Every sound I'd been making for the last hour cut to silence. My body froze on all fours — my back locked, my fingers white-knuckled on my own forearms, my face buried in my arms with my eyes wide open staring at nothing.

His cock was on my asshole. His cock. His thick cock. The cock that had stretched my pussy open until I gaped. That cock. Was sitting on my ass.

My brain piled up. Everything at once. Nobody had ever been there. Not Greg — not once in eighteen years. Greg had never asked. Never suggested. Never put a finger near it. Never hinted. I'd never asked him to. I'd never touched myself there. Never used a toy. Never watched a video and thought about it. Never even been curious. Forty-one years old and that part of my body was untouched. Virgin. Completely virgin. I didn't even think about it during sex. It wasn't part of the equation. It was just — there. Behind everything else. Ignored.

And now a man's cock was pressing against it. Not any man's cock. T.J.'s cock. The cock that had wrecked my pussy three times tonight. The cock that was thick enough to gape me. That cock was sitting on the entrance to the one hole that had never been touched by anything and he was pressing harder.

My mouth opened. The word was right there. No. Or wait. Or not there. One syllable. Two at most. All I had to do was say it and he'd move his cock back to my pussy and fuck me there instead. One word. I felt it form on my tongue. Felt my lips start to shape it.

My pussy dripped. A thick hot drop fell from my gaping cunt onto the sheets. Then another. My body — my stupid traitorous body — felt his cock on my ass and responded with wetness. My cunt leaked. My clit pulsed. The word died on my tongue. It dissolved into a whimper that came out as "mmmnnh" and not "no" and the moment passed.

He pressed harder. My ring resisting. His fat head pushing against the tight muscle. Not forcing — pressing. Steady. Patient. Waiting for my body to decide what my mouth wouldn't.

"T.J.—" My voice came out strangled. "T.J. that's — that's not—"

He pushed.

Not fast. Not a slam. Slow steady pressure. His fat cock head pressing against my ring and my ring saying no. Resisting. Clenching. My asshole was tight — virgin tight, never-been-touched tight. The muscle was fighting him. My body was trying to keep him out of a hole that had never been asked to let anything in.

He pressed harder. More pressure. His head was so thick — so much wider than what my ass could take. The math didn't work. His cock was the size of my wrist and my asshole was the size of — nothing. It was closed. It was a tight little knot of muscle that had spent forty-one years being closed and now a man was trying to push something through it that shouldn't fit.

"Sssss — fuck — oh fuck — you're so — mmmnnh—"

It did.

The head popped past the ring. One sick wet pop and my asshole stretched around the fat dark tip of his cock and the pain hit me so hard my vision whited out.

"AHHH — FUCK — oh God — oh GOD—"

Burning. My ring stretched around the widest part of his head — forced open, spread in a way my body had never spread. The burning was nothing like my pussy. My pussy was made for this. My pussy stretched and got wet and opened up. My ass was fighting. Every muscle around his cock was clenching and trying to push him out and the clenching made it tighter and the tighter made the burning worse.

My face was in my arms. My teeth biting my forearm. My eyes squeezed shut. Tears leaking. My whole body rigid — every muscle locked, my back arched, my fingers white on my own skin.

He held still. Just the head inside me. Not moving. Letting my ass adjust. Letting the ring stretch around the fat dark tip. My asshole gripping the ridge of his head. Tight. So tight his pulse beat through the muscle. His cock throbbing against my virgin ring.

"Shhh." One sound. Behind me. Low.

I breathed. Shaky. In through my nose. Out through my mouth. My ass clenching around him with every exhale. The burning not fading but changing — still hot, still sharp, but my ring was loosening. A fraction. My body giving up the fight. Opening. Accepting that this was happening.

He pushed deeper. An inch past the head. His shaft sliding into me. Thinner than the head — the shaft was thinner — and the relief of the slight narrowing made me gasp. But then it got thick again. His shaft wasn't uniform — it got wider the deeper he went. And my ass was stretching around every new width. My ring adjusting and then being asked to adjust more. Opening and being asked to open wider.

"Ssss — fuck — you're so fucking big — mmmnnh — so thick — nngh—"

Another inch. The burning was constant now. Not sharp — steady. This hot ache that radiated from my asshole through my hips into my stomach. My ring stretched around his dark shaft. My pale skin pulled tight around his brown cock. Stretched white. My body turning white from the tension of holding his thick dark cock inside a hole that shouldn't be able to take it.

But.

My pussy was dripping.

Even through the pain. Even through the burning stretch. My pussy was responding. Wetness leaking out of my gaping cunt in thick heavy drops — running down from my pussy, sliding along the space between my holes, pooling where his cock entered my ass. My own juice lubricating his entry. My cunt dripping onto his shaft. Making it wetter. Making it easier. My body helping him get deeper into my ass even though my brain was screaming.

"Mmmnnh — nngh — sssss — fuck — you're so deep — unh — so deep in my ass — mmph—"

My brain was scrambled. His cock was in my ass and my pussy was gushing. Every inch he pushed deeper made my cunt leak more. The pain and the pleasure were wired together. Crossed. Each feeding the other. My ass burning and my pussy flooding and both happening at the same time in the same body and I couldn't separate them.

Another inch. Deeper. The pressure was in my stomach now. Not my pussy — my stomach. Behind my belly button. His cock so deep in my ass it reached places I didn't know existed. My ring was stretched around his shaft — settled now, still burning, but the worst was past. The head was in. The widest part was in. My ass was full of his cock and my body was shaking and my pussy was dripping onto the sheets in thick wet drops and the sheets were already ruined.

I bit my lip. Tears running down my face into my folded arms. The pain was hot and constant and my clit was throbbing and my pussy was leaking and I was on all fours in a hotel room with a Black man's cock in my virgin ass and my husband's credit card on the receipt downstairs.

He sank the rest of the way in. All of it. His pelvis pressing against my ass cheeks. His balls hanging against my dripping pussy. Every inch of his thick dark cock buried in my ass. Full. Stuffed. My ring gripping the base of his shaft. My body had taken something it shouldn't have been able to take.

He spanked me. Hard. His dark palm cracking against my pale ass cheek. The flesh rippled and jiggled and I cried out — this broken wail that was pain and shock and something else. Something sick and hot that made my toes curl.

"Yeah, you like that big white ass, don't you, you nigga," I sobbed into my arms. My voice cracked and wet and wrecked. "Fuck me. Fuck my big tight white ass with your big Black cock."

---


CHAPTER 62

"Open your mouth."

His voice behind me. Low. Calm. His cock still buried in my ass. Not moving yet. Just sitting there — thick and hard and deep.

I turned my head sideways on my arms. My face wet. My mascara smeared. My lips swollen.

"Aaa—"

I opened. My jaw dropping. My mouth wide. My tongue out. And his hand came around from behind me — two fingers, his dark index and middle finger, hooking into my mouth from both sides. One finger in each cheek. Pulling my mouth apart. Stretching my lips wide. His fingers pressing into the soft insides of my cheeks and holding them open.

I drooled. Immediately. Saliva pooling under my tongue and spilling out over my bottom lip. Running down my chin. Dripping onto my forearms. I couldn't close my mouth. His fingers were holding it open and the spit was pouring out of me and I was drooling onto the white hotel sheets.

"Mmmlgh — mmph—"

My sounds came out wet and garbled around his fingers. I couldn't form words. My mouth was pried open and my tongue was hanging and saliva was dripping off my chin in long strings. His dark fingers in my white mouth. Stretching my cheeks. Holding me open the same way his cock was holding my ass open. Two holes. Both stretched. Both full.

He pulled back. His cock. Slow. One inch out of my ass. My ring gripping his shaft — tight, burning, dragging against every ridge as he withdrew. The friction was intense. My ass wasn't like my pussy — no wetness inside, no natural slick. Just tightness and heat and the slow burning drag of his cock pulling out of me.

He stopped. One inch out. Held it. Then pushed back in.

"Uuuglh—"

The sound came out around his fingers. Wet. Garbled. His cock thudding back into my ass — one inch deeper, the impact dull and heavy, my whole body rocking forward on my knees. Not a slam. A thud. Slow and heavy and deliberate.

Drool ran down my chin. Pooled on my forearm. Dripped onto the sheets.

He pulled back again. Two inches this time. Slow. My ring stretching around his shaft as it withdrew — gripping, burning, this tight drag that made my toes clench. He held it. Then thudded back in.

"Mmmlgh — unh—"

My eyes were wet. My mouth was open and dripping. His fingers in my cheeks pulling my lips apart. Every time he pushed in my body rocked forward and a new string of drool fell from my mouth. I was drooling like an animal. Spit running down my chin and my neck and onto my arms and I couldn't stop it because my mouth was being held open by the same hands that were fucking my ass.

He pulled back. Three inches. Slow. The slow drag of his thick shaft through my tight ring. I could feel every vein. Every ridge. My ass gripping him the whole way — not like my pussy, not the wet slick grip, a dry tight desperate grip. Friction. Heat. Burning.

He pushed back in. Slow. One heavy thud. His pelvis pressing against my ass cheeks. His balls swinging forward and tapping my dripping pussy. The impact shaking through my whole body.

"Glllh — mmph — unh—"

Something shifted. On that thrust. The burning didn't stop — it was still there, hot and tight around his shaft. But underneath it something else was waking up. A fullness that wasn't just pain anymore. His cock pressing against the front wall of my ass — against the thin barrier between my ass and my pussy — and the pressure was hitting my pussy from the other side. From inside. Pushing against my g-spot through the wall. A spot I didn't know could be reached from back there.

My hips pushed back.

I caught myself a second after I did it. My hips had rocked backward. Into his thrust. Meeting him. Taking him deeper. Not pulling away — pushing back. My body had decided before my brain could stop it. My virgin ass — my forty-one-year-old never-been-touched ass — had just pushed back onto a Black man's cock and asked for more.

"Mmmlgh—"

The sound that came out around his fingers wasn't pain. It was low and thick and it came from my chest. A moan. A real moan. From getting fucked in my ass. I was moaning from a cock in my ass. Me. The woman who'd had missionary with the lights off for eighteen years. The woman whose husband thought blowjobs were dirty. That woman's hips just pushed back onto a cock in her asshole and she moaned.

He felt it. His fingers tightened in my cheeks. His hips pressed harder on the next thrust. Testing. Seeing if I'd push back again.

I did. My hips rocked back to meet him. My ass taking him deep. The burning still there but the fullness winning. The pressure against that wall hitting my pussy from the inside and making my clit throb and my cunt leak and my hips chase more.

"Glllh — mmmnnh — fuck — unh—"

I hated that it felt good. I hated that my ass was adjusting. I hated that my body was turning this into pleasure the same way it turned everything T.J. did into pleasure — the choking, the slapping, the biting, all of it. He could do anything to me and my body would find a way to get wet from it.

I was crying. Tears and drool mixing on my forearms. My face a mess. His fingers in my mouth and his cock in my ass and I was on all fours crying and drooling and making sounds that weren't human. Every thrust was slow. Deliberate. He'd pull back — three inches, four — and then push back in with this heavy thud that shook the bed. Not fast. Not hammering. Slow and hard. Each one landing deep. Each one making my body rock forward. Each one shaking a new string of drool from my stretched-open mouth.

"Glllh — mmmlgh — unh — unh—"

My pussy was dripping between my legs. Thick wet drops falling from my gaping cunt onto the sheets with every thud of his cock in my ass. The impact was shaking my whole body — my breasts swinging under me, my thighs trembling, my stomach clenching. And every shake made my pussy leak. My cunt was open and empty and dripping and my ass was full and stretched and burning and the two sensations together were scrambling my brain.

He pulled his fingers out of my mouth. My jaw ached. Spit poured down my chin. I gasped — sucking in air through my open mouth, drool running off my lips.

He pulled his cock back. Almost out. Just the head sitting inside my ring. I felt the cool air on his wet shaft behind me. Then I felt something else — warm and wet landing on my asshole. On the stretched skin around his cock. His spit. He'd spat on my ass. Casual. Like he'd done it a hundred times. Not his first time in a woman's ass.

