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Chapter 1: Rachel's Mundane Existence

At 10:41 a.m., Rachel Steinberg found herself halfway through her first bottle of sparkling water, scrubbing the kitchen counters for what felt like the hundredth time that morning. The granite gleamed, just as it had when Murray left at dawn, but her hands needed something to do. The empty house echoed with silence. Jacob was off at Yale, and Murray was likely buried in emails at the country club. Here she was, cleaning invisible crumbs, trying to scrub away the restlessness crawling beneath her skin.

The doorbell rang, three cheerful notes snapping her out of her thoughts. It was the package she’d been waiting for. She wiped her hands, checked her hair in the hallway mirror, and padded barefoot to the door. A plain brown box waited for her, its return address reading “Sleek Intimates, LLC.” A flush crept up her neck.

Hugging the box to her chest, she hurried to the laundry room to escape the world for a moment. The hum of the washer provided a necessary cover. With a soft sigh, she opened the box. Inside lay a black lace bustier, silky garters, and stockings. She touched the fabric, half-expecting it to bite her. Ridiculous, she thought. At forty- six , she shouldn’t be indulging in fantasies like a teenager. But another voice whispered insistently: you’re not dead yet.

Carrying the lingerie upstairs, she shut her bedroom door behind her. She didn’t fix the covers or line up the pillows. Instead, she just stared at her reflection, taking in the elegant, almost severe image in the mirror: long dark hair, sharp cheekbones, a guarded look that few ever penetrated. Did Murray still see that, or only the emptiness she felt inside?

With shaking hands, she peeled off her sweats and traced the scar from Jacob’s C-section. She smiled, appreciating that her younger disappointment in small breasts had shifted into a new appreciation that they remained perky as she aged -no sagging balloons for her! Sliding into the bustier, she felt it reshape her, squeezing her into a figure that felt foreign yet exhilarating. The garters snapped on with crisp clicks, the stockings gliding up her thighs, igniting a thrill deep within her.

Rachel’s phone buzzed, nearly making her jump.

“Murray,” she muttered, gripping the phone tightly.

“Hey, Rache. You want me to pick up dinner?” His voice was distracted, as always, like he was juggling a hundred things at once.

She glanced at her reflection—forty- six , dressed in black lace and garters, discussing takeout with her husband. “Um, sure. Thai?”

“Pad See Ew and shrimp rolls.” He paused, concern creeping into his voice. “You okay, hon? You sound… weird.”

“Just sorting laundry,” she replied too quickly. “You know how I get.”

A polite laugh came through the line before he hung up.

Rachel let out a breath, dropping onto the bed, staring at herself again. The lingerie transformed her body into something dangerous. For a fleeting moment, she envisioned walking downstairs in this outfit, waiting for Murray, shocking him with a new wife, a wild wife.

She posed, watching herself in the mirror. She tried poses from shy and coquettish - her legs casually crossed and arm covering her breasts, to downright slutty - legs spread, breasts pushed forward, arms reaching for an invisible lover. Rachel imagined the kind of man that would take her like that, would he see a sexy siren, or a middle-aged woman desperate to be ravaged?

A car pulled into the driveway, jolting her back to reality. Adrenaline surged through her as she scrambled for her sweats, yanking them over the garters, nearly tripping. She threw on a sweatshirt, hastily bunting her hair up, shoving the box into the closet, and flinging the window open to clear any trace of new lingerie packaging.

As she heard Murray’s key in the lock, she steadied herself on the banister. “Hey!” she called, trying to sound casual, like she’d been cleaning all along.

Murray, already out of his blazer and slipping into dad mode, didn’t look up from his phone. “Hey. Did you get a package?”

“Nope,” Rachel lied, her heart racing. “Maybe tomorrow.”

He nodded absently, distracted, and wandered into his office. Rachel let out a laugh, too loud and too high. The next hour blurred into a haze of folding towels and suppressing the memory of the lace against her skin, which she had carefully hidden in the back of her closet. 


Chapter 2: The Delivery Man's Smile

The morning was already hot, sunlight clinging to the kitchen windows, making everything shine. Rachel moved slowly, like she was walking through water. She sliced a croissant in half, crisp flakes scattering under her knife, hands steady from years of practice. She did this for herself, because that’s what women like her did—they made things look neat, golden, perfect, no matter what was boiling underneath.

Murray had left at dawn for a tee time or breakfast with his partners, something that needed the navy pullover and not her. Sadly, she was never needed. She remembered when she was younger and want  turned to need  - need for her! The kitchen echoed. She ate half the croissant, left the rest on the marble, brushed the crumbs away with her hand. She scrolled the news, thumb flicking with no idea what she was reading.

The doorbell rang at 10:21, just like the app said it would.

Rachel set the plate down, checked her reflection in the microwave. Hair clean. Lipstick faint but even. Tank top tight enough to look like an accident. She padded barefoot through the foyer, feet silent on the wood, and opened the big oak door.

He stood on the step, sun turning his skin gold. Courier uniform: navy polo, khaki shorts, black runner’s watch. The logo stitched over his heart. The shirt hugged his chest, every muscle drawing her eyes down to where the collar opened. She tried not to notice, but he made it impossible.

He grinned. “Good morning, Mrs. Steinberg.”

She hated that. “Hi, Sean”. She read it on the ID badge on his belt. She tried to ignore the enormous bulge in his shorts. “You’re new.”

He smiled, his bright white teeth emerging from the dark lips and face. “Yep. Well, not new, but this is my new route. I like it already.”

Was he flirting?

He held out a flat brown box, no tape, just twine and her name in block letters. “Special delivery,” he said. “Signature required.”

She reached for it. He didn’t let go.

Their hands touched. Skin on skin, and a jolt shot up her arm. Rachel held his gaze. His pupils widened, just a little.

Sean paused. “Oh, I need a signature. The pad's in the truck,” he said, releasing the box. As he headed to his van, she watched the muscles in his legs flex as he stepped up into the driver's area.

He turned in his seat and grabbed the signature pad. When he rotated back, he seemed surprised that Rachel had followed him. As he moved, his shorts pulled to the side, and Rachel couldn't help but notice the open leg and the monster that peered out at her. Her mouth went dry; she was startled by the size.

She looked up to see Sean smiling at her. He knew. He knew what she was looking at and made no attempt to adjust his pants as he held the pad out. Rachel noticed his eyes flickering to her chest and knew her nipples were betraying her thoughts.

She took the pad, gave a quick scrawl, and handed it back, hoping the moment of embarrassment would pass. God help her, she couldn't stop herself from glancing one more time at the black cock head staring her down.

She was released from the Medusa’s stare as Sean swiveled back in his seat and said, “Is there anything else you'd like, Mrs. Steinberg?”

Rachel finally met his eyes and quickly said, “No, that will be all, thank you,” before retreating into the house. She stopped inside the door, her heart hammering, out of breath, the memory of Sean's member seared into her brain.

After a moment, she realized she had left the package outside and quickly stepped out to pick it up. She looked over to see Sean smiling at her as he started his truck and pulled away.

Rachel leaned her forehead on the door. She imagined him naked, tan lines and all. She pictured her hand on that bulge, feeling him grow, feeling him pulse. She stood there until the kitchen timer beeped, snapping her out of it.

The rest of the day was a blur. She did laundry, ran the elliptical, watched a show she forgot instantly. Tried to nap. Couldn’t. By five, she’d opened a bottle of rosé and finished two glasses.

She made a salad for dinner. Ate it standing up.

By nine, she was in bed, one lamp on, Murray beside her, already asleep, mouth open, snoring. She stared at the ceiling. Counted cracks in the paint.

She touched her wrist where Sean had held it. Still tingling.

Rachel slid her hand under the sheets, over her hip, between her thighs. She thought of his eyes, the way he looked at her like he could see right through her. She thought of the bulge in his shorts, thick and urgent, and much she wanted to touch it

She pressed her palm hard between her legs, slow at first, then faster. She came quick, with a gasp that barely left her lips.

Murray rolled over, pulled the comforter higher.

She lay awake, fingers still wet, mind replaying the moment Sean’s cock stared at her from under the thin khaki, how close she had come to reaching for it.

She closed her eyes, but the image stayed.

It pulsed in the dark, daring her to open the door again tomorrow, to invite it out to play.


Chapter 3: Rachel's Awakening Desire

Monday morning, Rachel stood naked in front of her bedroom mirror, shoulders square, chin lifted, feet planted on the cold tile. She studied herself with a cold-blooded appraisal she usually reserved for inspecting melons at the farmer’s market. Long dark hair, bone-straight and severe, fell over one breast. Her nipples were hard and erect, sitting atop her still perky small breasts. She sucked in her stomach and let it go, then turned sideways. The C-section scar was faint now, a low white smile on her belly, the reason her snapper was still tight. At least she assumed it was still tight, but Murray would never test the limits with his equipment. Rachel wondered whether Sean would ever test her limits.

She tried on the first outfit: standard Pilates drop-off mom—loose black leggings, long gray cardigan, the tank top two layers thick for “modesty.” She turned, bent, checked her ass. Acceptable. Boring. She peeled it off and tried again, this time the deep blue wrap dress from the cruise. It clung to her hips, showed off her calves, but the neckline was prudish unless she left the top hooks undone. She popped the first, then the second. Her breasts pushed forward in the mirror, demanding attention. She bared her teeth, checked her pulse at her throat, then walked a circuit around the bed. It was passable, maybe even tempting.

She yanked the dress off and went for the red blouse. It was Murray’s least favorite—he called it “too loud,” but he’d also stopped noticing what she wore at all. The top was gauzy, almost see-through if she skipped the camisole. She did. Paired it with a black pencil skirt that hit her mid-thigh. She checked the side view. The skirt outlined the shape of her ass so tightly she almost blushed for herself. She tried a smile in the mirror: too wide, then too small, then practiced the one she reserved for Sean—sly, a little hungry.

She looked in her own eyes and said aloud, “You’re not dead yet.”

Rachel laughed, voice too bright in the empty room. She undid the blouse, left it gaping open, and sat at her vanity. She brushed her hair with careful strokes, then did her makeup, picking out a dark berry lipstick she hadn’t worn in years. The color made her teeth look too white, her lips almost swollen. She made a kiss face in the mirror. She set the lipstick down, capped with finality.

Rachel ran through her morning like a machine: tossed in a load of whites, put oat milk in the blender, ordered Murray’s supplements from the health site. She texted Jacob, got no reply. She rearranged the living room pillows, then the credenza, then found herself at the front window, staring at the empty driveway.

She opened the delivery app and scrolled to “Expected Today.” Nothing.

By 9:15, she was at Pilates, the only woman in the class with a racing heart. She eyed the clock obsessively, feeling like she might miss something if she blinked too long. Every time the door opened, she jerked her head up, expecting a flash of navy blue or maybe Sean’s lazy grin, even though that made no sense. The instructor corrected her plank form and Rachel actually flinched. On the way out, she checked her phone. Still no notifications.

Back home, she hovered in the kitchen. She made coffee and stared at the calendar. Tuesday was recycling day. She’d have to drag the bins out tonight. She put on a podcast, but the noise grated, so she shut it off and wandered upstairs again.

She changed clothes three more times before noon.

First, white linen pants and a pink camisole—too sweet, too PTA. Next, the yoga pants and bralette—too desperate. Then a black slip, bare underneath. That one felt right. She left it on, wrapped herself in a robe, and padded barefoot down the stairs.

She caught her reflection in the hallway mirror and stopped. She looked younger this way. Not young, but alive.

She poured coffee and watched the window. By two, she’d scrolled through every meme in her group chat, refreshed the delivery tracker ten times, checked Sean’s Insta twice—private, but his profile pic was just visible in the circles: Sunglasses hiding his eyes, bright smile. She wondered who took the photo.

She opened her laptop and searched for videos. She had watched porn before, but just idly, just to help her get off. It was always too unrealistic - gorgeous bodies and women who would do anything with a cock. This time she sought the interracial movies. Some guys looked similar to Sean - muscles, tats, big black cock. She even found one where the girl, billed as “Jewish cheating wife” looked like her: sharp features, straight black hair. She came three times rubbing off, imagining that she was the girl begging as Sean pounded her mercilessly. As she watched the man ejaculate in the woman’s face, she wondered what Sean’s cum tasted like.

She finally closed the laptop, then opened it, bookmarked the video, then deleted her history and the bookmark. Couldn’t have Murray or Jacob finding that stuff on her machine. She sighed, couldn’t have them finding that stuff on her face.

At four, a delivery van drove by, but didn’t stop. She pressed her hand to the glass, breath fogging up a spot. When it finally stopped, it was the substitute—older, grayer, efficient. No Sean. She signed the slip with an X and went back to the living room, more bored than ever.

***

Tuesday she woke up hungry. She made herself poached eggs and sourdough, and left the plate for later. She stripped off her pajamas and stood in front of the mirror again. Today she went with the leather leggings, paired with a crisp men’s shirt—Murray’s, but she tied it high, knotted at her ribcage. She left the top four buttons undone, showing the new bralette she’d ordered, navy blue with gold threads. She dabbed on perfume, the citrusy one Murray hated.

She opened her email. A new shipment: “Slated for Wednesday delivery.” Rachel exhaled, deep. Less than twenty-four hours. She wanted to laugh at her own relief.

The day was a waste. She tried to walk around the block, but the wind was brutal and her hair whipped into her mouth, sticky from the berry lipstick. Rachel returned home and stripped off everything, then put on a sports bra and stared at the freezer, considering vodka. She didn’t. She did thirty push-ups on the cold tile, then sat on the floor, legs out, trying to feel something.

That night, she dreamt of feeling something , and it didn’t belong to her husband. She dreamed of being coated in Sean’s cum, of showering in it, bathing in it. It was like the scene from The Shining , with cum instead of blood. She was losing her mind.

***

Wednesday morning, Rachel went full throttle. She buffed her skin, spent ten minutes on eyeliner, tried three lipsticks before settling on the nude gloss. She wore the black slip again, this time with thigh-high stockings, under a yellow sundress. She checked herself in every mirror. The slip peeked out at the neckline, just enough.

She drank coffee standing up, staring out at the street, palms flat on the counter. Every time a car passed, she straightened. At 9:48, the tracker read “On the truck for delivery.” She paced the living room, opened the front door to “let in the air,” then went up the stairs two at a time and changed outfits. She put on a bodycon skirt, then swapped back to the yellow dress.

As she stared at herself in the mirror, she felt the doubts rising. Was he really interested in her? Was it flirting, or trying to shock an old lady?

At ten, she heard a van. Her heart hammered so loud she felt it in her gums. She pressed her face to the window. Sean. Uniform, bright smile, package in hand.

She had to wait until he rang the bell, three short bursts. Then she opened the door, just a little, then wider when she saw him. He looked her up and down, not subtle.

“Special delivery?” he said, grin cocked sideways.

Rachel crossed her arms, but it just pushed her chest up more. “You’re early,” she said.

He shrugged. “Wanted to be the one to bring it. Didn’t trust the other guy.”

She laughed, and he handed her the box. Their fingers brushed, too long for it to be accidental.

“You always look this good on Wednesdays?” Sean asked, stepping forward, half a shoe inside the threshold.

She felt the blush, she didn’t bother to hide it. “Maybe. Do you always flirt with the customers?”

He looked her over again, his eyes roaming her body. She wanted it to be his hands. “Only the pretty ones,” he winked.

She giggled, “I bet you say that to all the girls.”

He smiled, his eyes making her tremble, “Only to the gorgeous ones.”

He stepped back, “See you again soon, I hope.”

As he walked to the van and she ate up his figure, she whispered, “I hope you see all of me soon.”

Rachel closed the door, heart pounding, then turned and stared at the box in her hands. She set it on the table, paced around it, then picked it up and went upstairs. She set the box on the bed and sat next to it, crossing and uncrossing her legs.

She opened it slowly, slicing the tape with a steak knife. Inside: a new black set, all mesh and straps and gold trim. The note in the box read, “Thought you’d like this one.–S.”

She grinned, couldn’t help it. It was a schoolgirl move, sending herself stuff, but it still fed the fantasy.

She tried it on right away. It fit like it was made for her. She stared at herself in the mirror, then lay back on the bed, arms over her head, just breathing.

Thursday, she wore the new set under her pajamas, then under her yoga pants, then under a slip dress. She went through her routines like she was underwater—Pilates, smoothie, Target run. At every step, she imagined Sean seeing her, stripping her, knowing what was underneath.

She set her phone to chime whenever the delivery van was within three blocks. She checked the window every hour. By afternoon, she was jittery, hands unable to stop moving.

She placed an overnight order for an adult toy - a large black penis called “King Dong”, “King Sean” she muttered as she clicked the order button. Rachel stared at the confirmation for a long time - she had never owned a sex toy, except for a purse sized vibrator that her friends gifted at her wedding shower. She had burned that one out years ago.

***

Friday, she woke up before dawn, showered, shaved, scrubbed herself until her skin was raw. She wore a white cotton dress, no bra, the mesh set underneath, a thin gold chain at her neck. She looked in the mirror and saw a different woman, one who might do anything.

She made coffee, waited for the sun to come up. Rachel texted Jacob: “Call me when you get a break.” She waited. At 8:15, he responded: “Busy. Love you tho.”

She smiled, poured more coffee. She sat on the kitchen stool, legs crossed, and stared at the door, waiting for a reason to get up.

The entire house felt charged, like static before a storm.

She checked the mirror one last time, then sat back down, hands in her lap, eyes fixed on the driveway, waiting for the next knock.

***

When the app notified her “your delivery is two stops away,”, Rachel felt the beat of her heart in her temples, in her fingertips, even in the soles of her bare feet on the hardwood. She scrambled up from the kitchen stool, nearly knocking over her coffee. She checked herself in the stainless steel of the fridge, then sprinted up the stairs two at a time.

She stared in the mirror. The white cotton dress was suitable, but the silk blouse—cream, not quite see-through, but close—was better. She pulled it from the closet, tugged it over her head. It clung to her chest, buttons straining over the new mesh bra. She popped the top button. Then another. It was almost vulgar, the black undergarments visible through her clothing, but she left it. She checked her lipstick—nude gloss, a shimmer of gold. She ran a brush through her hair and pinched her cheeks. Rachel rolled her shoulders, then set her chin.

She heard the van engine cut, then the sound of his boots on the walk. Three steps. Four. Then the knock, just three soft raps. His signature. Her hands shook. She steadied them against the doorframe, then opened the door.

There he was, in the standard uniform: khaki shorts, polo, baseball cap. His calves tanned and muscled, thighs thick. He held a box in one hand and the scanner in the other, but his face lit up the moment he saw her. His eyes went straight to her chest, then to her eyes, and he grinned, slow and wolfish.

“Morning,” he said, like he’d been waiting all day to say it to her.

She leaned against the door, arms crossed under her breasts, which only pushed them up. “Right on time,” she said.

He held up the package. “You always order the fun stuff, don’t you?”

She shrugged. “Someone has to keep the economy afloat.”

He laughed, low and easy. “Signature required.”

She took the scanner, but he didn’t let go for a second. His hand brushed hers, warm and deliberate, a callus catching on her knuckle. She held his gaze, didn’t blink.

She scrawled her name, then reached for the pen—let it slip from her fingers. It bounced off the stoop, landed at his feet. She bent down, slowly, making sure he had a view. She felt the fabric slide up her thighs, felt his eyes on the bare skin above her stockings.

She straightened, pen in hand, met his stare.

“Thanks,” she said, voice lower.

He beamed, “My pleasure.”

Sean lingered, standing just inside the threshold. He set one hand against the doorframe, close enough she could smell his sweat and cheap cologne. He leaned in, just a little.

“You home alone again?” he asked, voice soft.

She nodded, then grinned. “You want to keep me company?”

Sean looked excited, “Yes, who wouldn’t?” His face transformed to sadness as he said, “But I’ve got a schedule, and Fridays are the worst.”

Rachel was disappointed and relieved. She still wasn’t certain how far she would go with him, but was certain that he was interested.

As he turned to leave, Sean stopped and looked over his shoulder, “But I have plenty of flexibility on Tuesday and Wednesdays.” He gave her a wink, and Rachel felt a chill as she imagined his flexibility.

She shut the door and leaned against it, breathing as she listened to his van pull away.

She was coming down from her thrill when she stared at the box in her hand, “King Sean,” she whispered as she headed to the kitchen and pulled out a knife, slicing open the box. She had to hack through layers of plastic and shrink wrap before her new toy was revealed: A lifelike penis: 9 inches long, flared head, veins, and dark brown color.

Rachel examined it, surprised at the weight, and disappointed that it felt so fake and rubbery. She read the instructions and found that it came with a small packet of warming lube.

She held it, trying to imagine it was Sean. She tried to imagine his heat, the sounds he would make as her fingers moved up and down it. Rachel walked slowly to the front door, examining the dark phallus, then got down on her knees just inside the door and held it in front of her face.

“So, do you have something for me?” she said to her imaginary delivery guy. “Yes, I can handle it. I can take whatever load you've got for me,” she said again. She stared at the rubbery tip, remembering her dream and imagining his warm, sticky cum shooting onto her face, into her hair, and all over her body. She imagined Sean's powerful hands holding her head while he spewed all over her, groaning and calling her name.

She closed her eyes and reached down between her legs, discovering just how wet she was. It only took a touch or two before she dropped the rubber toy, overcome by orgasm. As she moaned out loud and fell backward, she lay there panting on the cold floor. Then she slowly opened her legs, looked at the doorway, and said, “Sean, I'm ready for you to give me your package.” She imagined him leaning down and thrusting into her, then reached for the toy and pushed it against her waiting pussy, felt it parting her lips, then stopped as friction prevailed. Rachel realized she needed the lube to go on, but wanted to wait for another time. She had come, so the fever had passed.

Rachel went to the kitchen and gathered up the packaging, toy and lube and hid them in the closet, along with her sexy lingerie.

***

Rachel wandered the house, restless. She picked up a mug in the kitchen, set it down, opened the fridge, closed it. She went to the bedroom, sat on the edge of the mattress, and stared at her phone. The screen glared back: “Jacob Steinberg.” She stared at his name for a full minute, thumb hovering over the call icon.

She called anyway. The phone rang twice.

“Hey, Mom.”

His voice was already different, lower, tinged with something hard.

“Hi, honey. Did I wake you?”

“It’s noon here, Mom. I’m at the dining hall.”

She heard voices in the background—laughter, someone shouting “Bro!”—and felt a pang she didn’t expect.

She tried for breezy: “Just wanted to check in. You sounded tired the other day.”

He snorted. “Just finals. I’m good. You and Dad okay?”

She lied, “Of course.” Then, “I miss you.”

He was quiet, then said, “I’ll visit soon. Don’t be weird, okay?”

She tried to laugh. “Wouldn’t dream of it.”

He said, “Gotta go. Love you, Mom,” and hung up before she could say it back.

Rachel set the phone on the bed and stared at the ceiling. The silence pressed in, heavy and thick. She listened to the house creak, the refrigerator hum, the nothingness of the hall.

She lay back on the covers and closed her eyes. For a second, she imagined Sean’s hands, his mouth, the weight of him pinning her down. She shivered, then got up, unwilling to sit with the feeling.

She wandered to the office, booted up her laptop. She opened a dozen tabs, searching for something that felt dangerous. Rachel landed on an Italian lingerie site—one of those that only used first names for the models. She scrolled through the photos: skin, lace, mesh, harnesses, so many barely-there things.

She picked out a set: white, high cut, sheer as gossamer, with gold rings at the hips. She clicked her size, added to the cart, then kept browsing. Rachel chose another—deep green, velvet, cut low at the bust, with matching garter. She didn’t bother with the matching robe. She wanted to feel exposed.

She filled in her address, the credit card numbers, then hit “Next Day Delivery.”

There was a box for special instructions. She hesitated, fingers hovering over the keyboard. She typed, then deleted. Typed again. She finally wrote:

“Please request Sean as the delivery driver. Thank you.”

She stared at it, then added: “Ring the bell. I’ll be home.”

She hit “Place Order,” the mouse click ringing loud in the empty room.

Rachel closed the laptop and exhaled. Her hands shook, but not from fear.

She wondered what would happen if Sean did what she asked.

She wanted to find out.

She stood up, went to the window, and looked out at the gray street. The van was gone, but she could still see the tire marks on the drive.

She traced them with her eyes, then turned away.

She smiled, the feeling blooming in her chest, dangerous and alive.


Chapter 4: Rachel's Confession

Rachel arrived at the cafe ten minutes early. She always did. Even when she tried to be late, she got there first, a lifelong curse. The hostess glanced at her blouse—a sheer navy number with slim gold buttons, tucked into high-waisted jeans that showed off the extra inch she’d fought for in the Pilates studio—and smiled in recognition. “Table for two, Ms. Steinberg?”

“Just me, for now,” Rachel said, shifting her purse from one shoulder to the other. The hostess led her to a window table, white linen, a tiny glass vase with a single pale tulip. She checked her phone. No new texts. Sean, nothing. Murray, nothing. Jacob had sent a meme of two pandas fighting. She sent a heart and set the phone down, screen-up, in case anything urgent appeared.

The cafe was mostly women: moms in puffer vests and ponytails, business types in silk and heels, a few young couples pecking at pastries. Rachel wondered, as she always did, how many were genuinely happy and how many just performed it. The espresso machine hissed; every few seconds, one of the waiters, indistinguishable in their blue striped aprons, rushed by carrying plates heavy with frittata or the so-called “power salad.”

She watched her reflection in the window glass: composed, poised, maybe even pretty. But there was a tension in her shoulders she couldn’t iron out. The feeling was familiar by now—anticipation, maybe dread, more likely both.

Sarah arrived in a cloud of perfume and cashmere, arms open like she was storming a red carpet. “Rache!” she called, even though the room was quiet enough that a whisper would’ve done the job. She air-kissed Rachel on both cheeks, then shrugged off her coat with a practiced roll of the shoulders.

Sarah was everything Rachel was not: loud, brash, unfiltered, the sort of woman who ordered dessert first and told the server if it wasn’t worth the calories. She wore tight white jeans, a fitted black top that showed off the sharp lines of her collarbone, and gold hoop earrings the size of bicycle tires.

“You look amazing,” Sarah said, sliding into the seat across. “That top is new. Don’t even tell me it’s from that site with the two-week shipping. I can spot their stuff a mile away.”

Rachel laughed. “I thought it was supposed to be a secret.”

“Oh, honey, nothing is secret,” Sarah said, snapping the napkin open onto her lap. “Not in this town.” She flagged the server, ordered two glasses of Sancerre before Rachel could protest. “It’s barely noon, but I need something crisp after the morning I had.”

Rachel pretended to study the menu, even though she’d looked it up online the night before. She could feel Sarah’s eyes boring in, waiting for the pretense to drop.

“So,” Sarah said, leaning in. “You first, or me?”

“You,” Rachel said, a little too quickly.

Sarah grinned, baring perfect teeth. “Okay, but only because my news is trash. Paul lost his job. I think he actually wanted to, if you want my opinion. He’s been moping around for months, practically begging for an excuse to join that pickleball cult full time.” She rolled her eyes, then beamed at the server when he returned with the wine.

Rachel sipped. “What will you do?”

“I’ll cope,” Sarah said. “I have a secret account. Don’t tell Paul, but it’s enough for a year’s worth of tuition and a facelift if I want it.” She winked. “Your turn. Tell me something better.”

Rachel took another drink. The wine hit her blood fast, loosening her tongue.

“I met someone,” she said, then instantly regretted it.

Sarah leaned back, mouth open, then forward again, voice down to a whisper. “No. Fucking. Way.”

Rachel put her hand over her face. “It’s nothing. I mean—I barely know him.”

Sarah reached across, grabbing her wrist. “Start over. Tell me everything, beginning to end, and don’t you dare leave out the dirty parts.”

Rachel blushed. “There are no dirty parts.”

“Yet,” Sarah said, wagging a finger. “Who is he? Don’t make me guess. It’ll take forever and I’ll order another bottle.”

Rachel hesitated. “You know the new delivery guy? He’s always at my house? Tall, with the smile?”

Sarah’s face lit up. “The one with the arms? Jesus, yes. I’ve seen him jogging. That’s your type now? You’re going black?”

Rachel laughed. “I don’t have a type.”

“Apparently you do.” Sarah leaned in, eyes gleaming. “Does Murray know?”

“Of course not. It’s not even a thing. He’s just—he flirts, and it’s funny, and I feel—” Rachel searched for the word, found only the truth. “I feel alive.”

Sarah raised her glass. “Here’s to life.”

Rachel clinked, then drained half her glass in one go.

Sarah let the silence stretch, eyebrows arched, waiting for more.

Rachel tried to fill it. “Murray’s the same as always. He’s obsessed with work, he’s tired, he acts like he doesn’t even see me unless I’m blocking the TV.”

Sarah waved her off. “Men are all like that. My theory is, after twenty years, their brains just shut off for everything but golf and the Weather Channel. So, tell me, does this delivery guy—Sean, right?—does he know you’re married?”