My pussy juice had helped at first — dripping down from my cunt, coating his shaft, making the first few inches slick. But my pussy juice only reached so far. The deeper he went the drier it got. The friction burned. So he spat. Simple. He spat on my asshole and his spit ran down his shaft and he pushed back in and the slide was wetter and easier and I moaned into the sheets.

He picked up the pace. A fraction. Still slow but the thuds were coming closer together. Pull back — thud. Pull back — thud. Pull back — thud. His dark hips meeting my pale ass cheeks on every stroke. The CLAP quieter than pussy fucking — muffled, meaty, his pelvis pressing into the soft flesh of my ass. But steady. Rhythmic.

"Unh — unh — unh — unh—"

My moans matching his rhythm. One per thrust. Punched out around his fingers. Wet and garbled and pathetic. My drool was everywhere — on my arms, on the sheets, on my chin, strings of it hanging from my bottom lip and swaying with every thrust. My eyes were squeezed shut. Tears leaking from the corners. My mascara was gone. My face was a wreck.

His fingers pulled my mouth wider. Stretching my cheeks until my jaw ached. He was holding me open and fucking me slow and I was drooling and crying and my pussy was dripping onto the bed and I couldn't do anything but take it. On all fours. Face pried open. Ass full. Pussy empty and leaking. Making sounds that weren't words.

He was hard inside me. Hard as rock. His cock not softening for a second. Every slow thud pushed the full length of him into my ass and I felt it in my stomach. This deep pressure behind my belly button. His balls tapping my pussy on every stroke — heavy, full, swinging forward and hitting my dripping cunt.

"Mmmlgh — daddy — glllh — fuck — unh—"

The words leaked out around his fingers. Barely recognizable. Daddy. Fuck. Sounds more than words. My drool running down his dark fingers. His knuckles wet with my spit. His cock wet with my pussy's juice that had dripped down to lubricate my ass. Everything wet. Everything messy. The sheets ruined. My face ruined. My ass stretched around a cock that had no business being there.

He pulled back slow. Pushed in hard. One heavy thud that drove me forward on my knees and shook drool off my chin and made my breasts swing and my pussy clench around nothing and squirt a thin stream of wetness onto the sheets.

"Uuuglh — FUCK—"

I opened my eyes. Looked down. Between my arms. At the white hotel sheets underneath me.

Two puddles.

One under my face. My drool. A dark wet circle of spit soaked into the crisp white cotton. Strings of saliva still connecting my lips to the stain. Growing with every thrust — every time he thudded into my ass my body rocked forward and another drop of drool fell from my mouth and the puddle spread.

One between my knees. My pussy. A bigger stain. Thick wet juice that had been dripping from my gaping cunt since he'd put his cock in my ass. Not clear like the drool — thicker. Slicker. Soaking into the sheets in a dark heavy circle. Still growing. Still dripping. Every thrust shaking more out of me.

Two holes leaking. My mouth and my cunt. Both because of his cock in my ass. His cock wasn't in either of those holes and they were both pouring onto the bed. My mouth drooling because his fingers had pried it open and my body had forgotten how to swallow. My pussy dripping because his cock in my ass was pressing against something that made my cunt gush every time he pushed deep.

Two puddles on white hotel sheets. Two stains that housekeeping would find tomorrow. One from my mouth. One from my married white cunt. Both from getting assfucked by a Black man in a room my husband booked.

Greg.

Greg was at home right now. In our bed. Thinking about what was happening in this room. Thinking about his wife and his quarterback. And what he was imagining — I knew what he was imagining. Missionary. My legs wrapped around T.J. His cock inside my pussy. Gentle. Purposeful. Conception. That's what Greg signed up for. That was the deal. Fuck my wife. Get her pregnant. Make a baby. That's what he'd pitched at the kitchen table with his wet eyes and his shaking hands and his little dick cupped in his palm.

He didn't sign up for this.

He didn't sign up for his wife on all fours with a cock in her ass. He didn't sign up for fingers in her mouth and drool on the sheets and her virgin asshole stretched around a shaft that was thicker than his wrist. Greg wanted to share his wife's pussy. T.J. took her ass too. Took something that wasn't on the table. Took something Greg didn't offer and his wife didn't stop. Greg was lying at home jerking off to the thought of respectful missionary conception and his wife was getting assfucked like a porn star and drooling onto the bed he paid for.

And I wasn't going to tell him.

I thought about it — lying there on all fours with drool on my chin and a cock in my ass. I thought about tomorrow morning. Driving home. Walking through the front door. Greg at the kitchen table with his coffee. His eyes wide. His voice careful. "How was it?"

And I'd say fine.

Fine, Greg. It was fine. He was gentle. We did it once. Missionary. He came inside me. I think it worked. That's what I'd tell him. The version he could handle. The version he could jerk off to without his brain breaking.

I wouldn't tell him about the oral. About squirting on T.J.'s face. About the biting. About screaming nigga and daddy and cumming three times before T.J. even took his pants off. I wouldn't tell him about the begging or the confessions or the drool or the ass. Especially not the ass. The ass was mine. The ass was between me and T.J. Greg would get the PG version — his wife fucked his quarterback, it was nice, she came home.

The real version — the tears and the drool and the fingers in my mouth and his cock in my virgin ass and the two puddles on the sheets and the sounds I made that weren't human — that version Greg would never hear. That version would live in this hotel room. In these sheets. In the carpet stains and the drywall dents and the bite mark on T.J.'s neck.

Greg thought he was in on the secret. Greg thought he'd arranged this. Greg thought he knew what was happening in room 814.

Greg didn't know shit.

He was picking up. Slowly. The thuds coming faster. His cock pulling back less — shorter strokes now, not pulling to the head anymore, staying deep, grinding, thudding in and out of the deepest part of my ass. His breathing heavier behind me. His grunts mixing with my garbled moans.

My pussy was a mess between my legs. Dripping constantly. My clit throbbing with every thrust even though nothing was touching it. The pressure of his cock in my ass was pressing against something inside me — some wall, some nerve, some spot that connected my ass to my clit — and every thud made my clit pulse and every pulse made my pussy leak and the sheets under my knees were soaked.

---


CHAPTER 63

SPANK.

His dark palm cracking against my right cheek. Hard. The flesh bouncing. I screamed into the sheets.

"Whose ass is this?"

"Yours — unh — yours daddy—"

SPANK. Left cheek. Harder.

"Whose."

"YOURS — nngh—"

SPANK. Right cheek. His cock buried in my ass and his hand punishing my cheeks and every slap made my ring clench around his shaft.

"Who you belong to?"

"You — mmph — I belong to you—"

SPANK. SPANK. Both cheeks. Fast. My ass jiggling from the impacts. The flesh already pink from the earlier rounds. Going red now. Welting.

"Say it again."

"I belong to you — unh — I belong to you, you nigga — I'm yours—"

SPANK. The hardest one yet. My whole body jolted forward on my knees. My face shoved into the wet sheets — into the drool puddle, into the mess. His hand grabbed my hair. Yanked my head back up.

"Don't hide. Say it to the room."

"I BELONG TO YOU — AHHH — I'M YOURS, DADDY — NNGH—"

His hips started moving again. Not slow thuds anymore. Faster. Harder. His cock pumping in and out of my ass in steady strokes while his free hand spanked me. Fuck and spank. Fuck and spank. His dark hips slamming into my pale ass from behind and his dark palm cracking against my pale cheeks from the side.

And I started fucking him back.

My hips slamming backward. Hard. Driving my thick white ass into his dark pelvis on every stroke. Not just taking it — meeting it. Matching his rhythm. CLAP. My pale cheeks bouncing off his hips. CLAP. The flesh jiggling on impact. CLAP. My ass smacking against him so hard the sound was louder than his spanking. Flesh on flesh. Skin on skin. His dark pelvis and my white ass colliding over and over and the wet meaty sound of it filling the room.

My fingers were clawing the mattress. Digging into the hotel sheets. Fistfuls of wet cotton bunching under my grip. My knuckles white. My arms locked straight. Using them as leverage — bracing against the mattress so I could throw my ass back harder. My whole body working. My thighs driving. My hips snapping. My thick pale ass slamming back onto his Black cock like I was trying to break him.

Sweat was dripping off me. Running down my chest — between my breasts, off my nipples. My nipples were hard and swinging and every time I slammed my ass back the impact shook my whole body and sweat flicked off my nipples onto the sheets. Drops of it. Spraying. My hair was stuck to my face and neck in wet tangles. My back was slick. His hands kept slipping on my hips from the sweat — his dark fingers sliding on my pale wet skin, gripping, slipping, gripping again.

I was drooling. Still. My mouth open. Strings of spit hanging from my lips swaying with every thrust. I spat on the sheets. Didn't mean to. My body was just — leaking. From every opening. Drool from my mouth. Sweat from my skin. Juice from my pussy. I was a wet mess on all fours slamming my ass onto a cock and dripping from everywhere.

"Unh — UNH — FUCK — UNH—"

Every slam of my ass against his hips punched a sound out of me. Not moans anymore. Grunts. Short hard grunts. The sounds a woman makes when she's doing the work. When she's fucking a man's cock with her ass instead of lying there taking it.

"What are you?"

"Your — unh — your white bitch—"

SPANK.

"Louder."

"YOUR WHITE BITCH — AHHH — DADDY'S WHITE BITCH—"

SPANK. SPANK. SPANK. Three in a row. Fast. My cheeks on fire. The sting layering on top of the sting. My skin hot to the touch — I could feel the heat radiating off my own ass. His handprints overlapping. Red on white. His dark palm printing itself into my pale flesh over and over.

"Mmmnnh — unh — UUNHH — spank me — keep spanking me — nngh—"

I was pushing back into his hand. Into his cock. Both. My hips rocking backward — shoving my ass onto his cock and presenting my cheeks for his palm. Chasing both. Wanting both. The stretch of his cock in my ass and the sting of his hand on my cheeks and my pussy gushing between my legs from all of it.

He grabbed both cheeks. Both hands. Squeezed. His dark fingers sinking into my red welted flesh. Pulling my cheeks apart. Wide. Spreading my ass open around his cock. He looked down — I could feel him looking. Watching his dark shaft slide in and out of my stretched pale ring. Watching my asshole grip his cock. Watching the contrast — dark cock, white ass, pink stretched ring.

"Fuck," he grunted. "Look at this white ass takin' dick."

He was deep. Deeper than my pussy ever took him. My pussy was wide and wet and stretched — it took his cock easy now, swallowed it, barely fought. But my ass was tight. My ass was a narrow channel that gripped every inch of him and he was deeper than he'd ever been in any hole on my body. I could feel the head of his cock pressing behind my belly button. This dull heavy pressure in my guts that moved when he moved. When he pulled back I felt the head drag through me. When he pushed in I felt it shove deep — so deep my stomach clenched and my breath caught and my eyes rolled.

"Unh — you're so deep — nngh — fuck — I can feel you in my stomach—"

He thrust harder. Testing. Seeing how deep I could take it. The head pressing further. Past anything. Into places my body wasn't designed to take a cock. My ass was a virgin hole an hour ago and now it was swallowing his full length and he was reaching places inside me that my pussy couldn't access. Deeper. Tighter. A different kind of full. My pussy was full like being stuffed. My ass was full like being split. Like his cock was reaching up through my body toward my chest.

"Mmmnnh — daddy — you're so fucking deep — I can't — nngh — I feel you everywhere—"

Greg's cock had never been deep in anything. Greg's four inches barely got past my entrance in my pussy. Greg had never touched my ass. Never touched my g-spot. Never touched anything deep inside me. And here was T.J. — balls deep in my asshole, his cock reaching places Greg didn't know my body had. Filling spaces Greg would never fill. Stretching holes Greg would never stretch. My husband's little white dick lived on the surface of my body. T.J.'s Black cock was inside it. Deep inside it. In places that belonged to him now.

"Unh — unh — unh—"

He squeezed harder. His fingers bruising me. Held my cheeks spread and fucked me. Faster now. His dark cock pumping between my pale spread cheeks. In and out. In and out. The wet slick sound of his cock in my ass mixing with the slap of his hips against my flesh.

SPANK. He let go of one cheek and cracked it. I screamed.

"Who pussy is this?"

"Yours — mmph—"

SPANK.

"Who ass is this?"

"Yours daddy — nngh — all yours—"

SPANK.

"Who mouth is this?"

"Yours — AHHH — everything is yours — all of me — unh—"

"Say it all."

"MY PUSSY IS YOURS — MY ASS IS YOURS — MY MOUTH IS YOURS — NNGH — I'M YOURS, YOU NIGGA — EVERY HOLE — EVERY — UNH — AHHH—"

He grabbed my hair with one hand. Pulled my head back. My neck arching. My mouth open. Drool running down my chin. His other hand on my hip pulling me back onto his cock. Fucking my ass with my head yanked back and my mouth drooling and my cheeks welted and red and my pussy dripping onto the ruined sheets.

"Daddy's nasty white bitch," he grunted behind me. His rhythm brutal now. Fast and deep. "Coach wife. Takin' it in the ass. Beggin' for it."

And I was. I was begging for it. My ass — my virgin ass that had clenched and burned and fought his cock earlier — was taking him easy now. My ring wasn't gripping anymore. It was gliding. Sliding up and down his shaft on every stroke. Loose. Stretched. Opened up. The tight little knot of muscle that had spent forty-one years closed was now a hole that took cock. His cock had trained it. Broken it in. Stretched it from virgin tight to used and open in one session.

"Fuck my ass — unh — fuck my ass daddy — harder—"

I said it. Out loud. Begging for anal. Me. The woman who'd had missionary in the dark for eighteen years. The woman whose husband thought blowjobs were dirty. That woman was on all fours in a hotel room begging a Black man to fuck her ass harder.

"FUCK MY ASS — NNGH — FUCK MY TIGHT WHITE ASS — DEEPER — GIVE ME EVERY INCH, YOU NIGGA—"

My ring was stretched around him. Loose and wet and burning in a way that didn't feel like pain anymore. It felt like my asshole was open. Permanently open. He'd fucked me until my ass adjusted and now it was just — a hole. Another hole for his cock. Another hole that belonged to him. My pussy was his. My ass was his. Both of them stretched and used and dripping. Both of them ruined by the same Black cock. Greg's wife had three holes and T.J. owned two of them and by the end of tonight he'd have all three again.

"YES — nngh — I'm begging — FUCK MY ASS — SPANK ME — UUNHH—"

SPANK.

"MORE—"

SPANK. SPANK.

"HARDER — AHHH — HARDER, DADDY—"

His hand was relentless. My ass was swollen. Burning. Every slap sent a shockwave through my body — through my ass into my pussy into my clit. My cunt was clenching around nothing in rhythm with the spanks. Squeezing air. Dripping. Every spank made my empty pussy gush.

He let go of my hair. Both hands on my hips. Grabbed. Pulled me back. Slammed forward. Hard. Fast. No more slow thuds. Full strokes.

CLAP.

His dark pelvis hitting my pale ass. The sound — loud. Wet. Meaty. My thick cheeks absorbing the impact and bouncing back. Jiggling for a full second before the next thrust hit and set them shaking again. My ass was heavy. Thirty-five extra pounds of white flesh and most of it lived right here and every time his dark hips connected the ripple ran through both cheeks and my flesh wobbled and shook and didn't settle before the next one.

CLAP. CLAP. CLAP.

Wet. Because my pussy juice and his spit had run down between my cheeks and coated the space where his pelvis met my ass. Every impact was slick. The sound wasn't dry skin on skin — it was wet flesh on wet flesh. Sloppy. Nasty. The squelch of his hips slamming into my slick welted cheeks. Loud enough to hear from the hallway. Loud enough for the room next door. This rhythmic wet smacking that sounded exactly like what it was — a thick white ass getting pounded by a Black man's hips.

CLAP. CLAP. CLAP. CLAP.

My body rocking on all fours. My breasts swinging under me — heavy, swaying, slapping together on the hard thrusts. My face bouncing off the wet sheets. The bed moving under us. The headboard tapping. And that sound. That wet meaty CLAP. Over and over. His dark skin hitting my pale skin. His hips and my ass. Flesh on flesh. Again and again and again.

"Unh — UNH — DADDY — FUCK — UNH — UNH — AHHH—"

My ass was his. My pussy was his. My mouth was his. Every hole on my body belonged to a twenty-four-year-old Black man and my fifty-two-year-old white husband was at home in bed and I was screaming about it in a hotel room and the headboard was hitting the wall and the bed was sliding and my ass was on fire and my pussy was flooding and I was his. Completely. Every inch of me.

His.

---


CHAPTER 64

His balls tightened against my pussy.

I felt it mid-thrust. His heavy full balls that had been slapping against my dripping cunt — they pulled up. Clenched. Got tight against the base of his shaft. I knew that feeling. I'd felt it in the motel. In the bedroom. The feeling of a man about to cum. His body loading up.

His rhythm changed. The steady brutal CLAP CLAP CLAP stuttered. His hips jerked — uneven, grinding, his cock buried deep in my ass and his body fighting between staying and finishing. His breathing went ragged behind me. Short hard grunts through his teeth.

"Shit—" he grunted. "Shit — I'm finna — fuck — I'm gon' cum—"

My pussy.

The thought hit me like cold water. He was about to cum. In my ass. He was about to dump his load in my ass and it would be wasted. All of it. Every thick hot rope of cum that his balls had been holding all night — wasted. Shot into a hole that couldn't make a baby. Shot into the wrong hole while my pussy gaped empty between my legs dripping onto the sheets.

No. No no no no.

The hotel room. The lingerie. The hair appointment. The wax. The drive. Greg at home with his hand in his pants. Greg's note on the pillow. Greg's credit card downstairs. Greg sitting at the kitchen table with wet eyes saying "T.J. could give us what I can't." All of that. All of that for one thing. His cum in my pussy. A baby. Greg's deal. The whole reason I was in this room. And T.J. was about to cum in my ass instead because I'd let him fuck it and now his balls were clenched and his cock was throbbing and he was three seconds from finishing in the wrong hole and I'd go home to Greg empty.

Empty. After all of this. After hours of getting fucked. After squirting and screaming and drooling and getting my ass destroyed. I'd go home to my pathetic white husband with cum in my ass and nothing in my pussy and we'd be right back where we started. No baby. No family. Just Greg's useless little dick and my empty cunt and another month of faking orgasms in the dark.

Fuck that.

"MY PUSSY—" I screamed. "PULL OUT — PUT IT IN MY PUSSY — CUM IN MY PUSSY — PLEASE—"

He grunted. His hips stalling. His cock throbbing in my ass.

"PLEASE — DADDY — MY PUSSY — FUCK — CUM IN MY PUSSY — THAT'S WHAT I'M HERE FOR — THAT'S WHAT MY HUSBAND SENT ME HERE FOR — PUT IT IN MY PUSSY AND CUM INSIDE ME — PLEASE — BREED ME — GET ME PREGNANT—"

I was screaming into the soaked sheets. My voice cracked and wrecked from hours of screaming. My ass clenching around his cock. My pussy gaping and empty and dripping between my legs begging to be filled.

"PLEASE — I NEED YOUR CUM IN MY PUSSY — NOT MY ASS — MY PUSSY — BREED YOUR WHITE BITCH — GET YOUR COACH'S WIFE PREGNANT — PLEASE, YOU NIGGA — PLEASE—"

He pulled out of my ass. Fast. The exit — his cock sliding out, my ring clenching around nothing, the sudden emptiness. He grabbed my hip. Flipped me. One hand. My back hit the mattress. The wet soaked ruined mattress. My legs fell open.

He was between them in one second. His cock — wet, hard, throbbing, right on the edge — pressing against my pussy. My gaping pussy. My empty dripping cunt that had been leaking for an hour waiting for this.

He shoved in. All the way. One stroke. My pussy took him easy — stretched and wet and gaping from earlier. No resistance. After the tightness of my ass my pussy felt different. Wider. Wetter. Sloppy. His cock sliding into a hole that had been fucked open hours ago and had been gaping and dripping ever since. I was a mess down there and I didn't care. This was where his cum needed to go. This sloppy wet ruined married cunt. This was the whole point.

"AHHH — YES — YES — FUCK — RIGHT THERE — CUM IN ME — BREED ME—"

I locked my legs around his waist. Not just wrapped — locked. Clamped. My ankles crossed behind his back and my thighs crushing his hips and my heels digging into his ass so hard he grunted. I was trapping him. He'd pulled out of my ass when he was about to cum — I wasn't giving him that option with my pussy. He wasn't pulling out. He wasn't going anywhere. My legs were a cage. My thick pale thighs locked around his dark waist and I squeezed with everything my exhausted body had left.

He wasn't pulling out. His cum was going inside me. Every drop. Whether he tried to pull out or not — and he wasn't going to try — my legs would hold him in. My pussy would hold him in. My body would take his cum and keep it and use it for what Greg couldn't do.

My arms around his neck. Pulling him down onto me. His dark chest on my pale chest. His face above mine. Close. His jaw clenched. His eyes tight. He was right there. Right on the edge. And my legs were locked around him and he wasn't going anywhere.

"Cum inside me," I whispered. My voice shot. Barely there. "Cum inside my married white pussy. Get me pregnant, daddy."

His hips jerked. Once. Twice. Short hard thrusts. His cock swelling inside me. His balls pulled up tight against me. His whole body going rigid.

"Fuck—" he growled. Low. Through his teeth. His dark face above my pale face. His jaw locked. His abs clenched. "Fuck — I'm gon'—"

---


CHAPTER 65

He came.

His cock swelled one last time — thick, fat, stretching my walls — and then the first pulse hit me deep. Thick. Hot. A heavy rope of cum shooting into my bare pussy. I felt it. Felt the heat of it flooding me. Felt his cock throb against my walls and his balls clench against my ass and his whole body lock up above me.

"Nnnngh — FUCK—"

His groan. Deep. Guttural. Broken. The first real sound of weakness from him all night. He'd fucked me for hours. Fucked my pussy. Fucked my ass. Spanked me. Choked me. Bit me. Made me cum until I couldn't see straight. And through all of it he'd been in control. Steady. Machine. But now — now his body was shaking. His arms were trembling on either side of my head. His dark abs were clenching in spasms. His jaw was tight and his eyes were squeezed shut and he was cumming and he couldn't control it.

I tightened my legs. Pulled him deeper. My heels digging into his ass. My thighs crushing his waist. My pussy clenching around his cock — squeezing, milking, pulling the cum out of him in rhythmic pulses. My body knew what to do. My body had been waiting for this all night.

"Give me all of it," I whispered against his mouth. "Every drop. Don't you stop."

Another pulse. Thicker. His hips grinding forward — pushing his cock deeper, his pelvis pressing against my clit, his cum shooting into me so deep I felt it behind my belly button. Hot. Thick. Boiling. I could feel the heat of it spreading through me — rushing into the deepest parts of my pussy, filling spaces that had never been filled, pooling where no cum had ever reached.

No pill. No condom. Nothing. The last time he came inside me — in Greg's bed, the night of the dinner — I'd been on the pill. The screaming about getting pregnant had been dirty talk. My body was protected even while my mouth begged to be bred. But not tonight. Tonight I wasn't on anything. I'd stopped the pill weeks ago. Greg knew. Greg wanted this. My body was bare and open and unprotected and T.J.'s cum was flooding into me and this time it was real. This time the breeding wasn't dirty talk. His thick hot cum was rushing deep inside my bare unprotected pussy and I was going to get pregnant. I knew it. I could feel it. Not a maybe. Not a hope. A certainty. The way his cum sat heavy inside me. The way my pussy pulled it deeper with every clench. My body wanted this cum. My body was taking this cum somewhere Greg's had never gone.