Rachel nodded. “It doesn’t seem to bother him.”

“It never does,” Sarah said, not unkind. “Is he good? Like, do you think about him in the shower?”

Rachel laughed, then clapped her hand over her mouth. “God, stop.”

Sarah cackled. “Oh, you do. Look at you, you’re glowing.” She glanced around, then lowered her voice. “He’s hot,” Sarah said, fanning herself with the menu. “Fuck, I’m jealous.”

“Who flirted first?” Rachel studied her, “Of course he did. How did he do it?”

Rachel looked around them then said softly, “His putz was sneaking out of his shorts in the van and I saw it.”

Sarah covered her mouth as she squealed, then recovered, “He did that on purpose you know. Was it big?”

Rachel sputtered, “Well, I couldn’t see everything, it was up his shorts.”

Sarah wasn’t buying it - her eyes said so.

Rachel grinned, “Like a blintz.” She snorted, “Like a sausage.” She leaned forward and said, “It made eye contact !”

Both women shrieked in laughter, and stopped as the rest of the cafe looked at them.

Sarah grinned. “You have to sleep with him. You know that, right?”

Rachel hesitated. “I can’t just—”

“Why not?” Sarah’s voice was fierce. “You want to? You deserve to. Murray will never find out, and even if he did, he’d probably just sigh, tell you not to get pregnant, then go back to his spreadsheets.” She reached for the bread basket, tore off a piece, then said around a mouthful, “Seriously, you’ve earned it.”

Rachel shook her head, smiling despite herself. “You’re terrible.”

“I’m realistic.” Sarah chewed, swallowed, then took another gulp of wine. “I’ve done it. Two times, actually. Once with the tennis coach, once with a guy from the pet store who smelled like cedar chips. You know what? I have zero regrets. The only thing I regret is not doing it sooner.”

Rachel stared. “Really?”

Sarah nodded, solemn as a priest. “I was careful. Never texted, never called. I always did it in weird places, so no one would get suspicious. I’d pretend I was at yoga, or at Costco. Paul never even looked at the receipts.” She shrugged. “Men are blind, Rachel. Wives are invisible to them. So you might as well get yours.”

Rachel felt the heat rise up her neck. “I don’t know if I can. I mean, what if—?”

Sarah held up a hand. “Don’t what-if. Just do. And if it blows up, you’ll have an amazing story to tell at brunch when we’re seventy. God, I hope you do it. I need to live vicariously through someone who still cares.”

They ordered food: grilled salmon for Sarah, endive salad for Rachel. The server lingered a second too long, probably hoping for more gossip. When he left, Sarah leaned in, voice low and syrupy.

“Okay, but seriously—tell me everything about him. How did it start? Was it instant, or did it grow on you?”

Rachel sipped her wine, considering. “Both, I guess. I noticed him the first time, but I thought it was just—attention. You know? I liked that someone saw me. But then he kept showing up, and I started dressing up, just for him, and then—” She hesitated, then blurted it out. “We almost kissed.”

Sarah shrieked, then clapped her hand over her mouth. “Sorry, sorry. But holy shit, Rachel!”

Rachel giggled, then covered her face. “It was in the foyer. I barely stopped myself.”

Sarah smirked. “You didn’t want to stop.”

“No,” Rachel admitted, voice tiny. “I didn’t.”

Sarah reached across, squeezed her hand. “I’m proud of you.”

Rachel rolled her eyes. “Don’t be. I’m a mess.”

“We all are,” Sarah said, warm. “But you’re the only one brave enough to do something about it.”

They ate, but barely. The wine made everything floaty, the food an afterthought.

Sarah told more stories: the time she got fingered in the back of the Pilates studio, the time she met a guy on Bumble just for coffee and ended up giving him a hand job in her car. “It’s always the risk that makes it hot,” Sarah said, licking vinaigrette from her finger. “That, and the feeling that you’re not supposed to be doing it. That’s what makes it work.”

Rachel listened, rapt. Every story was a permission slip. “Wait, I thought you said only twice.”

Sarah gave a crooked grin, “I don’t want you to think I’m a slut.”

Sarah gave practical tips: never use your real name, never leave a paper trail, always bring a change of underwear in case things get out of hand. “And remember,” Sarah said, “it’s only cheating if you feel guilty about it.”

Rachel snorted. “That can’t be true.”

Sarah shrugged. “It is in my book. I can lend you my copy.”

The meal wound down. The check came, and Sarah paid, refusing to let Rachel even reach for her wallet.

“Consider it a down payment on the next story you owe me,” Sarah said, eyes glittering.

They stood, hugged tight. Sarah whispered, “Text me after you do it. I need the details.”

Rachel laughed, promised she would.

Walking out into the cold air, Rachel felt taller. Stronger. The world looked sharper, every shadow a potential thrill.

She checked her phone. A new message from the delivery tracker: “Package scheduled. Estimated arrival Tuesday, 9–11 a.m.” Her pulse kicked up a notch.

She imagined Sean at her door, the package in one hand, something else in the other. She pictured his arms, his smile, the way he looked at her like he was already undressing her.

She walked to her car, heart thudding, and texted Sarah: “Tuesday.”


Chapter 5: The Synagogue Gala

Rachel could always tell when Murray was nervous because he double-knotted his tie. He stood in the walk-in closet, fussing with the knot, lips pressed together, hair slicked too close to his skull. Rachel watched him from the bedroom vanity, the old tri-fold mirror splitting her reflection into three. Her right eye was a hawk, her left a drunk. She ignored them both.

It was the night of the synagogue’s annual gala, and Rachel knew every inch of tonight’s guest list before she zipped up her dress. Donors. Lawyers. Boring men with good hair and wives who looked like they’d been poured into their dresses straight from the caterer’s ladle. And Murray, somewhere in the middle, a man who could sell ice to an Eskimo but couldn’t talk dirty to his own wife. She picked out her outfit with a new sort of venom. She wondered if anyone would look at her like Sean did..

She wore the black dress—the one Sarah called “a lawsuit waiting to happen.” Plunging neckline, low-cut back, hemline an inch too short for decency and an inch too long for confidence. She went braless, a calculated risk. She cinched a thin gold chain around her waist, lips lacquered in “After Dark.” For earrings, she chose hoops big enough to signal a willingness to sin. “The bigger the hoop, the bigger the Ho,” she laughed. She hoped Sean would help her fulfill that.

She stopped for a moment at that thought. She was already assuming she’d spread her legs for him. Rachel realized with a start that she was planning on hunting for others tonight. Had she mentally turned the bend to “Cheater?” The thought frightened and aroused her.

Murray noticed, of course. He eyed her when she came down the stairs, gave her the same look he used to give stock market trends: wary, intrigued, waiting for the crash. She wondered if he saw her as attractive, or distracting?

“You look—” He searched for a word, found only, “Nice.”

She smiled, small. “Is the car coming?”

He nodded, checking his phone. “Three minutes.”

She watched him in profile. Murray’s jaw was going soft, his neck growing folds. The hand that cupped her lower back as they left the house was warm but a little clammy, as if he was terrified she’d disappear if he didn’t keep physical hold. Maybe she would.

In the car, they sat close but didn’t touch. Rachel scrolled through Instagram, idly double-tapping posts of women half her age, all tit and teeth and self-confidence. She wondered if they ever thought about the next twenty years, or if they just lived inside the dopamine drip of the feed, never believing they’d end up in the back seat of a black Mercedes, wishing their husband’s hand would wander north.

They arrived at the country club in a blur of headlights and valet chatter. The entrance was a fishbowl—faces pressed against glass, everyone watching everyone else. Rachel walked ahead, heels clicking like a threat. She felt the gaze of the men, the squint of the women, and let it roll over her like a second skin.

Inside, the room was a hurricane of cologne, chardonnay, and the shrill reek of new money. Round tables dressed in white linen, centerpieces with dead orchids, a stage up front with a cheap Lucite lectern. Rachel slipped her coat at the door and watched the heads swivel. Two men near the bar elbowed each other, eyes glued to the plunge of her neckline. She smirked, then made a point of brushing a hand across her chest, just to give them a better view.

Sarah was the first to descend, a vision in gold lamé, cleavage weaponized. She hugged Rachel, then leaned back for appraisal. “You look like a Bond villain. I love it.”

Rachel squeezed her hand. “You’re not so innocent yourself.”

Sarah cackled. “Paul says he’s going to handcuff me later. He has no idea I’d rather fuck the caterer.” She nodded at a willowy man in a chef’s coat, then rolled her eyes. “Men.”

“At least your man wants to fuck you,” Rachel whispered in her ear.

Sarah smiled and looked her over, “You’re not jealous. You’re waiting for the delivery guy to give you his big package.”

Rachel smiled. She had nothing to say; her friend was right.

They were joined by the rest of the committee wives—Allison, Debbie, and Naomi, all interchangeable until they started talking. Allison’s husband was running for judge, so she had perfected the art of not blinking. Debbie’s son had just been accepted to Princeton, and she dropped it into every conversation, regardless of context. Naomi wore a necklace like a noose and spoke in a voice pitched for eulogies. They formed a circle near the silent auction tables, clutching their clutches, eyes everywhere.

Rachel felt tall, even among these women. She let herself drift through the crowd, gathering bits of gossip like confetti: The cantor’s daughter was pregnant. The rabbi had quit therapy. The president’s wife was sleeping with her Pilates instructor. Rachel feigned shock, delight, boredom, whatever was required. Every time a man approached, she greeted him with a smile just a fraction too wide, assessing whether he would make a good fuck.

When she shook hands, she let her grip linger. She let her chest brush their arm. She looked at their mouths, their shoes, then straight back to their eyes. Rachel watched them buckle, even the ones who should’ve known better.

But what really surprised her was how often she imagined Sean instead. Each time a man leaned in, she pictured Sean’s face—soft, brown, a little cocky, never apologetic. When the bartender poured her a glass of wine, she imagined him sliding the glass across the bar, then bending her over it. When one of the junior board members asked if she wanted to see the club’s new wine cellar, she almost laughed. Did he think she was born yesterday?

She caught herself staring at the black waiters and bartenders more than once. There were three of them—young, all tall, all with that same effortless grace that made her insides fizz. The one at the raw bar had a tight fade and arms thick as fenceposts. The one at the coat check had a half-smile that dared you to find out what he was thinking. The bartender wore his bowtie loose, like he’d been wrestling with it in the back room.

Rachel imagined each of them fucking her, taking turns, rough and greedy. She pictured the bartender bending her over the counter, skirt rucked up, panties on the floor. She pictured the coat check guy pinning her against the wall, one hand over her mouth. She pictured the oyster shucker lifting her onto a prep table, fingers tasting of salt and lemon as he plunged into her. The thought made her shudder, and when the bartender caught her eye, he grinned, slow and knowing.

She winked. Why not? He might be the next Sean.

Murray, meanwhile, was networking like his life depended on it. He floated from table to table, laughing too loud, one hand always clutching a cocktail. Every so often, he would look for Rachel, find her across the room, and raise his glass. She’d raise hers back, never moving closer. She liked it this way.

During dinner, Rachel sat between Sarah and a hedge fund manager named Lenny. Lenny was a stereotype: thinning hair, bad jokes, teeth too white to be natural. He complimented Rachel’s dress three times in the first ten minutes. The third time, his hand landed on her thigh, just above the knee.

She didn’t move it. Instead, she shifted her leg, so his palm grazed the inside. He looked at her, eyes startled, then delighted.

Sarah noticed and smirked. Under the table, she squeezed Rachel’s hand.

“You two need a room?” Sarah whispered, voice barely audible.

Rachel whispered back, “Only if you join.”

Sarah snorted wine out her nose.

The meal was an endless carousel of chicken, fish, and tofu pretending not to be tofu. Rachel picked at her food, then drank two glasses of wine fast enough to get dizzy. At one point, she got up to use the restroom, but instead found herself in the cloakroom, staring at the racks of other people’s coats, breathing in the musk of wool and perfume and cologne. She closed her eyes and leaned against the wall, letting herself drift.

She imagined Sean coming through the service entrance, grabbing her by the wrist, dragging her to the back office, pushing her onto the coat rack and fucking her until the hangers rattled. She could almost feel his hands, hot and rough, bruising her hips. Rachel wanted him to ruin her, right there, where anyone could walk in.

She opened her eyes and found the coat check guy watching her from the doorway. He didn’t say a word, just cocked his head, the smile slow and dangerous.

Rachel smiled back. She could have him if she wanted. She could have all of them. The thought left her weak in the knees.

She went to the restroom, splashed her face, checked her lipstick. In the mirror, her pupils were blown wide, cheeks flushed. She looked feral. She looked happy.

When she came out, the coat check guy was gone, but she could still feel his eyes on her. She walked back to the ballroom with a new swagger, a pulse between her legs - perhaps she should have taken him.

The main event was a live auction. The rabbi made bad jokes; the crowd pretended to laugh. Every time the bidding stalled, the auctioneer would point at Murray, and Murray would raise a finger in mock protest before outbidding himself. Rachel clapped along, feigning interest.

But her attention was fixed on the people. She catalogued every stare, every whispered comment. She noticed that whenever she passed the bar, the bartender poured her a little extra. Rachel noticed Lenny checked his phone under the table, then showed her a photo of a boat, but really wanted her to see the bulge in his pants. She noticed that when she went up to the oyster bar, the shucker’s hand lingered too long on the lemon wedge, his thumb grazing her fingers.

She noticed that every woman in the room watched her, measuring, judging, wanting to know what it would feel like to be her for just a night. Rachel felt powerful, imagining she could fuck anyone here.

During dessert, she overheard two women whispering about the cantor’s wife. “She fucked the trainer,” one said, eyes darting. “Twice a week, sometimes more.” The other shook her head, but not in judgment—in awe.

Murray was busy charming a donor, and Sarah was deep in gossip with Allison. Rachel wandered to the back terrace, where the smokers and rebels went to escape the glare. It was cold, but she loved it. She hugged her arms and leaned on the railing, staring at the golf course, black and endless.

Footsteps behind her.

It was the bartender, tie off, sleeves rolled. He leaned on the rail next to her, close but not too close.

“You having a good night?” he asked, voice low.

She nodded. “Best one in years.”

He grinned. “You’re the most interesting person here.”

She cocked an eyebrow. “That’s a low bar.”

He laughed, then looked at her, really looked. “You want to go for a walk?”

She hesitated, then nodded. “Why not?”

He led her along the path, past the empty pool, to the little playground at the edge of the property. He sat on the swings, gesturing for her to join.