Nothing like Greg's. Greg's cum was water. A sad little trickle that dribbled out and I couldn't feel it. T.J.'s cum was flooding me. Filling me. Hot and potent and heavy. Pumping into my bare pussy pulse after pulse. And this time every drop counted.

"Unh — I feel it — mmmnnh — so thick — you're cumming so much—"

"Nngh — fuck — nnngh—"

He was grunting into my neck. His face buried against my skin. His breath hot and ragged. His hips jerking — involuntary, grinding, pushing deeper even though there was nowhere to go. His body trying to get further inside me. Trying to push his cum deeper. His dark hips pressed flat against my white hips and his cock throbbing and his cum pouring into me and his body shaking and for the first time all night his body was doing something mine told it to.

"Breed me," I whispered. My lips against his ear. "Breed your white bitch. Put a baby in me. Give me what my husband can't."

His cock pulsed harder. My words doing what they always did — making his body respond. He groaned and his hips jerked and another thick wave of cum pumped into me. I could feel it pooling inside. Feel the heat of it sitting deep. Feel my pussy filling up. So much more than Greg had ever given me. So much more than Greg could ever give me.

"Mmmnnh — yes — yes — keep cumming — don't stop — fill me up — unh—"

"Get me pregnant — mmmnnh — give me a Black baby — unh — make my husband raise it — make Greg raise your — nngh — your—"

My voice fizzled. Cracked. Gave out. The words dissolving into a moan that had no sound left behind it. Just my mouth open and my body shaking and no voice coming out.

---


CHAPTER 66

I came with him. Not the screaming kind. Not the thrashing squirting kind. This one started slow. Deep in my pussy. A soft clenching around his cock that I didn't tell my body to do. My walls squeezing him — gentle, rhythmic, milking his cum deeper with every pulse. Like my pussy was swallowing. Taking his cum and pulling it further inside me.

My toes curled. Slow. Not cramping — just curling. My feet flexing against the sheets. My thighs tightening around his waist. My fingers pressing into his back — not clawing, not scratching. Just pressing. Holding. Ten fingertips dug into his dark sweaty skin. My nails leaving half-moons in his flesh.

My breath caught. Held. My chest locked. My eyes squeezed shut. The orgasm rolled through me in a long slow wave — from my pussy through my stomach into my chest. Warm. Heavy. Not sharp. No peak. Just this spreading heat that went everywhere at once. My nipples tingled against his dark chest. My scalp buzzed. My clit throbbed in one long steady pulse against his pelvis.

"Mmmnnh—"

One sound. Small. From my chest. My mouth was open against his neck and the moan leaked out — quiet, broken, barely there. My body was cumming and my voice was gone and the only evidence was my pussy squeezing his cock in soft waves and my thighs trembling and my fingers pressing deeper into his back.

I trapped him. My arms around his dark neck. My legs around his dark waist. My pussy around his dark cock. Locked. Clamped. Every part of me gripping every part of him. Not because I wanted to hold him. Because I wanted his cum. His cock was pulsing cum into me and my pussy was pulling it deeper and my legs were making sure none of it escaped. His dark body on my pale body. Flesh on flesh. Skin on skin. Wet and hot and stuck together on ruined white hotel sheets. His cum going nowhere but deeper inside me.

His pulses slowed. The thick heavy waves becoming weaker. Smaller. His cock still twitching — still leaking the last of it into me. His breathing slowing against my neck. His body going heavy. His arms giving out — his elbows buckling, his full weight settling onto me. Two hundred and thirty pounds of sweaty dark muscle pressing me into the ruined hotel sheets.

I didn't unlock my legs. He was softening inside me — barely, still thick, still filling me — but I kept my ankles crossed and my thighs tight. Keeping him plugged in. Not letting his cum drip out. Every drop staying inside me. Deep. Where it needed to be.

"Don't you fucking pull out," I hissed. My legs tightening. My heels digging into his ass. "Don't you dare. Every drop stays inside me."

He grunted. His hips pressed forward. Grinding deeper. Pushing his softening cock and every drop of his cum as deep as it would go. Not tenderness. Instinct. A male body finishing what it started.

My hand found my stomach. I pressed my palm flat. His cum was in there. Thick and heavy and deep. Sitting in my bare white pussy. Not leaking. Not dripping. Sitting. My legs were keeping him plugged in and every drop was staying where he put it.

T.J.'s breath slowed against my neck. His heartbeat against my chest — slowing, settling, his body coming down from hours of fucking.

The room was quiet. The headboard had stopped hitting the wall. The bed had stopped rocking. The wet sounds had stopped. Just breathing now. His and mine. Both slowing. Both settling.

I kept my legs locked. My arms limp at my sides. His weight crushing me into the mattress. His cum inside me. Done.

It was done. Finally. Hours of getting fucked and it was done and I could close my eyes and—

His cock twitched.

Inside me. A twitch. Not a softening throb — a hardening twitch. His cock pulsing against my walls. Getting thicker. I felt it — the shaft swelling inside my cum-filled pussy. Expanding. Pressing against my walls again.

No. No fucking way.

Greg. My pathetic white husband. I had to rub his little dick forever just to get it to half-mast. Five, ten minutes of working on it with my hand while he lay there apologizing. "Sorry babe, I don't know what's wrong, it usually — sorry." And when he finally got hard enough to stick it in — barely hard, this rubbery half-stiff thing that I had to guide with my fingers because it wouldn't hold its own shape — he'd cum in thirty seconds. A sad wet dribble. And then limp. Instant. His dick would go soft before his cum finished dripping out. Done. Rolled over. Snoring in three minutes. And if I suggested going again — if I ever had the nerve to touch his limp little wet noodle and say "maybe one more time, honey?" — he'd laugh and say "I'm not twenty anymore, babe." He wasn't twenty. He wasn't thirty. He wasn't anything. His dick was a decoration. It hung there between his pale thighs and it didn't work and it hadn't worked properly in years and the idea of it getting hard twice in one night was so absurd I would've laughed if you'd suggested it.

And T.J.'s cock was getting hard inside me. Right now. Without pulling out. Without a break. Without a pill. His first load still sitting deep in my pussy and his cock was swelling again. Thickening. Going from soft to half-hard to hard in the space of ten seconds. Inside my cum-filled cunt. His twenty-four-year-old Black cock reloading while my forty-one-year-old married white pussy was still dripping with his first load. Like his body had looked at the job and decided once wasn't enough.

Greg couldn't get hard once. T.J. was getting hard twice without leaving my body.

---


CHAPTER 67

"Nngh — you're — you're getting hard again — mmmnnh—"

He moved. A slow grind. His hips rolling. His cock — hard now, fully hard again — sliding through his own cum inside my pussy. I heard it. This wet churning sound. His thick cock pushing through the thick cum he'd just pumped into me. Stirring it. Shoving it deeper with every stroke. The sound was obscene — this sloppy wet squelching that was louder than anything we'd done tonight because my pussy was full of his cum and his cock was moving through it.

"Mmmnnh — unh — I can't — I can't take any more — nngh—"

I could. My pussy was already gripping him. Already clenching around his shaft. My body responding before my brain caught up. The same way it had responded all night. The same way it always responded to him — wet and ready and gripping regardless of what my mouth said.

He fucked me slow. Not the brutal pounding from before. Slow deep grinds. His pelvis pressing against my clit on every stroke — my raw oversensitive clit that had been pulsing for hours. Each contact made me flinch and whimper and my hips twitched up into him on their own.

No talking. No raceplay. No dirty talk. Neither of us had the energy. Just his cock moving inside my cum-filled pussy and the sounds.

The sounds. I could hear his cum. Inside me. His cock was pushing through it on every stroke — this thick wet load he'd just pumped into me — and the sound it made was filthy. Not the slick wet squelch of pussy. Something thicker. Heavier. His cock displacing his own cum. Pushing through it. Stirring it. I could hear the cum being shoved around inside me — this wet sloppy churning that sounded like someone stirring something thick with their fingers. Every time he pushed in the cum got pushed deeper. Every time he pulled back it rushed forward to fill the space. His cock was mixing his own load inside my pussy and I could hear every stroke.

"Unh — unh — mmmnnh — unh—"

Not just his cock — the cum. Warm and thick around his shaft. Sliding between his cock and my walls. His cum lubricating his own strokes. Making every thrust wetter than the last. Sloppy. My pussy was a mess of his cum and my juice and his cock was stirring through all of it. The thick liquid was being pushed around inside me. Sloshing against my walls. Warm and heavy. Shifting deeper with every slow grind.

Some of it leaked out. I felt it — thick and warm, squeezing past his shaft where my pussy couldn't hold the seal. Running down between my cheeks in a slow heavy stream. Dripping onto the sheets. Adding to the mess underneath me. But most of it stayed in. His cock was keeping it packed. Pushing it deeper. His own cum being fucked further into my pussy with every stroke.

His face in my neck. His breath on my skin. His chest against mine. Both of us soaked. Both of us spent. His body running on something past stamina — something stubborn that wouldn't let him stop until he was empty.

Quiet sounds. Tired. My moans barely there. My eyes half-closed. My legs still locked around him but loose. My arms limp on the sheets. I was taking it. Just taking it. Too exhausted to fuck back. Just lying under him with my mouth open making small sounds while his cock churned through his own cum inside me and the wet thick sound of it filled the quiet hotel room.

The wet sound was constant. Slck slck slck. His cock sliding through the thick cum. Pushing it around. Some of it leaking out of me around his shaft — slow and heavy, running down between my cheeks despite my legs holding him in. Too much cum. Too much for my pussy to hold. It was leaking out around him and he was shoving more of it deeper with every stroke.

"Mmmnnh — oh God — nngh—"

His balls tightened. Again. I felt them clench against my ass. His rhythm picked up — not much, a fraction, but enough. His strokes getting shorter. His grunts getting louder. His cock swelling inside me — thicker on top of thick. Harder. His body loading up again.

Faster this time. The buildup took minutes, not hours. His hips driving in short hard strokes. The headboard tapping the wall again. The wet churning louder. His cum sloshing inside me with every thrust.

"Nngh — fuck—" Through his teeth. His jaw clenched. His dark face tight. "Fuck—"

He slammed in. Deep. Held it. His cock buried to the root in my cum-filled pussy. His pelvis grinding against my clit. His body going rigid above me.

He came.

Hard. Harder than the first time. His cock pulsing — thick brutal throbs that I felt in my stomach. More cum. Pumping into me on top of what was already there. The first load sitting deep and the second load flooding in on top of it. My pussy was full. Overflowing. His cum backing up around his shaft and leaking out of me in a thick warm stream that ran down between my cheeks and pooled on the sheets.

"Unh — mmmnnh — oh fuck — oh FUCK — more — there's more — nngh—"

I was fuller. The first load had filled me. The second was overfilling me. The first load sitting deep, settled, and now the second flooding in on top, packing more cum into a pussy that was already stuffed. The pressure inside me was building. My pussy couldn't hold any more. There was too much. Too much thick hot cum packed into my cunt and it was looking for room and there wasn't any.

My pussy clenched. Hard. Involuntary. Squeezing around his pulsing cock. And the clench pushed cum out — I felt it, a thick warm gush leaking around his shaft despite my legs holding him in. Running down between my cheeks. Dripping off my ass onto the sheets. But the clench also pulled more in. My walls gripping his cock and milking the next pulse deeper. Pushing cum out and pulling cum in at the same time. My body trying to hold everything and overflowing.

"Nngh — I'm so full — mmmnnh — you're filling me up — I can't hold any more — unh—"

His cock pulsed again. Another thick wave. More cum flooding into what was already there. My pussy was a mess — sloppy, his cum churning inside me, two loads mixing together, the first and the second swirling around his cock. Shifting when he moved. This heavy warm weight inside my cunt that sloshed and moved with every thrust.

My hand pressed harder on my stomach. I could feel the fullness from the outside. This slight pressure under my palm. My flat belly pushing back against my hand. Full of cum. Packed with it. My bare unprotected pussy stuffed with two loads of thick cum from a Black man's cock and my body gripping every drop it could while the rest leaked out onto the sheets.

"Give me all of it — nngh — every drop — don't waste any — unh—"

My pussy was clenching in rhythm now. Squeezing his cock on every pulse. Milking. Each clench pulling another weak throb of cum out of him. Each throb making me clench harder. This loop — his cock pulsing and my pussy squeezing and more cum being pulled deeper and more cum being pushed out and the wet mess between us growing.

His hips jerked. One last thrust. Hard. His pelvis slamming against my clit and his cock driving deep and one final pulse — thick, heavy, the last real load his body had. I felt it shoot into me. Felt the heat of it joining everything already inside. My pussy squeezed around it. Gripped. Held.

Then a weaker pulse. Then a twitch. Then a tired throb — his cock giving up the last drops. His body wringing itself out. His balls clenching against my ass one final time and then going slack. Empty. Drained. He'd given me everything he had.

He collapsed. Full weight. Heavy. Done. For real this time. His cock softening inside me. His breathing ragged and broken against my neck. His arms giving out. His muscles going slack. The machine finally stopping.

---


CHAPTER 68

I didn't let go.

My legs stayed locked. My arms came up — around his neck, around his dark sweaty back, pulling him into me. Pulling his weight down onto me. I wanted it. Wanted all two hundred and thirty pounds of him crushing me into the ruined sheets. His cock was soft inside me and his cum was sitting deep and I locked my ankles tighter and my arms tighter and I held him against me.

His face was in my neck. His breath hot and ragged on my skin. I turned my head. Found his mouth. Pressed my lips against his.

The kiss was wet. Sloppy. Exhausted. My lips swollen and sore. His lips full and warm. Our mouths barely working — just pressing together, opening, his tongue finding mine. Slow. Tired. We were both wrecked. Hours of fucking and screaming and cumming and neither of us had the energy for a real kiss. Just mouths touching. Tongues sliding. Spit mixing. This lazy wet kiss that tasted like sweat and tears and him.

"Mmmnnh—"

I groaned into his mouth. He groaned back. His chest vibrating against mine. Both of us making sounds into each other's faces. Not moans. Not pleasure sounds. Just — release. The sound two bodies make when they're done. When the tension leaves and what's left is just weight and heat and breathing.

I kissed him deeper. My hands on his face. His dark jaw in my pale hands. I pulled his face against mine and kissed him and my eyes were wet. Tears. Leaking from the corners. Running down my temples into my hair. Running onto his face. Mixing with his sweat.

I was crying.

Not from pain. Not from shame. Not from guilt. I was crying because it was over and it was real and I was pregnant. I knew it. I could feel it the way I could feel his cum sitting heavy inside me. This wasn't the motel. This wasn't sneaking. This wasn't dirty talk about breeding that I could take back in the morning. His cum was inside my bare unprotected pussy — two loads of it, thick and hot and deep — and I wasn't on the pill and my body had taken it all and I was going to have this man's baby. A Black man's baby. Growing inside a white woman's body. My husband's wife carrying his quarterback's baby.

"Mmmnnh — mmph—"

I kissed him through the tears. Sloppy. Our faces sliding against each other — wet with sweat and tears and spit. His mouth on mine. My mouth on his. His dark skin against my pale skin. I couldn't stop kissing him. My lips finding his lips and his jaw and his cheek and back to his lips. Groaning against his mouth. Crying against his mouth.

He kissed me back. Slow. His full dark lips pressing against my swollen pale ones. His tongue pushing into my mouth — lazy, thick, tasting me. I sucked on it. Tasted his sweat. His mouth slid off mine — down my jaw, my neck, his lips dragging across my wet skin. He bit the spot where my neck met my shoulder. Soft. Not the hard bites from before. Just his teeth pressing into my pale skin and his mouth sucking and a groan vibrating against my throat. "Mmmnnh—" Low. From his chest. Into my neck. The sound a man makes when he's spent and satisfied and still wants to taste the woman underneath him.

I pulled him tighter. My legs locked. His cock still inside me — soft now, but there. Plugging me. His cum going nowhere. My arms around his neck. My face wet against his face. Both of us breathing hard. Both of us soaked. The sheets ruined. The room destroyed. His cum inside me.

I rolled my hips. Slow. Not fucking — just moving. Feeling him inside me. Feeling the fullness. His soft cock and his thick cum and my stretched pussy and his weight on me. I rolled again. He groaned against my mouth. I groaned back. We moved together — this slow lazy grinding. Not sex. Just bodies pressed together with a cock between them. His dark hips shifting against my white hips. My legs holding him. My arms holding him. Both of us too spent to fuck and too connected to stop touching.

"Mmmnnh — nngh — mmph—"

Sounds into each other's mouths. His breath. My breath. Mixed. Our chests rising and falling against each other. My breasts crushed flat against his dark chest. My nipples raw and pressed into his skin. His heartbeat slowing against mine. My heartbeat slowing against his.

Tears running down my face. Into the kiss. He tasted my tears and I tasted his sweat and our mouths kept moving. Slow. Exhausted. His tongue sliding against mine. My lips pulling on his bottom lip. His lips pulling on mine.

This wasn't the motel. In the motel he fucked me and left. Didn't kiss me after. Didn't stay. Got dressed and walked out and said "Thursday" and that was it. And at Greg's house — on the couch, in the bed — he'd left without a word. "Aight." Gone.

He wasn't leaving now. He was lying on top of me with his cock inside me and his mouth on mine and he was kissing me and he wasn't getting up. His body was heavy and warm and still and his lips were moving against mine and neither of us was reaching for clothes or checking the time or thinking about the door.

My tears kept coming. Quiet. Steady. Running down my face into our kiss. I was crying and kissing him and holding him inside me and his cum was deep in my pussy and I was going to be pregnant and my husband was at home and I was crying on a ruined hotel bed with a Black man's body on top of me and his cock inside me and two loads of his cum pooling in my bare cunt.

"Thank you," I whispered. Against his mouth. Barely a sound. My lips moving against his lips. My tears on his cheek. "Thank you."

I was going to be pregnant soon. With a Black man's baby. And not my white husband's seed.

---


EPILOGUE — PART 1

The car was quiet.

Greg was driving. Both hands on the wheel. Eyes on the road. He hadn't said a word since I'd gotten in. Hadn't asked how it was. Hadn't asked what happened. Hadn't looked at me. Just drove.

I was in the passenger seat. Leaning against the window. My forehead on the cool glass. My eyes half-closed. The city sliding past in blurred streaks of light. Saturday night traffic. People going to bars. Going to dinners. Normal people doing normal things. And me — sitting in my husband's car in a silk robe with another man's cum leaking out of both my holes and my body so wrecked I couldn't sit up straight.

I couldn't sit straight. My ass was throbbing. Every bump in the road sent a pulse through my asshole — this deep aching throb from being stretched open for the first time. My ring was sore. Swollen. I could feel it pulsing with its own heartbeat. I'd shifted in the seat three times trying to find a position that didn't hurt and there wasn't one.

My pussy was oozing. Slow. Constant. His cum leaking out of me in thick warm trickles — soaking through the robe, soaking into the leather seat. I could feel it pooling under my ass. Two loads of cum seeping out of my cunt onto Greg's passenger seat. His car. His leather. And I couldn't stop it — my pussy was too stretched, too open, too wrecked to hold anything in. It just leaked.

My clit was numb. Buzzing. This tingling deadness between my legs that pulsed faintly every few seconds. Too many orgasms. Too much stimulation. My clit had been rubbed and sucked and ground against and slapped for hours and now it was just — numb. But underneath the numbness my body was doing something I couldn't explain. Aching. Not pain. Want. My body was destroyed and it wanted more. My ass was throbbing and my pussy was gaping and my clit was numb and my body was aching for more punishment. More of his cock. More of his hands. More of his mouth. I'd been fucked until I couldn't walk and my body was already thinking about next time.

I dozed. Head against the window. Slipping in and out. The streetlights strobing through my eyelids. My mind buzzing — not thoughts, just images. Flashes. His dark body above me. His cock pushing into my ass. The sound of his cum churning inside my pussy. My drool on the white sheets. The two puddles. His hands spreading my cheeks. The bite on his neck. The taste of his sweat on my tongue.

We'd lain there for a long time after. Both of us. His weight on me. His cock soft inside me. My legs locked. We'd dozed. Not slept — dozed. This half-conscious drifting where our bodies were still pressed together and our breathing was synced and every few minutes one of us would shift and groan and the other would groan back. His mouth on my neck. My fingers on his back. The wet sheets cooling under us.

He'd gotten up eventually. Slow. Peeled himself off me. His cock sliding out — the sound, that wet thick slide, my pussy clenching around nothing. The flood of cum that followed — gushing out of my gaping cunt the second he wasn't there to plug it. I'd just lain there. Watching him get dressed. His dark body moving through the hotel room. Pulling on his boxers. His jeans. His t-shirt. The same routine. The same way he left the motel. The same way he left Greg's bedroom. Get dressed. Check pockets. Leave.

But at the door he'd stopped. Turned back. Looked at me — spread on the ruined bed, cum leaking, robe tangled around my waist, my face a wreck.

"Yo," he said. "Next time Coach wanna give me a reward — tell him I'ma do it at y'all place. In his bed. While he's home."

Then he walked out. The door clicked shut behind him.

I'd lain there for a while after that. Staring at the ceiling. His cum dripping out of me. His words sitting in my chest. Next time. He'd said next time. Not if. When. And he wanted to do it in Greg's bed. With Greg home. He wanted my husband in the house while he fucked his wife.

I'd called Greg at ten-thirty. "Come get me." Three words. He said "on my way" and was there in fifteen minutes.

Now we were driving. In silence. His hands on the wheel. My head against the window. His cum on his leather seat.

"Lauren."

His voice. Small. Careful. The first word he'd said since I got in.

I didn't open my eyes. "Mmm."

"Did he... was it..."

He couldn't form the question. His pathetic white hands gripping the steering wheel. His voice cracking. He wanted to ask. He was dying to ask. What did he do to you. How many times. Did he cum inside you. Did it work. Are you pregnant. Was it everything I imagined. Was it everything I jerked off to. Tell me. Tell me everything.

"I'm tired, Greg," I said. Against the window. My eyes closed. "Take me home."

He drove. I dozed. His cum leaked onto his seat.

We didn't talk the rest of the way.

---


EPILOGUE — PART 2

The front door closed behind us.

I was in the hallway. The dark hallway. My heels on the hardwood. The same hardwood T.J.'s sneakers had walked across the night of the dinner. The same hallway he'd carried me down with his cock inside me. The house smelled like Greg — his air freshener, his laundry detergent, his life. I was standing in my husband's house in a silk robe with another man's cum leaking down my thighs.

I was going to go upstairs. Shower. Collapse. That was the plan. My body was done. My legs were barely holding me. My ass was throbbing. My pussy was aching. I just needed to get to the bed and—

Greg's arms came around me from behind.

His thin arms wrapping around my waist. His chest against my back. His face in my neck. He kissed me — right on the spot where T.J. had bitten me an hour ago. His dry thin lips pressing into the bruised skin.

I flinched. Hard. My whole body jerking away from him.

"Ow — Greg — please—"

His lips had landed right on the bite mark. The tender swollen skin where T.J.'s teeth had been. Greg's mouth on another man's mark. The pain shot through my neck and I pulled away and turned to face him and his eyes were wet and desperate and I saw it — all of it. The need. The want. The weeks of jerking off in the bathroom. The hours alone tonight while his wife got fucked. He was vibrating. His whole body humming with it. His thin frame practically shaking in the dark hallway.

I was going to push him off. I was going to say not tonight, Greg, I'm exhausted, I can't. The words were right there.

But he deserved this.

He'd arranged it. He'd booked the room. He'd bought the lingerie. He'd driven me there and sat at home alone and waited. He'd given me the best night of my life and he'd gotten nothing. Not a detail. Not a description. Not a kiss. He'd been sitting in this house for hours imagining what was happening to his wife and he hadn't even been allowed to ask about it.

I didn't push him off.