Rachel sat, dress hiked up, bare thighs on the cold rubber. The bartender watched her, silent, waiting.

“You ever think about running away?” she asked, not sure why.

He shrugged. “All the time. But I never do.”

She twisted the swing, winding the chains. “I think about it every day.”

He looked at her, and she knew he knew. He knew the hunger. Maybe he’d seen it before, maybe in other women, maybe in his own mother or sisters or teachers. Maybe he recognized it instantly.

“Want me to kiss you?” he asked, not even pretending.

Rachel shook her head. “No.” Not yet, not until after Sean.

He looked disappointed, but only for a second.

“I want you to tell me what you want,” she said.

He smiled. “I want to peel that dress off and kiss you everywhere."

She grinned. “Thank you.” That’s what she wanted. That’s what she needed. That’s what Sean would give her.

They sat in silence, the wind biting, the night alive with the sounds of people pretending.

Back inside, the party was winding down. Murray had lost his tie, lips shiny with whiskey. He found her by the dessert table, eyes glassy.

“Ready to go?” he asked.

She nodded, linking her arm in his.

In the car, Murray talked about the auction, the rabbi, the price of real estate. Rachel didn’t hear a word. She stared out the window, watching the lights blur, feeling the heat of the bartender’s gaze still burning on her skin.

She realized, with a kind of wild clarity, that she was finished with Murray. That the part of her that had tried to save the marriage was dead. That she wanted to be fucked, not comforted. That she wanted Sean, and every man like him, and maybe every man, period.

She turned to Murray, just to be sure.

He was talking about a new tax shelter, hands waving, lost in his own head.

Rachel smiled, teeth bared, and looked back out the window.

She couldn’t wait for her next delivery.


Chapter 6: Preparing for Seduction

Rachel was up before the alarm. She padded naked to the window, pressed her chest to the glass, watched the neighbor’s dog mark its spot on the mailbox post. The sky was iron-colored, still thinking about sunrise. She liked the cold shock on her skin. It made her feel alive.

She checked the delivery tracker before she’d even peed: “Expected Today.” The text made her dizzy. She let herself smile. Not the practiced one from the mirror. A real, wild one, sharp as cut glass.

She spent an hour obsessing over every inch of her body. She shaved, then waxed anyway, chasing out the invisible. The strip ripped clean, leaving her pink and tingling. She pressed her palm between her legs, just to feel the rawness, the heat. Rachel imagined Sean’s hands there. She imagined him finding her soft and bare, then losing his mind at the sight.

In the shower, she soaped herself until her skin squeaked. She tried to make it last, but her mind kept skipping ahead—how she’d open the door, how she’d catch Sean’s eyes on her, how he’d look at her like she was the only thing he wanted. Her heart beat so hard she had to sit down.

She towel-dried, then checked herself in the mirror. Her thighs looked leaner, her ass higher. Maybe it was just the angle. Rachel pushed out her hips, then arched her back. She practiced bending over to pick up imaginary packages, trying to make it look accidental. She did it until her face hurt from laughing.

She texted Sarah: “You’d die if you saw me right now. Tell you everything after.” Sarah replied instantly: “Living for this. GO ALL THE WAY.”

Rachel put on a robe and went to the kitchen. She made the coffee extra strong, didn’t bother with the milk. The taste was like biting the sun. She scrolled Instagram, her feed now an endless parade of glutes and collagen and “wellness.” She double-tapped a photo of a woman in a red bikini, then set down the phone.

Her calendar buzzed: “9:30 AM – Manicure (Gel).” She’d made the appointment last week, just in case. Now it felt like an emergency. She yanked on leggings and a white tee, went braless so her nipples pressed against the fabric. She wore sneakers, no socks. Rachel had read somewhere that men liked when women didn’t wear socks. The thought made her smile again.

The manicurist was a sweet old woman, hands steady as a sniper. She eyed Rachel’s cuticles, then tsked. “You have too much stress,” she said, massaging the oil into Rachel’s knuckles. “You have to relax more, dear.”

Rachel nearly laughed out loud.

“What color?” the woman asked.

Rachel looked at the wall, a hundred shades of pink. She picked a deep, violent red. The name on the bottle: “Dangerous Liaisons.” The universe knew.

The process was slow. The manicurist hummed a pop song Rachel didn’t recognize, flicking her wrist with each swipe. Rachel liked the ritual of it. She liked how each finger was pampered, every ragged bit polished smooth. She closed her eyes and imagined Sean’s tongue licking the polish off, one finger at a time.

“Good?” the manicurist asked, showing off the finished product.

“Perfect,” Rachel said, meaning it.

She stopped at the boutique on the way home, the one that sold lingerie wrapped in tissue like it was a state secret. Rachel browsed in silence, fingers tracing the lace, the mesh, the tiny silk bows. She picked a black bra with gold trim—no padding, just soft mesh and a flash of shine. She found the matching thong, then hesitated before grabbing the garter set as well.

The woman at the counter didn’t even blink. “You want the gift wrap?” she asked.

Rachel grinned. “No need. It’s for me.”

Home by 10:15. The house was still. She poured herself more coffee, then laid out the new lingerie on the bed. She tried it on, one piece at a time, examining the fit in the mirror. The bra was perfect—tight, but not cruel. It made her look taller. She did a slow twirl, then bent at the waist, letting the straps dig into her skin.

She practiced saying, “Do you like it?” in three different voices. None sounded right. She tried it again, this time as a dare: “Bet you can’t handle it.” That one made her laugh out loud.

She wore the set under a thin sweater and loose joggers. She kept glancing at herself in the oven door reflection, then the hallway mirror, then her phone selfie camera. Every time she looked, she liked what she saw a little more.

At noon, she stripped the bedsheets, did two loads of laundry, vacuumed the stairs, and wiped down the counters. She couldn’t sit still. She felt like a dog waiting for the mailman—jittery, ready to explode.

Rachel ate lunch standing up, a piece of rotisserie chicken straight from the fridge. She licked the juice off her fingers, then imagined Sean doing the same. She bit her lip and nearly dropped the drumstick.

The hours crept. She checked the tracker every fifteen minutes, then set her phone to vibrate in case she missed the doorbell. At 2:02 PM, she got the ping: “Package out for delivery.”

She nearly screamed. She jumped in the shower again, just to be sure. Rachel washed every inch, then moisturized, then dried her hair, so it fell straight and glossy. She brushed her teeth, then swished with mouthwash, spitting blue foam into the sink.

She picked out the tightest jeans she owned and a white button-up, leaving the top three undone. The black and gold bra peeked out in a way that made her feel like a felon. She tried on a blazer, then ditched it. She rolled the sleeves, popped the collar, checked her teeth in the mirror.

She put on lip gloss. Just a little.

She didn’t want to fight with jeans, so slipped on some loose workout pants and a white spaghetti strap top. Fuck it, she lost the top. Black bra and loose pants. She wanted him to know what she wanted.

She practiced a smile that was half invitation, half challenge.

By 2:30, her hands shook so much she had to steady them on the kitchen counter.

Her phone pinged with a message from Jacob. She swiped it off the screen - I have to wait for your response; you have to wait for mine. Playing with your friends? Well, so am I.

She started a pot of coffee, then changed her mind and poured a glass of water instead. Rachel sipped, then spilled a little, the cold dripping between her breasts. She didn’t wipe it off.

She paced the hallway, up and down, fingers drumming against her thighs.

At 2:44, a navy van rolled by, then reversed and stopped in front of her house.

Her heart jumped into her mouth.

Rachel raced to the foyer, checked the mirror one last time. She looked…insane. She loved it.

The bell rang. Three quick notes.

She let it go once, then twice, then opened the door.

Sean stood there, in the uniform. Ball cap backward, box in one hand. His arms looked even bigger up close. His eyes went straight to her chest, then to her lips, then back again.

He smiled. “Afternoon.”

She leaned in the doorway, one hand braced above her head. “You’re early,” she said.

He shrugged. “Busy schedule today, so I moved things around to see you sooner.”

She let the silence stretch. “You want to come in?”

Sean grinned, looked past her into the living room. “You sure?”

She stepped aside, heart pounding. “Positive.”

He followed her to the kitchen, eyes roaming over every inch. He set the box on the counter, then leaned against the island, arms crossed.

“You get a lot of packages,” he said.

Rachel shrugged. “Maybe I like the driver.”

Sean looked her up and down, then uncrossed his arms. “What’s in this one?” He nodded at the box.

She walked over, grabbed a steak knife, and sliced it open. She pulled out the new lingerie, held it up for him to see.

“Trying out a new look,” she said, voice low.

Sean stared. “It’s hot.”

She stepped closer. “Bet you’d like it on.”

He grinned. “Bet I’d like it off.”

She swallowed, hard. “You done teasing?”

Sean pounced. He took one stride towards Rachel, then suddenly she was in his arms, his mouth pressed against hers.

Rachel was overwhelmed as she felt his tongue press against her lips. She parted them as she felt his powerful hand grip her ass as the other held her side. Rachel sucked his tongue as it explored her mouth, her hands roaming over his muscled body. She knew she would as easily part her legs as her lips for him.

Rachel moaned into Sean’s mouth as she felt his hand slide down her stomach and into her pants, his strong fingers easily slipping into her panties and rubbing her mound.

Sean broke the kiss and smiled triumphantly, “Wet for me, are you?”

Rachel looked into his brown eyes, as she whispered a surrendering, “Yes.”

Sean locked eyes with her as she felt his fingers slip inside of her, bringing a loud moan to her lips as she felt her juices flowing and the beginnings of an orgasm.

Rachel pushed against his hand as she felt his fingers curl up inside of her, hitting “that” spot, the pulling her upward, nearly lifting her as he pressed and curled them, bringing her to a peak. As she felt her body jerk and shiver through her orgasm, his fingers and hand were the only thing supporting her as she babbled and her eyes lost focus.

Sean just smiled, knowing he had her in his control. As Rachel’s orgasm subsided, she felt Sean lower her, slipping his fingers out of her as she slumped to the ground.

She watched Sean’s hands working the belt buckle as she could see his erection pushing against his khaki shorts. Rachel remained on her knees, anticipating the release of the monster she has been dreaming about so often.

Her body thrummed with anticipation and lust, as she willingly knelt in front of him, ready to please him, here in her own home. As Sean pushed down his shorts, his enormous black meat sprung free. It was almost like Rachel’s dreams, meaty and covered in veins, his head slick with desire.

Rachel was mesmerized by it, and gently reached out to hold him. Sean’s cock was about the same size as her King Sean toy, but the real thing was so warm and more pliable than the rubber dong.

As she wrapped her hands gently around his shaft, she couldn’t quite get each hand around the entire thing. She was thrilled in some dirty, animalistic way at the sight of her pale white hands with perfect manicure against his raw, dark meat.

She slowly moved her hands up and down his shaft, not so much to stimulate him, as to feel every vein and ridge, and feel his blood pumping under the skin. She leaned forward and gave his glistening tip a small kiss, as she said, “I’ve been dreaming about this.”

Sean chuckled, “It’s been dreaming about you, too!”

Rachel looked up into his eyes as she attempted to take him into her mouth. She would never do this for Murray, but she felt a raw urge to do all the dirty things she watched on the videos. She wanted to be the girl that got ravaged by the black men.

Seam smiled and moaned as she sucked on his cock head, her hands slowly working his shaft. “Yeah, that feels good!”

That spurred her on to continue stroking him, occasionally pulling her mouth away to look at his penis straight on - it was just like her dreams! She wondered if he would ejaculate like in the dreams - she knew it wouldn’t be like a hose, covering her as she bathed in warm cum, but wondered how thick and strong he would come.

As she idly imagined the scene from her dreams, still stroking him, she heard Sean grunt, and looked up to see that his eyes were closed and mouth open. Just then, she felt the wet splash against her face. She looked down to see a second jet of semen shoot out, hitting her in the cheek!

Rachel was frozen in surprise, even as the image from her dream came true. Her hands froze, and watched in shock as Sean grabbed his cock and stroked it, causing another jet of semen to shoot forth, landing on her lips. She must have had her mouth open, because she could taste his salty fluids, and involuntarily licked her lips as yet another spurt landed straight on her lips and tongue.

She heard Sean’s voice, “Yeah, taste that, baby. You look so good like that!” She looked up at him as she felt his cock head pushed against her lips, “Suck it all, beautiful.”

Rachel sucked him into her mouth, tasting a little stream of saltiness emerge from the tip, then gave a few more sucks with no result. Sean must have been satisfied, as he withdrew his cock from her mouth.

She remained on her knees as she watched Sean pull up his shorts and fasten them. She looked up at his face, and he was smiling, “You look perfect.”

“I look a mess.”

His bright smile again, “You look gorgeous like that. That was amazing.”

Rachel slowly stood, saying, “It’s not how I imagined this.”

“Sorry, we’ll make it special tomorrow.”

Rachel was a little relieved. Now that she had orgasmed, and tasted his black cock, she was feeling a little less risky than she had earlier. She had a glow from the excitement and the orgasm, but wanted to process things.

Sean kissed her forehead, probably the only part of her face not covered in his cum, and said, “Tomorrow, 2:00 PM.” He patted her stomach, just at her waistband and said, “I’ll have a special delivery for you.” Wear your new lingerie.”

Rachel felt a little thrilled and scared, but wanted some control. “What if I don’t have any packages coming?”

Sean laughed loudly, “You’ll have my package coming, beautiful! I’m taking the afternoon off for you.” At least he had a good sense of humor, catching that double entendre so quickly.

Rachel cleaned and scrubbed, using air freshener so the kitchen wouldn’t smell of sex. She grabbed her new lingerie and secreted it in her closet, as she spotted the box with “King Sean.”

She unboxed the dong, examining it for size, and figured it was just right. It was harder and not warm like Sean, but she wanted to be sure she could take him. She’d never had a cock that large. Not even close.

Rachel ended up using all the lube in the sample packet, and worked it into herself about half way, using gravity and her body weight to sit on it. She felt more full than she ever had and reasoned that Sean’s real one would adjust better for her. She was excited and terrified to feel him inside of herself, and secretly wanted to have a real black cock inside to stretch her, rather than a toy.

She showered twice to make sure there were no traces for Murray to detect, and carefully selected normal, boring, work-around-the house clothing to be extra careful.

Murray ended up going to a business dinner, and she was in bed by the time he got home. All her preparation and worry were for nothing.

***

The next morning, Rachel was up as soon as Murray was out, and cleaned the house again, as if it were a crime scene. She smirked to herself that she was planning on making this a crime scene, full of screaming and bodily fluids.

Rachel laid out the new lingerie, hesitant to put it on. She wanted it to be crisp and new for Sean. She decided to change into it for him when he arrived.