His arms tightened around my waist. His face back in my neck — the other side this time, away from the bite. His dry lips on my skin. His breath fast and warm. His body pressing against me from behind. And I felt it — his cock. Hard. Pressing against my ass through his khakis and my robe. His pathetic little four inches straining against his zipper and poking into my bruised sore ass cheek.

I smirked.

I couldn't help it. My lips curled. This tired half-smile in the dark hallway. His little hard dick pressing against the ass that T.J. had just spent an hour stretching open. His tiny bulge poking into the same cheek T.J.'s dark palm had spanked until it welted. His cock — his useless little white cock that couldn't get hard for me in bed — was rock hard now. Poking against my bruised ass. Because his wife had come home reeking of sex and another man's cum.

He was hard. For this. For the smell of T.J. on my skin. For the cum leaking down my thighs. For the bite mark on my neck and the bruises on my hips and the knowledge of what had happened in room 814. This was what got Greg hard. Not me. Not my body. Not eighteen years of marriage. This.

His hips were grinding against me. Small desperate movements. His little cock rubbing against my sore ass through the fabric. His arms tight around my waist. His face in my neck breathing hard. He was humping me in the hallway like a teenager.

I let him. I stood there in the dark with my husband grinding against my ass from behind and I let him. My body was wrecked and my pussy was leaking another man's cum onto the hardwood floor and my husband's little dick was poking my bruised ass and I was smirking in the dark.

We stumbled. His feet tangling with mine. My heels catching on the hardwood. His arms gripping me. Both of us going down — my knees hitting the floor, his body behind me, the robe riding up. We ended up on the hallway floor.

I rolled over. Onto my back. The hardwood cold against my shoulders. My robe falling open. I looked up at Greg — his pale face above me, his eyes wide, his mouth open. He was on his knees between my legs. His khakis tented with his pathetic little bulge.

I spread my legs.

Wide. Let the robe fall all the way open. Let him see. My pussy — swollen, pink, gaping. T.J.'s cum still oozing out of me in thick slow leaks. My lips puffy and raw. My thighs slick with dried juice and fresh cum. The mess between my legs — hours of fucking, visible, glistening in the dim hallway light.

Greg's eyes dropped. His mouth fell open. His face went slack. He was staring at my pussy — at the cum leaking out of it, at the swollen wrecked state of it, at the evidence of what his quarterback had done to his wife. His eyes were wide. Shocked. Hungry.

And that look — the shock on his pale face, his eyes locked between my spread thighs — made me wet. Even now. Even wrecked and sore and barely able to move. My pussy responded to his shock. A fresh pulse of wetness leaking out of me onto the hardwood floor.

He dove.

His face between my legs. His mouth on my pussy. Hungry. Desperate. Eating me — licking at my swollen lips, his tongue scooping T.J.'s cum out of my cunt. This frantic lapping. His thin white face buried between my pale thighs eating another man's thick cum out of his wife's pussy on the hallway floor. He was making sounds — mmph, mmph, mmph — these hungry wet sounds against my cunt. Feasting. Licking up every drop of T.J.'s cum like he was starving for it.

I grabbed his head. Both hands. Shoved his face harder into my pussy. Ground my hips against his mouth. My fingers gripping his thin hair.

"He stretched me out, Greg." My voice was wrecked. Hoarse. Stammering. "He — unh — he stretched me out with his big Black cock — you feel how open I am? — mmph — you feel how stretched your wife's pussy is?"

Greg moaned into my cunt. His tongue pushing deeper. Licking faster.

"You know where else he fucked me, Greg?"

His tongue stopped for a second. His eyes came up — wet, wide, desperate.

"He fucked my ass, Greg." My voice cracking. My hips grinding against his face. "He fucked my white ass — unh — so good — he stretched me out there too, baby — mmmnnh — he was so much bigger than you — so much thicker — his cock was — nngh—"

Greg whimpered against my pussy. This high-pitched pathetic sound. His tongue went faster. The fastest he'd ever licked me — and I could count the number of times he'd eaten me out on one hand. Five times maybe. In eighteen years. And none of those times looked like this. None of those times was Greg on his knees on the hallway floor licking another man's cum out of his wife's gaping pussy while she told him about getting assfucked.

"He's so much bigger than you — mmph — so much — unh — you could never — your little white dick could never — NNGH—"

It was building. Even now. Even with my body destroyed. Even with my clit numb and my pussy raw and my ass throbbing. It was building. Greg's tongue on my clit — sloppy, desperate, no technique, just frantic lapping — and the words coming out of my mouth and his pathetic whimpering against my cunt. It was building.

"UNH — Greg — fuck — I'm — your tongue — mmph — keep licking — keep eating his cum out of me — NNGH—"

My voice was stammering. Breaking apart. Words coming in pieces between gasps. My hips grinding against his face. My fingers pulling his hair. My thighs shaking around his head.

"He came inside me — unh — twice, Greg — twice — mmmnnh — two loads — your player came inside your wife twice — and you're — NNGH — you're eating it — you're eating his cum — FUCK—"

Greg was shaking between my legs. His whole body trembling. His little cock straining against his khakis. His tongue frantic on my clit. His face soaked with T.J.'s cum and my juice and his own spit.

"I'm — ohh — oh God — Greg — I'm cumming — I'm — NNGH — AHHH—"

It wasn't a big orgasm. It was weak. Tired. This thin trembling wave that rolled through my spent body. My pussy clenching in soft pulses around nothing. My thighs squeezing Greg's head. My hips bucking weakly against his mouth. My fingers gripping his hair. My voice — this broken yowling sound, not a scream, not a moan, something between a cry and a whimper that came from my wrecked throat and filled the dark hallway.

"Ahhh — unh — mmmnnh — fuck — unh—"

I came on my husband's face. Weakly. On the hallway floor. In the dark. With another man's cum on his tongue and his little hard dick straining in his pants. My body shuddering. My voice cracking. My eyes wet.

Greg stayed between my legs. Licking. Slower now. Cleaning me. His tongue soft on my oversensitive pussy. His face wet. His eyes closed.

I lay on the hardwood floor. My robe open. My body wrecked. My husband's face between my thighs.

I closed my eyes.

---


EPILOGUE — PART 3

Greg had cleaned me out three more times.

We'd made it to the bedroom eventually. Off the hallway floor. Up the stairs — him half-carrying me, my legs useless, my arm around his thin shoulders. Into our bed. The same bed T.J. had fucked me in a month ago. The same sheets. The rug still covering the scratches on the hardwood. The dents still behind the headboard.

I was on my back. Limp. Done. I hadn't showered. I still smelled like T.J. — his sweat, his cologne, his cum. The silk robe was open and bunched around my arms. My body was on display for my husband — bitten breasts, bruised hips, welted ass, gaping pussy. The full inventory of what another man had done to me.

And Greg had eaten me three more times.

Each time he'd gone down — face between my thighs, tongue in my cunt, lapping at T.J.'s cum that kept oozing out of me. Each time I'd cum. Weak. Tired. These faint trembling orgasms that barely registered. My body giving him whatever scraps it had left. My voice cracking out moans that got quieter each time. The first one was a whimper. The second was a sigh. The third was just my thighs squeezing his head and my breath catching and nothing else.

Now he was lying next to me. His face still wet. His eyes bright. His little cock still hard in his boxers — he'd stripped down to them at some point. I could see the tent. The pathetic little tent that his four inches made in the cotton. He'd been hard for over an hour. Hard from eating another man's cum out of his wife. Hard from hearing about his quarterback's cock in his wife's ass. Hard from licking my gaping pussy clean on the hallway floor.

I looked at the tent. At his little bulge. At my husband's useless little dick straining against his boxers while my pussy gaped open next to him still leaking another man's cum.

"Fuck me," I said.

My voice was shot. Barely there. A whisper.

Greg's head turned. "What?"

"Fuck me, Greg. Fuck your wife's stretched out white cunt."

His mouth fell open. His eyes went wide. In eighteen years of marriage I had never talked to him like that. Not once. Not dirty. Not raw. I said "babe" and "honey" and "that feels good" and I faked my moans and I never — never — said cunt or talked about my pussy being stretched out by another man's cock. That was Lauren on T.J.'s cock. That wasn't Lauren in Greg's bed.

Until now.

"Do you want to?" I said. Turning my head to look at him. My mascara was gone. My lips were swollen. My hair was matted. I looked like I'd been fucked for hours because I had been. "Your player just fucked me all night, Greg. Don't you want a turn?"

He scrambled. That's the only word for it. He scrambled out of his boxers — kicking them off, tangling in the sheets, his thin pale legs flailing. His cock sprang free. Four inches. Fully hard. Pointing straight up from his pale crotch. This thin pink dick with a small head and barely any girth. His balls were tight and small and pale.

I looked at it. After a night of T.J.'s cock. After hours of thick dark shaft stretching my pussy and my ass. I looked at Greg's dick and it looked like a finger. A pinky finger. A joke. The dick I'd been married to for eighteen years looked like it belonged on a different species than the one that had been inside me tonight.

He got on top of me. His thin body between my legs. His soft pale chest against my bitten breasts. His little cock poking at my entrance.

He pushed in.

"Mmm—" he groaned. His eyes rolling. His jaw dropping. He was inside me. All the way. Four inches buried to the root. His pale pelvis pressed against my wet pussy. His face scrunched up like he was experiencing something religious.

I felt nothing.

Nothing. His cock was inside me — all four inches, everything he had — and I couldn't feel it. My pussy was too stretched. Too open. Too gaping from hours of T.J.'s cock. Greg's dick slid into me and my walls didn't touch it. Didn't grip it. Didn't register it. He was inside me and it felt the same as being empty.

"Do you like how wet I am, baby?" I said. Looking up at him. His pale face above mine. His eyes squeezed shut. His mouth open. He was in ecstasy. Four inches inside a pussy that was swimming in another man's cum and he was in ecstasy.

"Yes — oh God — Lauren — you're so wet—"

The wetness wasn't mine. The wetness was T.J.'s cum. Two loads of thick cum sitting deep in my pussy and Greg's little cock was sliding around in it. His dick was soaking in another man's cum inside his own wife and he thought it was me being wet for him.

"Mmm — you feel so good, babe—" His voice cracking. His hips starting to move. Short little pumps. His pelvis barely lifting off mine before pushing back. His cock never sliding more than an inch in either direction because there was only four inches to work with.

I couldn't feel the strokes. I could feel his weight. I could feel his bony pelvis bumping against mine. But his cock — nothing. It was moving inside me and my pussy didn't register it. He was fucking me and I couldn't tell the difference between in and out.

His cock slipped out.

Just — fell out. His little dick sliding out of my gaping pussy on a backstroke. Too small to stay in. Not enough girth to grip. My pussy was too open and his cock was too small and it just fell out.

"Oh — sorry — let me—" He reached down. His thin pale fingers fumbling between us. Trying to guide himself back in. His face red.

I laughed.

I didn't mean to. It came out — this tired breathy laugh that shook my chest. My husband was fumbling his little dick trying to get it back inside a pussy that was too stretched from another man's cock to hold him in. The absurdity of it. The sadness of it. The hilarity of it.

He shoved back in. Started pumping again. Faster this time. Desperate. His little cock working inside me — I could hear the wet sounds, T.J.'s cum churning around Greg's tiny shaft. Greg's dick stirring cum that a Black man had put there.

It slipped out again.

I laughed again. Louder this time. "It keeps falling out, baby."

"I know — I'm sorry — I—"

"It's okay." I reached down. Found his cock with my fingers. Barely anything to hold. I guided him back in. Held him there for a second. Let go. His cock sat inside me — barely, swimming in cum, not touching the walls.

"There you go," I said. "Stay in this time."

---


EPILOGUE — PART 4

He started pumping. Fast. Desperate. His thin hips slapping against mine — this light dry pattering that sounded nothing like T.J.'s heavy wet CLAP. His little cock sliding around inside me. Swimming. Barely touching the walls. I could hear the wet sounds — T.J.'s cum sloshing around Greg's shaft. Greg's dick churning through cum that didn't belong to him.

I fake moaned.