Now, what to wear when she opens the door. “How about… nothing!”  she thought, causing herself to laugh. She knew they’d never make it to the bedroom, and she wanted to be ruined in the bed she shared with Murray. Plus, she wanted to seduce him a little, not just spread out to be fucked. She giggled, thinking that she’d be fine with that, too.

She finally settled on a little bra and panty set, black and sexy, but not slutty. She pulled her silk robe over it and checked the mirror. Perfect, teasing but not promising.

She drank too much coffee, then settled for some crackers for lunch. She didn’t want to be bloated, to feel stuffed for Sean. Rachel giggled: she wanted to be stuffed by  Sean. Rachel was feeling so nervous that she thought she was sweating, so took off the robe and draped it on the kitchen counter.

As she paced the house, she caught herself in the mirrors, surprised at how good she looked. Damn, I’d fuck me , she thought. As she passed the front windows, she realized she was exposed where the drapes hung open. She opened them wider. She wanted everyone to see how fuckable she was. Maybe Sean would get a preview when he pulled up.

***

Rachel was a little unnerved about being surprised. She always had the tracker to tell her when he was on his way. Today, he would come after his shift, so no tracker. She giggled at her thoughts: he would be coming.  Damn right, and so would she. She closed her eyes to remember him coming on her face, the little grunt that he made before the splash. So warm, so…

Rachel was pulled out of her dream by a knock on the door. Fuck! She grabbed her robe as she glanced at the clock. 2:00 exactly, he was good. She quickly whipped on the robe then slowed at the door, letting her heart slow down. It took a moment to realize her heart wasn’t hammering from the surprise; it was the anticipation.

She carefully opened the door, and he stood there. Dark skin, bright smile. Wearing a t-shirt with cutoff sleeves and athletic shorts. His muscles and tattoos made him look even sexier, even stronger. He was dressed for a workout. Oh God, she thought, I’m the workout!

Rachel shuddered at the way his smile broadened when he saw her. “Do you want to?”

“Yes,” he cut her off, stepping inside and putting his hand in the small of her back.

She could barely breathe. This was happening! She felt like when the rollercoaster straps were fastened and the train gave a lurch. His lips met hers and as his tongue pushed into her mouth, she knew she’d have other parts of him inside her soon.

They broke the kiss, she couldn’t tell if it was quick or long, she was staring at his eyes, wondering what the weight of him would feel like as he impaled her. Damn, she should have practiced more!

She saw him looking at her expectantly and she said simply, “Bedroom.”

As she took his hand and led him, she heard him rumble, “In the bed where you and your husband sleep. My favorite.”

She didn’t quite process the “my favorite” part, she was so shocked at the realization she was taking him to their marital bed! She was more thrilled about the audacity of it than the psychic damage and degradation of Murray.

***

When they arrived in the bedroom, Rachel directed him to the bed, where he sat on Murray’s side, watching her. He was taking Murray’s place. He was taking Murray’s wife. It would be Sean’s side from now on, she thought.

Rachel gave a smile and said, “I promised you could see the new lingerie,” then disappeared into the bathroom.

She changed in the bathroom, heart hammering. She peeled off the robe, panties and bra, then slid into the new set. The mesh hugged her breasts, the thong barely a whisper between her cheeks. She checked her reflection, pinched her nipples through the fabric, watched them harden.

She walked out, slowly, letting Sean see every detail.

He sat on the edge of the bed, hands on his knees, eyes wide.

“Holy shit,” he said.

She smiled. “Good?”

He nodded, fast. “Better than good.”

She sat next to him, close enough to feel the heat from his skin.

Sean reached for her, gently at first, fingers tracing the gold trim on the bra. He cupped her breast, thumb circling the nipple until she gasped. He pulled her in, kissed her hard, tongue slipping into her mouth.

She let him.

He pulled her onto his lap, hands sliding down to her ass, squeezing, then lifting her up. She wrapped her arms around his neck, bit his earlobe, moaned into his hair.

He stood, still holding her, and laid her on the bed.

He stripped off his shirt, then his shorts, then the boxers. His cock was thick and hard, already slick at the tip. She wanted to taste him, but he pushed her down onto the bed, mouth hungry on her neck, her collarbone, her chest. He bit her nipple through the mesh, then pulled the cup down, sucking her bare.

She moaned, louder than she meant to.

He knelt between her legs, spread them wide, and licked her through the thong. His tongue was fast, relentless, and she bucked against his face, grabbing the back of his head, grinding. He hooked the fabric aside, then plunged two fingers inside, curling them up, hitting the spot that made her see white.

She came fast, stars exploding behind her eyes.

He didn’t stop, just licked and fingered until she came again, shuddering so hard she nearly kicked him in the jaw.

He climbed up, lined himself up, and slid in deep.

She gasped, nails raking his back, then pulled him closer.

He fucked her slow at first, then faster, driving into her until the headboard thumped the wall. She wrapped her legs around him, urging him deeper, begging for more. She couldn’t believe he was all the way inside of her. King Sean was getting ejected from the kingdom after this, fake monarch.

He bit her neck, fucked her hard, bringing her to another orgasm. As she thrashed, holding him tight, he came with a grunt, filling her up.

They stayed like that, tangled and sweaty, until their heartbeats slowed.

Sean kissed her, soft this time, then rested his forehead on hers.

“Damn,” he whispered. “You’re something else.”

She laughed, shaky. “You too.”

He kissed her again, then pulled out, collapsed on the bed next to her.

They lay there, catching their breath.

After a minute, Rachel sat up, pulled on the robe, and went to the window.

She looked out, saw the van still parked at the curb, saw the world going on like nothing had changed.

She turned back, saw Sean smiling as he rose out of the bed. She marveled at his cock, shiny and long, and… hard again? He wrapped his arms around her, kissed her neck and whispered, “You don’t get away that easy!”

He chuckled as he easily picked her up and bent her over the bed, as she squealed in surprise. She hadn’t squealed since college! His powerful hand held her face down as she felt him pull the robe and lingerie aside.

“Wait! Not in my.. Aahh!” she moaned, feeling him enter her pussy. She was relieved for a moment until she felt how deep he was inside of her. He was deeper than earlier, pushing her insides around. She could feel the physical thumping as he bottomed out in her, again and again.

She could barely breathe, but was suddenly gripped by another orgasm! She squirmed and thrashed as much as his weight would let her as he continued his assault.

His hands shifted, one grasping her breast, squeezing like he was trying to remove it, the other in her hair, pulling her head back. She knew she looked like the girl in the porno now: a huge black guy pounding away as he pulled her hair, intent on ‘breeding her’ as the minimal storyline went.

Rachel wanted to be that girl, “Fuck yes! Fuck me harder! Fucking ruin me!” she screamed. She wanted it - she wanted to be that dirty girl. She wanted him to pump his seed into her married body, filling her cheating hole with black cum.

She felt another orgasm build as she continued her dirty talk, her brain trying to remember if she’d ever had five orgasms in one night, let alone one hour! God, she hoped he’d never come, and she hoped he came again and again. She never wanted him to stop, despite the pain in her breast and hair, maybe because of it.

Finally she felt him stiffen and ram himself deep into her as he grunted, and she imagined him squirting all that semen deep inside of her. She willed her body to open to take it all.

He lay on her for a while, catching his breath, then pushed himself up, his cock sliding out of her with a slurping noise. “You okay?” he asked, still breathing a little heavily.

“Fuck,” she moaned. Then, “Oh fuck. Oh, my fucking god.”

Sean chuckled, “You’ll live.”

Rachel rolled over, feeling his fluids leaking from her. “If that’s getting fucked to death, please kill me again.”

Sean chuckled, “With pleasure,” as he pulled his clothes on.

He looked at her, eyes bright.

“You want to do this again?” he asked, voice hopeful.

She nodded, fast.

“Anytime you want,” she said.

He grinned, then left, closing the door softly behind him.

Rachel sat on the bed, hands in her lap, legs still shaking.

She listened to the echo of his footsteps, then the van’s engine fading down the street.

She checked her reflection in the mirror.

Her hair was wild, cheeks flushed, lips swollen from kissing.

She looked alive.

She liked it.

***

Murray got home at six. He walked in, dropped his briefcase on the floor, and called her name.

“Upstairs,” she said, voice bright.

He came up, loosened his tie, looked at her in the robe. “You look…different.”

Rachel shrugged. “New self-care routine. Trying to keep things interesting.”

Murray smiled, but his eyes were tired. “I could use some of that.”

She reached out, pulled him onto the bed, kissed him. He let her, but his mouth was soft, unfocused. She tried to touch him, but he pulled back.

“I’m exhausted,” he said, running a hand through his thinning hair. “Maybe later.”

She forced a smile. “It’s okay.”

He went to the shower, closed the door.

Rachel sat on the bed, twisting the belt of her robe, staring at the spot where Sean had been an hour before. She didn’t really want Murray. She wanted to score two men in one day, to convince herself that cheating was worth it. Murray proved his point without pulling out his dick.

She heard the water running. She imagined it washing everything away.

She knew it wouldn’t.

She peeled off the robe, changed into pajamas, and went downstairs.

She poured a glass of wine, sipped it slow.

She checked her phone. No new messages.

She typed one to Sarah: “Did it. Details later.”

Sarah replied with three flame emojis, then a meme of a woman screaming into a pillow.

Rachel laughed, then closed her eyes.

She thought about Sean’s hands, his mouth, the way he’d looked at her like she was a secret he couldn’t wait to open.

She wondered if she’d ever be able to stop.

***

That night, she dreamed of him. The dream was sharp, too real: Sean pressed her against the glass of the sliding door, fucked her from behind, her hands smearing the condensation as she begged him not to stop. He was rough, his teeth on her shoulder, fingers digging into her hips. She came so hard she screamed, and the sound didn’t even echo—it just hung in the air, perfect.

She woke at four a.m., panting; the sheets wet between her legs.

She slipped a hand down, touched herself, brought herself off fast, imagining Sean behind her, inside her, every part of her aching for more.

When she finished, she lay there, breathless; the feeling blooming in her chest, dangerous and alive.

She reached for her phone, typed a new note in the dark:

“Next time: try it in the kitchen.”

She smiled, closed her eyes, and waited for morning.


Chapter 7: Sarah's Encouragement

The spa was new, or at least new enough that the towels were still fluffy and the cucumber water tasted like actual cucumber, not the afterthought rind at the bottom of a chain hotel pitcher. Rachel got there first, as always, and stood awkwardly in the lobby, hugging her arms to her chest in the thin robe they’d issued at check-in. The silence was only interrupted by a fountain burbling behind a screen of bamboo, and the scent was something botanical, vaguely promising, like the lobby of a high-end OB-GYN.

The receptionist appeared with a clipboard and a smile. “You’re with Ms. Greenberg, right?” she asked.

Rachel nodded. “She’s probably still parking. She has a thing about parallel lines.”

The woman smiled knowingly, handed over a health waiver, then vanished with a soft click of the keyboard. Rachel sat on a low bench, knees glued together, and checked her phone. No texts from Murray. None from Jacob. Just a barrage from the neighborhood moms’ group, debating the morality of TikTok and whether you could taste the difference in pasture-raised eggs.

She scrolled back to her last message from Sean: a photo of a boxer puppy, then, below it, “thinking of you.” She’d replayed it in her head at least twenty times since last night, reading subtext where there probably wasn’t any. Rachel deleted the text, then regretted it immediately.

A blast of cold air and the sound of heels on tile. Sarah burst into the lobby, sunglasses the size of saucers, hair in a glossy ponytail, yoga pants so tight they looked painted on.

“Sweetheart,” she called, arms wide. “You look like you haven’t slept in a week. Also, those slippers are a hate crime.”

Rachel rose and hugged her, then stepped back, self-conscious. “You’re late,” she said.

“I’m Jewish,” Sarah said, “I’m contractually obligated.”

They checked in, signed the consent forms, and followed a woman in pale blue scrubs to the “relaxation room.” Rachel let Sarah walk ahead, watched how she moved—like the world owed her space, like she was immune to regret. The room was all white leather and frosted glass, a wall of magazines, tiny bowls of macadamia nuts. Rachel took a seat, Sarah plopped next to her, immediately reaching for the nuts.

“I need to tell you something,” Rachel blurted, before she could talk herself down.

Sarah leaned in, eyes sharp. “You murdered your husband.”

Rachel shook her head. “Worse.”

Sarah’s lips curled. “You fucked the delivery guy.”

Rachel’s mouth fell open. “How did you—?”

Sarah snorted. “Honey, you’ve had ‘I want to fuck the delivery guy’ written all over your face for a month. I’m only surprised it took this long.” She took Rachel’s hand. “Tell me everything and don’t skip the adjectives.”

Rachel glanced at the door, then at the other women in the room. One was already face-down in a magazine, another had earbuds in. She lowered her voice anyway.

“It happened this week. He brought a package to the door. We talked for about one minute, and then he… we…” She couldn’t say it, couldn’t even form the words.

Sarah rolled her eyes. “You have to say it out loud, babe. That’s how you claim it. Start with, ‘He kissed me, and then…’”

Rachel tried. “He kissed me. Then he touched me. I let him—God, his fingers made me. Then I played with him, oh God.” She felt her face burning, but also something else: a weird pride. “I got the hot facial treatment.”

Sarah’s mouth opened, “You did that! ”

“Then he left,” she wanted to taunt her friend.

“That’s it?” Sarah seemed disappointed.

“Then he took the next afternoon off and he destroyed me. I gave him everything. ” Rachel felt like she had one-upped Sarah, without trying to. It felt so energizing to share her sin.

Sarah grinned. “Was it amazing?”

Rachel nodded. “Yes. Better than anything with Murray in a decade. Maybe ever.”

Sarah’s face softened. “Was it big? I’m dying to know. I’ve only heard the rumor.”

Rachel looked at her lap. “Sarah, it’s not a rumor. It’s like a third leg.”

Sarah laughed so loud the magazine woman looked up. “I knew it! You’re ruined for your own kind now.”

“That’s the plan,” Rachel said, surprising herself.

Sarah looked at her, really looked, then leaned in closer. “Tell me what you did. Start to finish. It’s a safe space, I swear.”

Rachel took a breath. “I took him to the bedroom, my  bedroom, our bedroom, and I dressed for him.”

Sarah breathed, “Whoa. Rule number one is broken.”

Then I sat on the bed next to him and he was on me in an instant. He… lifted me. Like, just picked me up, like I weighed nothing. Then he deposited me on the bed as he stripped for me. Oh, my God. He was built and hard. ”

Sarah’s eyes were huge. “Did he go down on you?”

Rachel nodded, almost imperceptibly. “Right then. I was so wet, I couldn’t believe it.”

“Did you come?” Sarah’s voice was a whisper.

Rachel shivered. “Five times! Twice with his mouth and fingers, the rest with his—” She gestured vaguely. “He flipped me over, I thought he was gonna puncture my insides.”

Sarah patted her arm. “You are a goddess. I can’t believe you waited this long to join the club.” She winked and added, “You’re definitely ruined for Jewish guys now.”

Rachel didn’t know if she should feel complimented or called out.

Sarah grinned. “Here’s the real question: are you going to see him again?”

“I want to,” Rachel said. “But I’m not sure I should.”

“You broke nearly all the rules, so you might as well get the goodies. He knows your real name, he knows where you live, you fucked in your own bed!”

“You know what the secret is?” Sarah said. “It’s not about the sex. It’s about knowing you can get it, any time, any way you want. That’s what makes you dangerous.”

Rachel smiled, small and real.

The attendant called their names. They followed her down a hallway of fake candles and hush, to a pair of side-by-side massage tables. Sarah stripped naked without hesitation, folded the robe on a chair, then lay down on the table, face in the horseshoe.

Rachel did the same, only slower, hiding her body behind the drape as long as possible. She lay down and felt the tension in her spine, the knot in her belly.

The masseuse started, strong hands on her shoulders, kneading muscle into surrender.

Rachel’s voice carried, muffled but clear. “You ever get scared you’ll get caught?”

“All the time,” Sarah said, honestly.

“Does it make it hotter?”

“Yes.”

They both laughed, even the masseuse chuckled.

Sarah said, “The first time I cheated, I was so paranoid Paul would smell the sex on me, I made the guy shower with me after, then doused myself in Jo Malone. You know what? Paul never noticed. Not even once.”

Rachel thought of Murray. “I think Murray knows something’s different. He just doesn’t want to know.”

“Of course he doesn’t,” Sarah said. “Men never want the ugly truth. They want the woman they married, unspoiled. The rest is optional.”

Rachel felt the masseuse’s hands on her hips, working deep into the glute, fingers strong and sure. She let herself melt.

Sarah was humming now, a contented noise. “You know what’s next, right?”

Rachel shook her head, then realized Sarah couldn’t see her.

“Next time,” Sarah said, “do it somewhere public. An alley, a bathroom, the back of his van. Make him beg for it.”

Rachel laughed. “You’re insane.”

“Happy people always are,” Sarah said.

The masseuse flipped the sheet, exposing Rachel’s back. Rachel felt cool air on her ass, then warm oil. She pictured Sean’s hands, then pictured him watching her on the table, helpless and offered up. The idea made her thighs clench.

Sarah said, “I want you to text me after the next time. Details. No holding back.”

“I promise,” Rachel said.

They fell silent, letting the massage do its work.

After, they sat in the steam room, towels wrapped tight. Rachel felt reborn, the usual armor stripped away. Sarah picked at her nail, then said, “You know you can do anything, right? You’re a beautiful woman. A little dangerous, now.”

Rachel sipped her water, let it chill her all the way down. “I think I’m believing it.”

Sarah leaned in, touched her cheek. “You should.”

They dressed in silence, then met again in the lobby. The sun was harsh outside, but Rachel didn’t flinch from it. She felt new, charged. She hugged Sarah tight, then walked to her car with purpose.

She checked her phone. There was a text from Sean: “Thinking of you. Let me know if you want another delivery.”

She smiled, tapped out a reply: “Tomorrow. Same time?”

He answered with a single word: “Yes.”

Rachel sat in her car, engine off, and replayed the last hour in her head. She let herself laugh out loud, and didn’t care who saw.

She was alive, and she was going to ruin herself, on purpose.

She couldn’t wait.


Chapter 8: Rachel Gets Used

Rachel prepped Sean like it was a first date. She picked out a green silk tank, cut thin at the straps, which made her skin look expensive and pale. No bra. The day was hot, air so sticky she didn’t bother with panties—just a loose pair of linen shorts, white, nothing underneath. She made coffee, set out the mug she’d stolen from a hotel in Miami, then waited. Rachel wandered the house, knowing that it was hours before he’d be there. She checked herself in the mirror: pretty, but not “down to fuck” like yesterday’s lingerie. She looked closer and could see her hard nipples through the tank, and could definitely tell she had no panties. Sean would know she was “down to fuck.”

She opened the curtains so the neighbors could see her. She loved being sexy - not “sleek, conservative” sexy, but “wanton wife” sexy. Rachel paused, surprised at the thought. She was a wanton wife - giving herself to a man she only knew briefly, letting his big black cock inside of her, coming deeper in her than any man had. Wanton.

She wasn’t worried about getting pregnant at forty-six, but maybe should be. She didn't care - God owed her this after all the years of Murray’s neglect.

She was jolted to reality by the ringing of the bell. Fuck! Who could it be? She glanced outside and saw Sean’s truck, then rushed to the front door. She let him stand on the step a few extra seconds, let the heat cook him, then opened the door with a smile as tight as a slingshot. He was in uniform: navy polo, shorts, thighs banded with muscle, calves dusted with hair. He had a box in one hand, the scanner in the other.

“Got one for you,” he said, eyes flicking straight to her chest. He did not even try to hide it.

She tucked her hair behind one ear, made a show of leaning in as she took the box. “You’re early,” she said, voice feather-light.

“I didn’t expect a delivery, so was gonna swing by after deliveries,” he smiled.

“Bring it inside. It looks heavy.” She said, not acknowledging his comment until they reached the kitchen.

Sean chuckled as he placed the box on the counter, “It’s 5 ounces.”

Rachel looked pointedly at his shorts as she said, “I was expecting a much bigger package.” She loved the flirting part.

Sean unhooked his belt buckle and let his shorts fall to the floor, “Well, I’ve got a special delivery for you right here.” He grinned like he was about to steal some cookies - forbidden but allowed.

Rachel felt herself dripping, “What’s so special?” she teased. She saw his erection straining his boxers - big and heavy.

Sean pushed his boxers down, unleashing his cock, straining and hungry. He reached forward and spun Rachel against the counter, her hands supporting herself as she gasped.

She felt him pull her shorts down in one swift move as he said, “Back door delivery.”

Rachel screamed, “No Sean! You’ll rip me apart! No!” She had only done anal a few times, all with normal penises, and even they hurt a little.

She felt his cockhead against her pucker, then he slid down and pushed into her soaked pussy as he growled, “Later. But this door is open for me, isn’t it?”

“Oh God, yes!” she gasped as he pushed deep inside of her. She was pinned against the counter, his hips firmly against her ass, her body stretched around his dark cock.

Rachel felt Sean grasp her tank and peel it up over her head, then grasp her breasts, squeezing them tightly, his huge powerful hands completely covering her. It felt like he was trying to pull them off, and she gasped from the pain, which was quickly replaced by the overwhelming feeling as he pounded into her, crushing her against the counter.

“You like this?”

“Harder!” she gasped.

He obliged, pace brutal. The slap of skin on skin echoed in the empty kitchen.

“You want everyone to see you like this?” he said, panting. “Bent over, getting fucked like you can’t live without it?”

She nodded, hair in her face, eyes streaming. “Yes.”

“Fuck! You are so good!” Sean exclaimed as he pumped her. Rachel was overcome by the feelings, both pain and pleasure as her pussy and breasts were abused by her big black lover. Rachel’s rain exploded as one orgasm, then another rocked her. She could barely move, her arms and legs flapping from the force of Sean’s assault.

Finally, he grabbed her hips and pushed into her fully as he grunted, his body stiffening as he filled her. Rachel whimpered as another tiny orgasm rippled through her, thinking about Sean’s sperm filling her.

He stayed there, cock softening but not leaving. He rested his forehead on her back, breathing hard.

“Holy shit,” he said.

She laughed, weak and wild. “You’re insane.”

He pulled out, wiped himself on her discarded tank, then dressed, not bothering to tuck in his shirt.

She slid to the floor, back to the cabinets, legs trembling.

Sean crouched beside her, hand on her thigh. “You okay?”

She nodded, eyes closed. “Never better.”

He kissed her cheek, then left without another word.

Rachel stayed on the floor a long time. The marble was cold, her skin hot. She felt the welts on her ass, the ache between her legs, the stickiness leaking down her thigh.

She waited for her pulse to slow.

She made more coffee, drank it standing at the window, naked but for the afterglow.

She wondered if she’d ever tire of this.

She doubted it.

She realized Sean had just shown up, then used her. And she had let him. She had encouraged him. She loved it.


Chapter 9: Rachel's Inner Conflict

Rachel spent the rest of the day running from her own skin. She put on three layers and still felt naked. She found herself wiping the kitchen counter in circles, again and again, as if the lemon spray could erase the memory of her cheek pressed to the cold marble, the bruises forming beneath her skin, the ache she still wanted to chase.

The glass she’d used for her post-coital coffee was still in the sink. She rinsed it twice, then stacked it on the rack, hands shaking. She looked out the window, checked the street. The van was gone, life was the same as ever. But Rachel wasn’t.

She checked her phone. No new messages. She almost called Sarah, but didn’t. She thought about writing everything down in a journal, but didn’t. Rachel paced the house like she was searching for a fire. She went to the bathroom, dropped her shorts, and looked at the marks Sean had left: the faint lines on her hip, the angry flush at her throat, the red smile on her ass. She wanted to touch them, wanted to hate them, but mostly she wanted more.

She got dressed, checked her calendar, and remembered the charity event tonight. She’d agreed months ago, before she’d even heard Sean’s voice. Back when the biggest thrill she could imagine was sneaking an extra glass of wine before Murray got home.

She tried on five different dresses, none of them right. In the end she chose the dark green cocktail number—the one with the open back and the high, stern neckline. She paired it with black pumps and the diamond studs Murray gave her on their tenth. She left her hair straight, parted severely, and did her makeup with a heavy hand. Rachel wanted to look untouchable.

Murray noticed. He always did, even if he said nothing until prompted.

He knocked on the bedroom door. “You ready?”

She turned, hands clasped in her lap, a debutante at forty-six. “Do I look okay?”

He stared, blinking too fast. “You look…intense.”

She smiled, lips tight. “Good. That’s the goal.”

The event was at the art museum. The valet opened their doors at the exact same time, like synchronized swimmers. Murray guided her by the elbow. She shivered a little, more from the touch than the air - could he tell she’d been ‘blacked?’ That was the term on the videos she watched. She felt a thrill and terror when she thought about herself ‘getting blacked.’

Inside, everything was white—walls, plates, tablecloths, the teeth of the women who greeted her in the lobby. Rachel air-kissed three people she could barely remember, then drifted to the side, fingering the edge of her glass. She watched the crowd. The wives had all gone in for the current look: shiny hair, fitted bodices, little purses just big enough for a phone and a Xanax. The men clung to their dress codes, ties patterned in argyle and paisley, pants so tight it made Rachel almost pity them. Everyone moved in packs, like predatory animals.

Sarah appeared at her side, drink in hand, lips already stained. “You look like you’re about to give a TED talk on arson,” she said, low.

Rachel exhaled. “You should see the runner-up dress.”

Sarah winked, then scanned the room. “Tell me everything. You see him again?”

“Today. He had a delivery, then he just …” She met Sarah’s eyes and said, “ used  me.”

Sarah looked curious, “Is that good?”

Rachel grinned, “The best.”

Sarah grinned, then linked arms. “Make sure you use him back. Remember, no emotions..”

The two of them drifted through the crowd, talking shit on the canapés (“Is that vegan cheese or just sadness?”), critiquing the silent auction prizes (“Why does every basket have a signed football?”), and rating the men by who looked most likely to cry during sex. Sarah had a sixth sense for secrets. Every so often, she’d squeeze Rachel’s wrist, her signal to look left or right, and Rachel would catch two people arguing in the corner, or a woman whispering furiously into her phone. She felt herself relaxing, if only a little.

Halfway through the evening, Murray found her near the sculptures. He was two drinks in, voice up an octave, smiling like he’d just remembered he had a wife. He put his hand on her lower back, right on the spot where Sean had left his mark.

Rachel tensed.

“You look incredible tonight,” he said, a little too loud. “Everybody’s saying so.”

She laughed, brittle. “Glad you approve.”

He leaned in, the scent of scotch and aftershave crowding out the gallery air. “I know we haven’t—” He hesitated, glanced over his shoulder at the crowd, then back at her. “I know it’s been a while. Maybe we could try, when we get home.”

She smiled, small and sad. “Maybe.”

He let his hand linger, then drifted back to his business circle. Rachel watched him go, then finished her drink in a single swallow.

Sarah reappeared. “You good?”

Rachel shrugged. “I’m fine. Just tired.”

Sarah frowned. “You’re never just tired.”

Rachel shook her head, not trusting herself to say more.

She wandered to the bathroom and stood in front of the mirror. The overhead lights were cruel. Every flaw glared back: the stress lines, the way the lipstick feathered at the edges, the ghost of a hickey where her foundation had worn off. She dabbed at it, then gave up.

A woman in a powder blue sheath stepped up to the sink. She was tall, blonde, fake tan done so well it could have been real. She glanced at Rachel, then did a little double-take.

“I love your dress,” the woman said. “Where did you get it?”

Rachel made up a boutique in Soho.

The woman smiled, lips as shiny as plastic wrap. “You must work out a lot. I wish I had your arms.”

Rachel smiled. “You could. If you did Pilates and ate only celery.”

They both laughed, the brittle giggle of women who knew the game.

The blonde said, “I’m Ashley, by the way. Murray’s mentioned you.”

Rachel blinked. “He has?”

Ashley nodded. “He was my client for a while, at the old firm. He’s a legend.” She leaned in, voice a whisper. “And he’s so funny. Like, surprisingly funny.”

Rachel didn’t answer. She washed her hands, then dried them slowly, the towel soft and thick.

Ashley said, “Anyway. Hope I see you around more often!” Then she left, the scent of vanilla trailing behind.

Rachel tossed the towel, then looked at herself again. She tried to see what Sean saw, what Murray saw, what Sarah saw. She tried to see herself as a body and not a collection of failures.

She exhaled, went back to the party.

After dessert, the speeches started. Rachel tuned them out, watching the way the room moved instead. She noticed a woman at the next table checking her phone every thirty seconds, the way her husband’s knee bounced under the linen. Rachel noticed Sarah’s husband, Paul, scanning the crowd, probably looking for Sarah, not realizing she was two tables behind him, flirting with the caterer. She noticed Murray, who sat with his elbows tucked in, laughing a little too hard at the auctioneer’s jokes.