"Ohhhh — yes — ohhh God — Greg — mmm — so good—"

Loud. Dramatic. Over the top. The same fake moans I'd been giving him for eighteen years except louder. Bigger. My mouth open. My eyes closed. My head thrown back. A performance. A soap opera performance. The kind of moaning you hear through thin walls in cheap hotels and know it's not real.

He didn't care. His hips pumped faster. His pathetic little cock working inside me — I could feel it now, barely. Not his cock — his pelvis. His bony little pelvis bumping against mine. That's what I felt. The bone. Not the dick.

"Ohhhh — yes, baby — ohhhh — fuck me — mmm—"

Every moan was fake and we both knew it. The sounds I'd made for T.J. tonight — the screaming, the yowling, the raw broken wailing — those were real. Those came from my chest and my gut and my pussy. These sounds came from my throat. Manufactured. Performed. The same breathy "ohhhh" I'd been faking since our wedding night. Greg knew. He had to know. He'd heard the real version through the recliner ceiling a month ago. He knew what I sounded like when I meant it. And this wasn't it.

He didn't care. He pumped harder. His face scrunched. His breathing fast.

"Ohhhh — Greg — you're so — mmm—"

I looked at him. His pale face. His thin arms shaking on either side of me. His soft white belly pressing against my stomach. This was my husband. This pathetic white man rutting on top of me. His little dick swimming in another man's cum. His face still wet from eating me out on the hallway floor.

"You liked that, didn't you," I said. My voice dropping from the fake moans into something lower. Quieter. Real. "Licking his cum out of me."

"Nngh — yes—" His hips stuttering.

"What kind of man does that, Greg?"

He groaned. His cock twitched inside me — I barely felt it, but I felt the twitch.

"What kind of man licks another man's cum out of his wife's pussy?"

"I — unh — I don't—"

"You're not even a — mmph — not even a man, Greg." My voice flat. Wrecked. "You're a — unh — a fucking faggot. Licking another man's cum out of your wife. That's what you are."

He moaned. Loud. Louder than any sound he'd ever made during sex. His hips snapping faster. His little cock churning through the cum. The word had hit him. Faggot. His wife calling him a faggot while he fucked her cum-filled pussy. It wasn't a punishment — it was fuel. The shame was making him harder. The humiliation was making his hips move faster.

I'd found the pressure point.

"You let a — unh — a young Black man fuck your wife, Greg. One of your — mmph — your own players. You sent him to a hotel room and he — nngh — he fucked me all night and then you — you got on your knees and licked his cum out of me. What does that make you?"

"Nngh — Lauren—"

"Say it."

"I — I can't—"

"Say what you are."

"I'm — nngh — I'm pathetic—"

"You're a — mmph — a pathetic white faggot who — unh — eats Black cum out of his wife's pussy."

He groaned so loud the headboard rattled. His hips were slamming now — well, slamming for Greg. Fast little pumps. His cock slipping in and out — half the strokes missing, his dick sliding along the outside of my pussy instead of going in, but he was too far gone to fix it. His eyes were squeezed shut. His face was red. His jaw was clenched. He was rutting. Not fucking — rutting. This frantic desperate humping.

"T.J. fucked me — unh — fucked me better in five minutes than you've — mmph — in eighteen years," I said. "His cock is — nngh — three times yours. He made me squirt on the — the ceiling. And you — unh — you can't even stay inside me."

His cock slipped out again. He shoved it back in with his hand. His fingers wet with T.J.'s cum.

"You know what he did to my — mmph — my ass, Greg? He fucked it. He put his — unh — his big Black cock in my ass — my virgin ass that you never even — nngh — asked about — and he fucked it until I was — mmph — drooling on the sheets. You're too small to fuck my ass. Too small to — unh — to fuck my pussy now. You can barely fit."

"Nngh — NNGH — Lauren—"

His balls were tightening. I could feel them against my ass — his small tight pale balls pulling up. He was close. Already. Thirty seconds of pumping and he was close. T.J. had fucked me for hours. Greg was going to last less than a minute.

"You're going to be a — unh — a father, Greg." My voice climbing. "T.J.'s going to get me — mmph — pregnant. His cum is inside me right now — thick and — nngh — deep. And yours — yours is water. Your cum has never — unh — your dick has never — you couldn't get me pregnant in eighteen years and he's going to do it in one night."

"Lauren — I'm — I'm gon'—"

"A light skin baby, Greg. Half — mmph — half Black. Growing inside your white wife. And you'll — unh — you'll be the father. You'll raise it. Change the diapers and — nngh — drive to soccer practice and everyone will — mmph — everyone will look at your family and know. They'll look at your pale face and that baby's — unh — brown skin and they'll know."

"NNGH — I can't — I'm—"

"CUM INSIDE ME." I grabbed his ass. His flat pale ass. Pulled him into me. "CUM INSIDE ME — unh — cum inside me with your — mmph — your tiny little white dick, babe — cum inside your wife — nngh—"

"NNGH — LAUREN — FUCK—"

"It doesn't matter — unh — it doesn't fucking matter because I'm going to be pregnant with a Black man's baby — mmph — God you're so pathetic — CUM."

He came.

His face crumpled. His body seized — this thin pale body locking up on top of me, his arms shaking, his stomach clenching. His cock twitched inside me. Once. Twice. His cum — his thin watery nothing — dribbling out of him. This faint warm leak that I might have felt if I was paying attention. A sad little trickle mixing with the thick heavy loads already inside me. His cum dissolving into T.J.'s cum. Disappearing. Absorbed. Like pouring a teaspoon of water into a full glass.

He groaned. This long shuddering groan that came from somewhere deep in his chest. His eyes squeezed shut. His mouth open. His body trembling above me. He'd cum. The hardest orgasm of his life — I could see it on his face. The hardest he'd ever cum inside me. And I'd barely felt it.

His arms gave out. He collapsed onto me. Lightweight. A hundred and sixty pounds of soft pale nothing. His face in my neck. His breathing ragged. His little cock already going soft — limp in seconds, shrinking inside me, this tiny warm nub that slipped out of my pussy on its own.

"Oh God," he whispered. "Oh God, Lauren. That was — oh God."

I stared at the ceiling. His weight on me. His breath on my neck. The room dark. The bed quiet.

I couldn't feel his cum inside me. Whether it was because my cunt was already full to the brim with another man's — no, a Black man's — cum, or because Greg was simply Greg.

I closed my eyes.

---


EPILOGUE — PART 5

Three months later.

NFL Draft night. April. We were in the living room. The same living room. The same couch — the one with the flipped cushion. Greg was on the edge of his seat. Beer in his hand. His eyes locked on the TV. His knee bouncing. He was more nervous than he'd been for the championship.

I was next to him. My hand on my belly.

The bump was showing. Small but there. Three months. My dresses didn't hide it anymore. My jeans didn't button. I'd switched to stretchy waistbands and loose tops and anyone who looked could see it. Lauren Hadley. Forty-one. Pregnant for the first time.

Greg had cried when we saw the test. Two pink lines in our bathroom. He'd held the stick in his shaking hands and his face had crumpled and he'd sobbed into my shoulder for five minutes. "Thank you," he'd kept saying. "Thank you, Lauren. Thank you." The same words I'd said to T.J. in the hotel room. Thank you. Both of us saying it. Both of us meaning different things.

The TV was showing the draft stage. Suits and handshakes and cameras. The commissioner at the podium. Greg's phone was open to a group chat with his coaching staff — they were all watching. All waiting.

"With the fourteenth pick in the NFL draft," the commissioner said. "The—"

Greg grabbed my hand. Squeezed. His pale fingers on mine. His wedding ring pressing against my wedding ring.

"—select Terrence Watts, quarterback, from—"

Greg shot off the couch. Beer sloshing. His arms in the air. Screaming. "YES! YES! THAT'S MY GUY! THAT'S MY QUARTERBACK!"

He was jumping. In the living room. His soft pale body bouncing up and down. His face red. His eyes streaming. Eighteen years of coaching and this was the peak — his player, his quarterback, first-round draft pick. The legacy of his program. Greg Hadley coached T.J. Watts. That would be in every article. Every profile. Every documentary.

Greg Hadley coached the man who fucked his wife and got her pregnant. That part wouldn't be in the articles.

The cameras showed T.J. walking to the stage. Navy suit. White shirt. That jaw. Those shoulders. The same shoulders I'd clawed my nails down. The same arms that had pinned my wrists to a hotel bed. The same body that had been on top of me — inside me — three months ago. He hugged the commissioner. Held up the jersey. Smiled for the cameras. That polite smile. The "yes sir, Coach" smile. The same face that had grunted into my neck while he came inside me. The same mouth that had called me a nasty cheating white bitch while his cock was in my ass.

I sat on the couch. My hand on my bump. Watching the father of my child shake hands on national television while my husband jumped around the living room screaming about draft picks.

T.J. looked into the camera. One shot. Close-up. His dark eyes. And for a second — one second — his eyes flicked down. Below the camera. Like he was looking at something lower. At a belly. At a bump that wasn't visible through a TV screen but that he knew was there.

Or maybe I imagined it. Maybe I was projecting. But my hand pressed harder on my bump and something tightened in my chest and I didn't imagine that.

"Can you believe it?" Greg was pacing. Phone to his ear. Calling someone. His free hand wiping his eyes. "Can you believe it? First-round. Fourteenth pick. I told you. I told everyone."

He had. He'd told everyone. He'd told anyone who'd listen that T.J. Watts was special. That he was a once-in-a-generation talent. That Greg had coached him and mentored him and built the program around him. Greg had been T.J.'s biggest advocate. Called NFL scouts. Written letters. Made phone calls. Pulled strings. Coach Hadley had done everything in his power to get T.J. Watts drafted.

And T.J. had done everything in his power to get Coach Hadley's wife pregnant. Had fucked her pussy and her ass and her mouth. Had cum inside her twice. Had stretched her open and bred her and walked out and left her leaking on hotel sheets that Greg's credit card paid for.

Both of them got what they wanted. Greg got his legacy. T.J. got his draft pick. And I got what I'd always wanted — a chance to be a mother. A mother of a young Black man's child. And not Greg's.

Greg sat back down. Winded. His face wet.

"We did it, babe," he said. His voice cracking. "We really did it."

"Yeah," I said. "We really did."

The draft continued. Greg watched. His beer getting warm. His face glowing.

I sat there. My hand on the bump. Thinking about what was growing inside me. What Greg would raise and name.

What everyone on our street would see and do the quiet math on and nobody would say anything about it.

I didn’t care either way.

I smiled.

---


EPILOGUE — PART 6

It had started at a bar.

Three months before the hotel. Six months before the draft. A lifetime ago. I'd been a different woman. Greg had been the same man.

There'd been a boosters function. Some cocktail thing at a restaurant downtown — donors and coaches and handshakes and small talk. Greg had taken me. And then he'd gotten two glasses of wine in and started telling the '04 championship story to a table of boosters and I'd stood there holding my clutch and smiling and nodding and after forty-five minutes I'd excused myself.

I hadn't gone home. Hadn't gone back to the function. I'd gotten in my Lexus and driven two blocks and pulled into the parking lot of a sports bar I'd never been to. Not my kind of place — TVs on every wall, young crowd, pitchers of beer. I'd been in a black dress and heels and I'd been the oldest woman in the room by fifteen years. I hadn't cared. I'd sat at the bar and ordered a water and I'd been pissed at my husband and I'd wanted to be anywhere that wasn't next to him.

He'd been at the other end of the bar.

I hadn't noticed him at first. I'd been staring at the TV — some game I didn't care about — and my eyes had drifted down the bar and landed on him. Dark skin. Broad shoulders. A polo that was too tight across his chest. Alone. No friends. No date. Drinking water. Looking at his phone.

He'd looked up. Our eyes had met.

I hadn't looked away. That had been the thing. The thing that started everything. A normal woman would've looked away. A married woman sitting alone in a bar would've broken eye contact and gone back to her water. That's what Lauren Hadley would've done.