She wondered what it would feel like to stand up, walk out, and never come back.

She waited for the feeling to pass, but it didn’t.

At home, Murray poured himself another drink and sat at the kitchen table. Rachel kicked off her shoes, poured a glass of water, and hovered by the fridge, pretending to read the magnets. Murray watched her.

“I meant what I said, earlier,” he said, voice careful.

Rachel leaned against the counter. “I know.” She looked at the space on the counter where Sean had used her earlier. Blacked her , the thought frightened and thrilled her.

Murray sipped, then set the glass down. “If there’s something wrong, I want you to tell me.”

She shook her head, fast. “Nothing’s wrong.”

He stared at her, not blinking. “Rachel.”

She felt the panic rise, a hot wave at the base of her neck.

She almost said it, right then. She almost told him everything.

Instead, she said, “I’m just tired. It was a long night.”

He nodded, then stood. He tried to kiss her on the cheek, but she turned her head and caught his lips instead, just for a second, just enough to convince herself she was still the woman he thought he loved.

He went to bed. She stayed in the kitchen, drinking water and staring at the dark window. Her hand brushed the spot on the counter where she let Sean fill her. It still felt warm to her.

The next morning, she called Jacob. He answered on the second ring.

“Mom?”

She listened to the background noise—laughter, a blender, a song she didn’t recognize.

“Hi, honey. You busy?”

“Just breakfast,” he said. “You okay?”

Rachel laughed. “Why wouldn’t I be?”

Jacob was silent for a beat. “You just sound weird.”

She smiled. “I’m fine. How are you? Are you sleeping? Eating?”

“Mom,” he groaned. “I’m an adult. I can feed myself.”

“I know.” She tried to picture him, alone in a college dining hall, hunched over a plastic tray, headphones in. She hoped he’d never have to know what it was like to be hungry for something you couldn’t name.

She said, “I just wanted to hear your voice.”

He was quiet, softer now. “I miss you too.”

She swallowed. “Come home soon.”

“Yeah. Maybe next month?”

“Whenever you want,” she said. “I’ll make kugel.”

He laughed, then hung up.

She stared at her phone for a long time after, thumb pressed to the screen.

Could she blow up everyone’s happiness for her own? Shit! Was this even a thing? She’s just fucking some guy, no commitment, no emotions (thank you Sarah).

The rest of the week was a blur. She ran errands, folded laundry, pretended to listen to Murray’s recaps of the stock market. She went to Pilates, then the store, then the gas station, then home again. Every time she passed the front window, her pulse kicked up, just a little, just in case.

She told herself she was done. She told herself it would never happen again.

***

By Thursday, she was shaking.

She scrolled the delivery app. Rachel found a boutique in Italy, ordered two sets of silk lingerie, one in ivory, one in emerald. She paid extra for expedited shipping.

She wanted to delete the order, but didn’t.

On Friday morning, she woke before dawn. She showered, blow-dried her hair, then picked out the tightest pair of jeans she owned. She put on a white tank, then a thin, oversized sweater over it. Rachel took off the sweater, she liked to show off her nipples. She checked her teeth, her hair, her arms. She did three rounds of mascara, then wiped it off and started over.

By ten, she’d already checked the tracker six times.

At 10:33, the van pulled up.

Her heart stuttered.

She didn’t let him ring the bell. She opened the door before his hand reached for the button.

Sean’s smile was different this time. He looked hungry, but also surprised.

“Morning,” he said, voice low.

She stepped aside, let him in.

She didn’t speak, just took the package from his hand and set it on the table. She turned to face him, arms crossed, waiting.

He stared at her, eyes drifting from her lips to her collarbone to the swell of her chest.

She said, “You want coffee?”

He shook his head. “I want you.”

She nodded, slow. “Okay.”

He reached for her, pulled her in, kissed her so hard her knees went weak. She let him, let him take what he wanted.

This time, she didn’t bother with the pretense.

This time, she let him fuck her right there, in the hallway, her jeans halfway off, her tank yanked over her head, her body pressed up against the wall like a trophy.

After, he stayed. He stood behind her, arms around her waist, face buried in her hair.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, muffled.

She almost laughed. “You say that to all your clients?”

He grinned against her neck. “Only the ones I want to fuck.”

She turned, faced him, and studied his face. He looked younger than she remembered. Or maybe she looked older.

She said, “I can’t keep doing this.”

He nodded, but didn’t let go. “You want to stop?”

She shook her head. “I want to never stop.”

He smiled, “Good. When you stop opening that door, I’ll know you really want to stop.”

When he left, she watched him go; the van shrinking down the block, disappearing around the corner.

She leaned against the door, heart slamming in her chest, breath coming fast.

She wondered how long it would take for her life to fall apart.

She wondered if it already had.

She looked at the package on the table, then at the marks on her hips.

She closed her eyes and smiled.

She knew she’d never be able to stop.

She’d always open her door and legs for him.

***

By the third week, Rachel had stopped pretending. This was her life now, and the delivery guy wasn’t just some stranger anymore. He was part of her day. Hell, he was the best part of her day. Every time he came to the door, it was like a game. And she was ready to play.

Monday morning, she barely put on anything. Tight sports bra, yoga pants. She knew what she was doing. When Sean knocked, she opened the door before he could even ring the bell. He just stood there, eyes all over her, like he was checking out a prize he was about to win.

“Morning,” he said, voice thick, eyes running up and down her body.

She felt his stare like a hand on her skin. “Hi,” she answered, keeping her voice low and teasing. She signed for the package, making sure their fingers brushed. It was like a jolt, straight to her core.

Sean stepped in closer, like he couldn’t help himself. “Can I tell you a secret?” he said, voice soft but intense. “I like coming here.”

Rachel’s heart hammered, “I like you coming here,” touching herself.

He was so fast that she was stunned. Her pants were down, he was inside her, slamming her head against the wall. The door was open, and she didn’t care. They came together, quickly. He pulled up his pants and left her dripping.

***

Next day, she wore one of Murray’s shirts, huge on her, unbuttoned over satin shorts. The shirt barely hid anything. When Sean came, she leaned against the doorframe, letting the fabric cling to her curves.

He stepped inside, and she saw him lose his composure in real time. They barely made it past the entryway before he had her against the wall, hands gripping her waist, mouth crashing onto hers like he’d been starving. The way he kissed her, the way he touched her—it made her feel alive in a way she’d never felt before.

***

After that, she kept pushing it. Every day, she wore less. Sheer tops, nothing underneath. Sometimes just a bra and panties under a thin wrap. She could see the hunger in Sean’s eyes every time, like he was barely holding himself back.

One day, she went all out: black lace bra, matching panties, sheer robe that didn’t hide a damn thing. She opened the door, and Sean just stared, jaw tight, eyes burning. As he stepped towards her, she shrieked and ran off, thrilled by the animalistic look in his eyes.

He caught her on the stairs, slamming her down, tearing her panties and fucking her like it was rape. She loved it.

It kept escalating. In the laundry room, she bent over the dryer, face buried in warm laundry while he took her from behind, hard and desperate. She bit down on the fabric to muffle her cries, loving how rough he was, how deep he went, how much she wanted to be used.

By the next week, Rachel stopped pretending she had any modesty left. She waited for him naked, heart pounding, every nerve on fire. When the doorbell rang, she felt exposed and alive. She was his, and she wanted him to see everything.

Sean walked in, eyes wide, looking at her like she was a feast. “Damn, Rachel,” he said, voice dark and hungry. He didn’t even try to hide how much he wanted her.

Every bruise, every mark he left on her skin was like a trophy, proof of how far she’d gone, how much she’d changed. She was his plaything, and she loved it. The more she gave in, the freer she felt. She wanted to be used, wanted to be claimed, wanted to be everything he needed.

Naked, waiting, she let go of everything she’d been before. She was his, and she loved every second. The line between wanting and needing blurred, and Rachel just let herself fall.


Chapter 10: Sean's Revelation

Rachel waited for him naked on the bed. This was where she felt most exposed, most wanton, and she wanted to be completely vulnerable. She imagined how she would look as he saw her, legs spread, pussy parted for him, arms held out for him to just take her, to use her, to Black her .

There was no point pretending she’d ever be able to stop. She sat on the edge of the bed, hands folded between her knees, heart ricocheting in her chest. The air felt different on her skin, everywhere at once—nipples puckered, goosebumps in a line down both arms, stomach clenched so tight she thought she might puke or pass out or float off the ground. Every second, she pictured the navy van rolling to the curb, the sound of his boots on the walk, then him climbing the stairs to take  her.

Her phone buzzed once: “ETA 2 min.” Then, a minute later: “You ready?”

Rachel’s hands shook. She took a deep breath, exhaled slowly, then typed, “Yes. Door’s open. Bedroom.”

She heard the van, the low idle pulling up and then cutting off. There was a pause, then footsteps up the walk. The door opened—just like she’d said—and Sean stepped inside; she heard his footsteps on the marble, then he appeared at the doorway, ball cap shading his eyes. He said nothing at first. He stood in the doorway, eyes flicking from her face, to her breasts, to her bare legs, then back up.

“Hi,” she said, and her voice was so high she almost laughed.

Sean grinned, slow and wolfish. “Fuck, Rachel.”

She smiled, slowly spreading her legs, “Yes. Fuck Rachel.”

He stepped right up to her, so close she could smell rain and grass and the acrid hit of mailroom cologne. He ran his hand along her cheek, cupped her jaw. “You okay?”

Rachel looked at him with a crooked grin, “You mean, other than laying naked in my bedroom, waiting for a black man to brutally fuck me?”

Seam barked a laugh as he shucked his shorts, “You want brutal? Let’s get the lube and loosen that backdoor!”

“No!” Rachel squealed. She knew he wouldn’t force her. His eyes sparkled, she added more softly, “Not yet.”

Sean smiled as he pushed down his shorts and boxers, unleashing his erection. She stared: so black, so big, so raw. “Not yet? ” he asked playfully as he stepped forward, his prong aimed at her willing sex.

Rachel explained, “Maybe. But when Murray’s out of town. I won’t be able to walk. You need to be gentle.”

Sean pushed forward, his warm cockhead parting her lips as she felt her body willing him inside of her. “I thought you wanted it to be brutal?”

“Brutally gentle?” she moaned as she felt him enter her - one long, smooth, filling stroke.

“Oh! That’s my Rachel. My beautiful married girl. I love taking you in your bed,” Sean smiled as his arms adjusted to hold her arms down.

Rachel’s brain and body were on fire. She loved being violated on her bed, her marital bed. She wanted Sean to be rough. Rachel wanted him to go crazy. She said the words as their eyes met, “Black me.”

Sean’s eyes and mouth opened, as she felt him grip her arms so firmly that she knew they'd bruise. She suddenly felt fear, worried that she’d said something wrong.

His face grew cruel and amused at the same time. “So, the little Jewish princess wants a black dicking? I’m gonna fucking ruin you for your husband and all the little white peckers at the synagogue, baby.”

Rachel gasped as Sean pounded into her, sweating with the effort. She was certain that he’d break the bed and felt her thighs bruising as her insides took a beating. Mercifully, an orgasm hit her quickly, and she lost track of everything but the fireworks in her brain.

As she recovered, Sean was still at it, “You want that? You like being my little white fucktoy? Your cunt belongs to my black dick now, Rachel. I’m gonna use you like a hole, a dumping ground for my cum.”

He started on another round, “You like that? Like being my .. Ungh!” His words stopped as he stiffened, filling her as she felt his cock pulse and twitch. She imagined his hot semen filling her, and put her legs around him, holding him inside as she looked over at her wedding picture, imagining what Murray would say if he could see her now.

Sean recovered slowly, pulling out of her with a slurping noise.

He stood at the edge of the bed, his cock glistening with juices as he asked, “Is that what you wanted? Was that your fantasy?”

Rachel wasn’t sure if he was mad or amused or what. “Huh?”

“That’s OK,” he chuckled. “I’ve seen those movies. Sex is half in your brain, so I’m good with role-play. Just don’t ask me to be no plantation slave,” he laughed out loud.

“Sorry, I got carried away,” she apologized, sitting up, wincing at how tender she was.

Sean looked at her, “Really, I’ve seen the videos, the ‘blacked’ ones. I know some women want me just because I’m black and taboo.” He gave her a grin, and said in a fake ghetto voice, “and I likes me some married white women.” He gave another laugh.

As he watched her, he said more seriously, “You’re just the first one that admitted it. Most of the wives won’t admit they want to try the forbidden.”

Rachel felt a jolt at his words, “Most of the wives? There are others?”

“Yeah. I can’t be your only cheat.”

Rachel said coolly, “You are.” She could see that Sean had finally caught on to her feelings.

Sean tried to defuse it a bit, “Rachel, it’s not like we’re gonna run off or anything. This is just play, right?”

Rachel pulled the sheets over herself, covering her nakedness. She realized he was right, but it still stung.

She looked at him and asked, “How many others?”

“Nobody regular, like you. Most just want to experience the forbidden, then get spooked.”

“So I’m your regular hole? Your guaranteed cum dump?” She needed to hear it. It would help the sting, help ground the situation.

“It’s not like that,” Sean said, slowly reaching for his clothes. He stood, “You called me. You waited naked.” He stared at her then a smile crept across his face, “Oh God, you are awesome naked. Please don’t stop?”

Rachel was confused. The sex was great. The thrill was great. The only thing different was that she thought they were exclusive, but she had no reason to believe that.

Sean looked upset, apologetic, surprised. He leaned forward and gently kissed her face. “I’m sorry, baby. What can I do?” His eyes looked so beautiful, right in front of hers.

Rachel said softly, “Give me a little while, OK?” Sean nodded, then she added, “And tell me I’m your favorite fuck.”

Sean smiled and laughed, “Oh my God! You SO are! You are a fucking wild crazy fuck goddess!”

Rachel surprisingly felt great at that response. She hoped he was fucking hundreds of sluts, because she was the best!

He stood looking at her, his cock soft, his clothes in his hands.

Rachel said, “Better go. Let me think.” He took a step back, then she added, “Or you’ll never get my ass.”

Sean whooped and hightailed it out of the room, his naked ass disappearing out the door. A few moments later, she heard the front door. She hoped he remembered to put on his shorts before he left.

***

Rachel showered, scrubbed every inch, then stood naked in front of the mirror, watching the water bead on her skin. She looked different. She felt different.

She dressed, made coffee, sat at the table, and stared out the window. The world looked sharper, colors brighter, every sound clear and strange. She waited for the guilt to come, but it didn’t.

She felt a brief pang of loss, knowing that she wasn’t Sean’s only conquest. But she immediately started mentally cataloguing the women in the neighborhood, judging who were the likely sluts spreading their legs for him. Each time she thought of a likely candidate, she smugly thought, “ I’m a better fuck than you. ”

Rachel went upstairs to straighten the bedroom and change the sheets. The room still smelled of sex, of Sean, of infidelity. She didn't feel fear or guilt as she Febreezed the affair away. It was a mechanical thing - cleaning up after getting down to business.

As she went for the new sheets, she caught sight of the dress she wore at the Synagogue gala. The one she used to tease the men. She remembered the black bartender, the coat check guy. She remembered the offer from the bartender, the way he looked at her.

Rachel felt her stomach squirm as a thought came to mind. If Sean could fuck around, so could she. A smile curled her lips as she thought ‘ black only. ’ She would go black only - the next charity event was a few weeks away, and Rachel was determined to come home with a donation from the bartender’s balls, maybe even let the coat check guy nail her.

She spent the afternoon cleaning and straightening the house in a daze as she thought through all the places she would find black guys ready to ‘use her’ like she wanted. Rachel didn’t feel at all guilty about Sean or Murray. She had a new hobby, now she just had to find a way to break it to Murray.


Chapter 11: Murray's Confrontation

Rachel stared out the window, her brain and stomach in knots. She cinched her robe tighter, thumbed at the silk belt, then let it hang loose again. The house was silent except for the distant grind of the Roomba and the pings of Murray’s phone in his home office. She’d practiced the speech in her head all night, every line sharp and ugly: “I’m sorry, but I can’t do this.” Or maybe, “I need space, we’ve grown apart.” Or maybe just, “I’m done.”

She heard the delivery van before she saw it, the low grumble pulling up to the curb. Rachel’s stomach dropped. She glanced down—bare legs, silk robe, no bra. A flush ran up her chest. She debated running for her closet, but the bell rang and her body moved before her mind caught up. She opened the door.

Sean stood on the stoop, navy uniform tight across his shoulders, package in hand. The cap was gone; his curls were sweaty and wild. He stared, caught off guard, mouth open.

“Hey,” he said, voice tight. He glanced at the package, then at her face, then lower. His eyes snapped back to hers. “You—uh—I wasn’t expecting…”

Rachel swallowed. “Me either.” She tried for a smile. “Didn’t order anything.”

Sean nodded, but his knuckles whitened on the box. “I… I know. It’s for your husband.”

She stepped onto the threshold, robe gaping at her thigh. “You okay?”

He opened his mouth, closed it. He looked like he might bolt.

Then a door slammed inside, heavy as a gavel. Murray’s voice: “Rachel?”

She didn’t answer, so he called again, closer. “Rachel?” His footsteps thundered down the hall, then stopped. Murray appeared, rumpled in a v-neck and old gym shorts. He sized up the scene: his wife in a robe, the delivery guy on his stoop, both frozen mid-breath.

“Ah,” Murray said, calm as a surgeon. He smiled, wide and off-kilter, eyes shining like glass. “You’re early, Mr. Brown.”

Sean blinked. “What?”

Murray waved him inside. “The living room. Please.”

Rachel’s heart stuttered. She stepped back, letting Sean in. He brushed her arm; the contact was electric, but this time it hurt.

They followed Murray into the living room, where the white couch looked staged for a funeral. Murray sat in the armchair, hands steepled, and gestured for them to take a seat. Sean hovered, then settled at the far end of the couch. Rachel perched on the edge, skin prickling.

Murray stared at them, silent, for a long time. Rachel tried to read his face, but it was all surface: no anger, no fear, just calculation. She’d seen that look a thousand times, in boardrooms and mediation calls, right before Murray landed the blow.

He started with a throat-clear. “I think we should have a conversation.”

Rachel nodded, unsure if she was allowed to speak.

Murray turned to Sean. “Do you know why you’re here, Mr. Brown?”

Sean looked from Murray to Rachel, then back. “Your package?”

Murray smiled again. “You’re not in trouble. At least, not with me.” He glanced at Rachel, then at the ceiling. “But I think it’s time we get everything on the table.”

Rachel’s mouth went dry. She waited for the words, the accusation, the end.

But Murray just sat back, like he was about to watch a play.

She looked at Sean. He looked wrecked, hands gripping his knees, leg jiggling so hard the whole couch vibrated. She wanted to say something, anything, but the words were glued to her tongue.

Murray broke the silence. “Let’s make this easy. Rachel, would you like a drink?”

She shook her head.

He stood anyway, poured himself a scotch. It was 9:17 a.m.

He sat again, swirling the glass. “Mr. Brown, I know you’ve been seeing my wife. I know the details. I’ve seen the marks. Impressive, by the way.” He sipped. “I could be angry, but I’m not. Not anymore.”

Sean opened his mouth, but nothing came out. Rachel felt herself beginning to hyperventilate.

Murray leaned forward, elbows on knees. “Here’s what’s going to happen.”

Rachel felt the air tighten, a pressure building behind her eyes.

Murray said, “You two are going to continue as you have been. Discreetly, of course. Rachel, you’ll maintain appearances, for Jacob’s sake. I’ll handle the community. Mr. Brown, you’ll have the decency not to parade around the neighborhood.” He looked at them both. “Everyone wins.”

Sean stared, then coughed. “I don’t—what?”

Murray ignored him. He turned to Rachel, eyes glinting. “You and I have nothing left. That’s fine. That happens. But I will not let you burn the whole house down before Jacob is clear of it. He’s got two years left. You can play happy family until then. Or not. But he doesn’t get to suffer because you’re bored.”

Rachel swallowed. “He deserves the truth.”

“He deserves a stable home,” Murray said. “Once he’s out, do whatever you want. Run off with the mailman. Join a cult. I don’t care. But until then, you’re Mrs. Steinberg, wife, mother, upstanding member of the community. And you, Mr. Brown—” Murray turned to Sean, who jumped at the sound, “—you’re going to help with that, not hinder.”

Sean’s hands twisted in his lap. “What does that even mean?”

Murray leaned forward, voice a whisper. “It means you’re discreet. It means you don’t stalk my house at all hours. It means you show respect, or whatever passes for it, in public. Other than that. Rachel’s yours.”

Rachel felt the heat rise on her neck. “This is insane.”

“No,” Murray said, standing. “This is life. You just never saw it before.” He looked at her, something almost like pity flickering in his eyes. “You’re a smart woman, Rachel. You know how this works.”

She wanted to scream. She wanted to punch something. Instead, she sat still, fighting the urge to run.

Murray picked up the legal pad, flipped to a page, and slid it across the table. “This is the calendar for the rest of the semester. I’d appreciate it if you could keep up the appearances. charity ball, shul, bar mitzvah committee. You’re a natural at it, really.”

Rachel didn’t touch the paper.

Rachel’s stomach turned. “You can’t just—” She searched for the words. “—decide what I am. Or who I belong to.”

He set the pen down, fixed her with a look so cold it could’ve frozen water. “You made a choice, Rachel. You think I’m some kind of villain, but I’m not the one who went whoring around with the help.” His eyes flicked to Sean, then back. “You made this bed. Now you get to fuck in it.”

Sean choked, sputtered, “Whoa, man—”

Murray cut him off. “Don’t get sentimental, Mr. Brown. We’re just dealing with facts here.”

Rachel felt her face flush hot, humiliation burning up her spine. “I’m still Jacob’s mother,” she said, voice shaking. “I’m still part of this family.”

Murray picked up his pen again. “For now.”

She glared at him. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

He sighed, like she was the slow student in class. “It means you can stay, or you can go. But if you go, you get nothing. No money. No house. No custody. You’ll be out before Jacob’s next report card hits the mailbox.”

Rachel blinked, stunned. “You can’t do that.”

“Watch me,” Murray said. “The law’s on my side. So is the synagogue. You know it.”

She stared at her lap, the world spinning.

Murray kept going, voice almost gentle. “Or, you can do what I said. Pretend. Keep Jacob happy. Keep the neighbors clueless. Let me finish what I started before you burned it all down.”

She looked up. “And if I refuse?”

Murray shrugged. “Then you’re out. Simple.”

Rachel’s mouth went dry. She turned to Sean, hoping for a lifeline.

Murray saw the interaction, interceded. “Yes, Mr. Brown is part of this as well.”

Both Sean and Rachel looked at Murray, who was clearly in control. “To keep this arrangement civil, I have an agreement for you both to sign.” He looked towards Rachel and said, “Infidelity means you get nothing, but ,” and he emphasized it, “I want this transition to be smooth, so I am willing to give you $200,000 cash when Jacob graduates as long as no-one knows about your, uh, situation. Keep the social commitments, keep Jacob happy and in the dark, and on the day after his graduation you are free with cash in hand.”

Rachel knew there was some hitch in there, but Sean did not. She saw him smile until Murray turned to Sean, “Mr. Brown, while you are not the cause of this, you are very much involved. Rachel wanted to be a whore, so you now own  her.” Murray smiled, “Yes, the irony is wonderful, no? A black man owns a white woman. She is yours to do as you please - fuck her, tattoo her, pierce her, rent her to your friends. Just do not  interfere with her community and family obligations.”

Sean bristled, “And if I don’t?”

Murray nodded, “Ah, signs of a backbone. If she does not do everything  you ask, tell me and the $200,000 is yours. Make her clean toilets, do unspeakable acts with you or your friends, I don’t care. If she says ‘no,’ to anything, the money is yours.”

Sean was stunned, thinking through what he was just told. Rachel gasped.

Murray turned to her with a cold look. “You had a carefree life. Now you get to know what it means to earn something. You are Mr Brown’s whore. Welcome to servitude.”

Murray waited a moment, then pushed papers towards Sean and Rachel.

Rachel’s stomach flipped when she watched Sean hurriedly sign his copy and push it back to Murray.

Rachel felt violated. She was trapped, her brain churned. Murray had all the finances, he was on the board at the synagogue. He had the attorneys.

Both Sean and Murray watched her, waiting for her to sign. She pulled the paper towards her, scrawled without reading, and sat back.

Murray took the papers, shoved them in his briefcase. Sighed, “Very well. Rachel, thank you for the fine son and twenty years of marriage. You will be free in two years or less. Mr Brown, you are now the proud owner of a Jewish whore. No more fucking in my bed, please.”

Rachel’s brain was in a fog as she watched Murray leave, headed for his office.

Rachel turned to Sean for support, he was smiling at her.

“Get the lube, time to break in your backdoor.”

Rachel was shocked by his response. She opened her mouth, and Sean put a finger against it. “Oh no. You can’t say no. I own you now.” he leaned forward and whispered into her ear, “Now you’ll really  get blacked. ”

Rachel shuddered, wondering how long two years would be.
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Peaches loves to write about sexual adventures, whether similar to ones she has actually experienced or complete flights of (horny) fancy. While some of her stories are based upon her adventures, often embellished to fit her wicked memories, others are based upon her nearly-constant dreams and daydreams about sexual adventures.
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Blacked Wives Series
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If you love stories about wives succumbing to taboo urges, you should love the stories in the Blacked Wives  series. Stories of wives seducing black lovers, being seduced by big black men, or given by their husbands to be used and stretched. Each is a standalone story of heated conversions.

Taking Their Deposits

Brown Always Delivers

Sampling the Butcher’s Meat

Cleaning Her Pipes

Extra (Big) Credit

Pickle Balled
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Julie Loaned Out: Beginnings of a Slutty Wife

Happily married Julie and Jim meet their new neighbors, and Julie finds herself thinking of more than just dinner and drinks after she meets the handsome married neighbor. Jim urges his wife to cheat with the older man, and Julie gives in, releasing a slutty side of herself she never imagined.

Turned on by his wife's first reluctant adventure, Jim 'loans' her to the neighbor for the day, with the instructions that she ' do whatever he wants. ' Julie agrees and completely gives herself over to being a slut, even risking pregnancy with this new man while her husband encourages her. She surprises herself at the emotions and urges unleashed by giving herself to a near stranger.
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Wife’s Secret Interracial Career

Erika was bored with her life and job, and her friend Linda had the perfect solution: A side hustle as a model with a new name and look: Ivory White, with hair and skin to match.

I was thrilled that my wife was spreading her wings and filling herself with confidence chasing this new career.  She spent more and more time modeling, until she found a new agency and new friend, both of whom promised to broaden her horizons, leveraging her exotic looks.

When Erika was being secretive about her new job, I did some snooping and found that she was spreading more than her wings, and was being filled not with confidence, but with black studs.  Now I knew why she was so secretive.

I wondered when she would tell me, if ever, and if she would ever find a scene that she wouldn’t do.  It seemed that she loved the work more than she loved me, or was it something else?
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The Black Bull’s Wives: A Neighborhood's Dark Bargain

They moved for peace, but found a hidden world of temptation. When Greg and Wendy stumble into the discreet, thrilling scene of their neighbors , an innocent foray into swinging spirals into something far more dangerous and deliciously binding.

Kenny, with his magnetic allure and undeniable power, introduces them to a lifestyle where wives are shared, and every boundary is blurred. But as Wendy delves deeper into this erotic underworld , she uncovers a secret that flips her world upside down: Kenny isn't just a swinger; he's a master of desire , orchestrating a lucrative trade in neighborhood wives.

Instead of repulsion, a new, thrilling desire awakens within Wendy. She sees a path to ultimate liberation, convincing Greg to completely surrender her to Kenny's will, to be his primary property.

What could possibly be in it for Greg? A shocking, irresistible side benefit: as Wendy embraces her new life with Kenny, three of the "owned" women, now free to explore their own desires under Kenny's banner, move in with Greg. His home transforms into a haven of shared pleasure, while Wendy, happy that Greg has found his own version of bliss, revels in being Kenny's most prized possession.

Contains themes of interracial sex, group sex, a black bull, cuckoldry, cheating wives, public sex, bisexual acts and prostitution.
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Caylee, Laid of Honor. A Wife’s Interracial Revenge

Caylee was in a failing marriage, miserable with her husband and lack of sex life. A trip to London for her sister’s wedding was the perfect break.

When Caylee met Jenni’s fiance, Jimmy, she was surprised at how attractive her new black husband was. She was equally floored by Jenni’s black boyfriend, who was Jimmy’s best mate.

After Jenni explained their open marriage, she offered Jimmy as a loaner bedmate. As Jimmy’s friends regularly stopped by to hook up with Jenny, Caylee became so aroused that she couldn’t resist, and took her sister’s cuckold fiance to bed.

To her surprise, Jenni was happy to share, and offered other men to her sister. How far would Caylee go to get even with her cheating husband and satisfy her newfound hunger for large black men?
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