I'd held the look. Three seconds. Five. His dark eyes on my blue eyes across a bar full of twenty-somethings and neither of us had blinked.

He hadn't smiled. Hadn't waved. Just looked at me. My face. Then down — slow, obvious — at my body. My dress. My breasts in the dress. My legs crossed on the bar stool. He'd looked at me the way Greg hadn't looked at me in years. The way no man had looked at me in years.

My chest had gotten hot. My face had flushed. My thighs had pressed together on the stool.

I'd gotten up.

My body had gotten up before my brain could say sit down, you're married, what are you doing. I'd picked up my clutch and slid off the stool and walked. Not toward him. Past him. Toward the back of the bar. Toward the hallway where the bathrooms were. My heels clicking on the sticky floor. My hips moving in the black dress. And I'd looked back. Once. Over my shoulder.

He'd been watching me walk away. His dark eyes on my ass. On my hips.

I'd kept walking. Turned the corner. The bathroom door on my left. I'd pushed it open. Gone inside. Left the door unlocked.

Ten seconds. Maybe fifteen. The door had opened behind me.

He'd filled the doorway. Six-five. Two-thirty. Dark skin and broad shoulders. He'd stepped inside. Locked the door. Hadn't said a word. Just stood there. Looking at me. In a bar bathroom with fluorescent lights and a cracked mirror and paper towels on the floor.

I hadn't said hello. Hadn't said my name. Hadn't said I'm married or what are we doing. I'd reached for his belt.

My fingers had found the buckle. Pulled. The metal had clinked in the quiet bathroom. I'd unhooked it. Unbuttoned his jeans. Pulled the zipper down. My fingers shaking. My hand had gone inside his boxers. Wrapped around his shaft.

My eyes had gone wide.

Thick. Hot. Heavy in my hand. And he'd been barely hard yet. I'd pulled it out — his cock falling free, hanging in front of me, dark and thick and getting harder in my fist. My pale fingers around his dark shaft. The size of it. The weight. Growing in my hand — swelling, thickening, getting longer. My fingers couldn't close around it.

"You ever sucked Black dick before?"

His voice. Deep. Low. The first words either of us had said.

"No," I'd said. Looking up at him. My hand on his cock. My wedding ring pressing into his shaft.

I'd dropped to my knees. On the bathroom floor. My black dress riding up. My knees on the cold tile. I'd opened my mouth and taken him in.

My jaw had screamed. That was the first thing — not the taste, not the heat, the stretch. His cock had pushed past my lips and my jaw had spread wider than it had ever spread. Wider than Greg had ever required. Greg's little dick had fit in my mouth with room to spare — I could've held Greg's entire cock in my mouth and still talked around it. This cock filled me. My jaw aching at the hinges. My lips spread tight around his dark shaft. My cheeks bulging. And he'd barely been halfway in.

I'd taken as much as I could. Half. Maybe less. My mouth had been full — stuffed — and my hand had worked the rest. The half my mouth couldn't reach. Stroking. Squeezing. His dark shaft slick with my spit. My own sounds — wet, muffled, gagging — had echoed off the bathroom tile while my husband sat two blocks away telling football stories to men in blazers.

Then he'd taken over. His hands had found my head. Both of them. Dark fingers in my blonde hair. And he'd started fucking my mouth.

Not letting me suck — fucking. His hips had driven forward. His cock pushing past my lips, over my tongue, into my throat. I'd gagged. Hard. My eyes had flooded. Spit had poured down my chin. He'd pulled back — I'd gasped, sucked in air — and he'd shoved back in. Deeper.

I'd been choking on it. My hands on his dark thighs. My jaw stretched wide. My lips spread tight. My throat had opened and closed around his head every time he'd pushed deep. Greg's little dick had never touched my throat. This cock had been hitting the back of it on every stroke and pushing past it and my eyes had streamed and my mascara had run and spit had dripped off my chin onto my black dress and I'd been moaning around his shaft.

Moaning. On a stranger's cock. In a bathroom. On my knees. My pussy had been clenching with every thrust into my throat. I'd been getting wet from choking on a Black man's dick in a sports bar bathroom and I'd been moaning about it.

His hands had tightened in my hair. His hips had snapped faster. His grunts had gotten louder above me — these deep sounds from his chest. His cock had swelled in my mouth. Thicker. Harder. His balls had tightened against my chin.

He'd shoved deep. Held it. His cock buried in my throat. My nose pressed against his dark pelvis. I hadn't been able to breathe. My eyes had bulged. My hands had gripped his thighs. And he'd cum.

The first rope had hit the back of my throat. Thick. Hot. I'd gagged — this violent convulsion around his cock that had squeezed more out of him. The second rope. The third. He'd been cumming and I'd been gagging and more had kept coming. My mouth had filled up. His cum had flooded my throat and pooled on my tongue and I hadn't been able to swallow fast enough. It had backed up. Leaked out the corners of my lips. Thick trails running down my chin onto my dress. And then up — up through the back of my throat and out my nose. I'd snorted. Choked. Cum leaking from my nostrils. Dripping onto his shaft. I'd never had so much cum in my mouth that it came out my nose. Greg's little dribble had barely coated my tongue. This man's cum was flooding out of every opening in my face.

I'd struggled. My throat had convulsed. My jaw had ached. His cock pulsing in my mouth — pulse after pulse of thick cum. So much. So much more than Greg had ever produced in his life. Greg's cum was a teaspoon of water. This had been a flood. Thick and heavy and filling my mouth faster than I could swallow and leaking down my chin and dripping from my nose and I'd been gagging and moaning and swallowing and choking and gagging again. My body had convulsed around his cock. My throat had squeezed him. My hands had gripped his dark thighs so hard my knuckles had gone white. My pussy had been soaking through my panties from the choking and the fullness and the taste of him flooding my mouth.

He'd groaned above me. "Fuuuck—" Long. Low. His dark hands gripping my blonde hair. His hips twitching. His cock throbbing against my tongue. Pumping the last of it into my mouth.

I'd swallowed what I could. My throat working around his shaft. Gulp. Gulp. His cum sliding down my throat in thick heavy swallows. Some of it going down. Some of it still leaking out — from my lips, from my nose. My chin dripping. My nostrils dripping. My dress ruined. My eyes streaming. My mascara gone. My jaw locked around his cock. My wedding ring catching the fluorescent light where my hand gripped his dark thigh.

I'd pulled off. Slow. His cock sliding out — the head popping free, a string of cum and spit connecting my lips to his shaft. I'd looked up at him. From my knees. My face a wreck. Mascara down both cheeks. Cum on my chin. Cum on my nose. Spit on my dress. My lips swollen.

He'd looked down at me. His dark eyes. His jaw slack.

I'd wiped my nose with the back of my hand. Looked at the streak of white on my skin. Looked back up at him.

"What did you say your name was again?" I'd asked. My voice wrecked. Raw. His cum still on my lips. On my nose. On my chin.

"Derek," he'd said.

I'd stroked his cock. Slow. My pale fingers around his dark wet shaft. Looked up at him from my knees on the bathroom floor with cum on my face and my wedding ring on my finger.

"Kate."

---


EPILOGUE — PART 7

Six months later. September.

The baby was three months old. I was in the front yard. Sunday morning. The stroller in the driveway. Greg was inside watching T.J.'s first NFL game — glued to the screen, his polo tucked in, his coaching manual on the coffee table in case he wanted to take notes on his former player's performance. I'd told him I needed air.

The street was quiet. Manicured lawns. Mailboxes. Sprinklers going. The same street I'd driven down every day for eighteen years. The same houses. The same neighbors. The same white suburban silence.

Margaret Holloway was walking her dog. Three doors down. HOA vice chair. The woman who'd tried to take my seat twice and lost twice. She wore visors. Tennis skirts. Had opinions about everyone's lawn height and everyone's garbage can placement and everyone's business.

She saw me. Waved. Crossed the street. Her little terrier trotting beside her.

"Lauren!" She was smiling. That Margaret smile — tight, bright, performing. "Oh my God. Let me see her."

She leaned over the stroller. Looked down. Her face did the thing.

The calculation. I watched it happen in real time. Her eyes moving from the baby's face to mine. From the baby's skin to my skin. Back to the baby. Back to me. The math. The quiet suburban math that I'd been watching people do since we brought her home from the hospital.

The baby was beautiful. Light brown skin. Dark curly hair. Full lips. A face that looked nothing like Greg's thin pale features. Nothing like my blonde hair and blue eyes. A face that looked exactly like someone else. Someone Margaret had never met. Someone Margaret would never meet.

"Oh," Margaret said. "Oh my. She is just — look at her. Look at that skin. Those curls. She's gorgeous, Lauren."

"Thank you, Margaret."

"She's so — " Margaret paused. Searching for the word. The polite word. The word that said what she meant without saying what she meant. "She has such beautiful coloring. So unique. Does she — does she take after someone? On Greg's side maybe?"

There it was. Wrapped in a compliment. Padded with sweetness and smiles and neighbor-friendly language. But the question underneath — why doesn't your baby look white, Lauren? Why does your white husband's daughter have brown skin and dark hair? Who is the father of this baby because it sure as shit isn't Greg Hadley?

Margaret was waiting. Her smile tight. Her eyes sharp behind her visor. Her terrier sniffing at the stroller wheel. She wanted the answer. She'd been wanting the answer since the baby shower when she'd seen the sonogram and something had flickered across her face that she'd covered with a smile. She'd been doing the math for months. And now the baby was here — brown-skinned and dark-haired and beautiful — and Margaret Holloway wanted to hear Lauren Hadley explain it.

"She takes after her father," I said. Smiling. Calm. My hands resting on the stroller handle. My wedding ring catching the September sun. "Greg always said he had some Creole ancestry way back. His grandmother's side, I think. These things skip generations."

Margaret nodded. Slow. The way people nod when they're not buying a word of what they're hearing but don't have the nerve to say so.

"Creole," she said. "I didn't know that about Greg."

"Oh yeah. Way back. Louisiana roots." I was making this up. Greg was from Ohio. Greg's family was white as milk going back six generations. There was no Creole grandmother. There was no Louisiana. There was a motel room and a parking lot and a hotel suite and a Black man's cock and his cum deep inside me where Greg's could never reach.

"Well," Margaret said. Her smile getting tighter. Her eyes doing that thing — darting between me and the baby and me and the baby. "She really is beautiful. That skin. Those curls. She's going to be a heartbreaker."

"I know," I said. "She gets it from her father."

A beat. A long one. Margaret's smile frozen. Her dog pulling at the leash. The sprinklers going on the lawn next door.

"But you could say I've had some Black in me too," I said.

Margaret smiled. Nodded. The polite nod. The neighbor nod. The I-heard-what-you-said-and-I'm-moving-on nod.

Then it hit her.

I watched it land. Her smile staying on her face but her eyes changing — widening, the polite glaze cracking, the real understanding flooding in behind it. Her eyes went to the stroller. To the baby's brown skin. Then to me. To my body. Her gaze dropped — down my chest, my hips, my thighs. She was looking at me differently now. Not as a neighbor. As a woman who'd had a Black man inside her. She was imagining it. I could see it — Margaret Holloway standing in my driveway in her visor and her tennis skirt imagining a Black man between my white thighs. Her brain was filling in the picture whether she wanted it to or not.

Her face went from pink to red. Her mouth opened. Her eyes snapped back to mine — shocked, scandalized, burning with the image her brain had just drawn for her.

I smirked. Not a smile. A smirk. Slow. Deliberate. My lips curling. My eyes holding hers. I let her see it — the confirmation. The yes. Everything her brain was imagining was true and worse and I was standing here smirking about it. Margaret's mouth worked. No words came out. Her dog pulled at the leash. Her hand was shaking on it.

"You should come over for dinner sometime, Margaret." My voice light. Breezy. Neighborly. "Greg would love to show you pictures of the player who won him the championship. He's very proud."

Margaret's eyes went to the stroller. To the baby's brown skin. Back to me. The connection forming. The player. The baby. The player and the baby. Her face drained of color.

"Have a nice walk, Margaret."

---


THE END
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