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Chapter 1 - Date Night For One

Jennifer  had spent the better part of an hour fussing over her reflection, adjusting her hair so it fell in a glossy, disciplined curtain down her back. She blended the high points of her cheekbones until they caught the dining room’s yellow overhead light, then traced her lips in red—a vivid, classic shade she hadn’t worn for years. She appraised herself with a critical eye, her fingers drifting to the low neckline of her black dress. The fabric was thin, clingy; she could see the faint outlines of her nipples even before she stepped into the hallway’s colder air, but she left the dress as it was. It was meant to be noticed.

She moved through the house like a hostess prepping for guests: lighting a trio of fat white candles, uncorking the wine, arranging the takeout containers on their old wedd ing-gift china. The spread looked obscene on the table, as if she were setting up for a magazine shoot. The house itself w as the kind that got described as “spacious” on realtor flyers, but Jennifer found the rooms cavernous in the evening, the silence so complete it rang. Every noise she made—a squeak of the cork, the glassy tap of her phone on the granite—seemed amplified, rebounding back to her from the foyer’s yawning mouth.

She checked the clock above the credenza. Steve was never late, but she found herself pacing the kitchen tile, inventing reasons to linger near the window. The sun was down now, and the cars on their street were reduced to bouncing pinpricks of white and red. She peered through the glass and caught her own reflection: soft face, lipstick fresh, a shock of pale cleavage that looked almost indecent by the moody streetlight. She pressed a palm to her chest, steadying her breath, and waited.

Steve’s Honda pulled in exactly five minutes after six. He killed the engine but didn’t get out right away, his silhouette blue-lit by the dashboard as he finished a phone call. Jennifer’s hand tightened on the curtain. He finally emerged, briefcase in one hand, scrolling his phone with the other as he climbed the driveway. The yellow porch light sliced across his thinning hair and made his khaki jacket look jaundiced. He stopped, thumb still flicking the screen, and let himself in.

“Hey hon,” he called, voice flat. He shed his jacket and kicked off his shoes by the entryway. Jennifer waited for him to look up, to notice the candles, the wine, her. He did, eventually, with a start that suggested he’d forgotten what day it was.

“You look—wow.” He blinked at her, his gaze getting stuck somewhere above her collarbone, then drifting to the food. “Date night?”

“It’s Friday,” Jennifer said, tilting her head so her hair swung forward. “I thought we’d do something nice.”

He set the briefcase down and crossed to her, pecking her cheek with lips that tasted like black coffee. His hand gave her shoulder a perfunctory squeeze before he slid past to the table. “Smells good,” he said, already lifting lids off containers, steam billowing out. “You order from Mei’s?”

“Your favorite.” She stood behind him, waiting for him to say something—anything—about her dress or the lipstick. He didn’t. He spooned lomein onto his plate and pulled his phone from his pocket, eyes skimming its screen as he chewed.

She poured them both generous glasses of wine. “Long day?” she asked, trying to keep the edge out of her voice.

He didn’t look up. “Audit season. Simmons is out sick again, so I’m doing his numbers too.” He took a noisy sip of the Pinot. “Good pick,” he said, tapping the base of his glass against his phone like it was a second device.

Jennifer watched him eat. He still chewed with his mouth closed, the way her mother had always insisted at family dinners, but the rest of him was pure distracted energy. His eyes darted between bites to the phone, fingers tapping out short, cryptic replies even as he shoveled food in.

She tried again. “I thought maybe we could talk about spring plans. Maybe a trip?” She reached across the table and covered his hand with hers. She gave it a light squeeze. “Just us.”

He finally looked at her, really looked. She felt the heat of his gaze linger on her chest. “You look nice tonight,” he said, as if reading from a prompt. He let his hand sit under hers but didn’t squeeze back.

She drew her thumb over his knuckles. “Thank you. I wanted tonight to be…” She paused, searching for a word that wouldn’t sound desperate. “Special.”

He smiled, weakly. “It is,” he said, but his phone buzzed in his other hand and he shifted his attention to that, typing out something with the side of his thumb.

Jennifer let her hand fall away. She watched the candle flames shudder in the breeze of his sigh. She picked at her food, tasting nothing, willing herself to say something else. She tried a more direct line. “It’s been a while,” she said, aiming her words at the rim of her glass. “Since we’ve had…you know. A proper night together.”

He swallowed, his jaw working in a slow, nervous rhythm. “Yeah,” he said, not meeting her eye. “Sorry, hon. Work’s just a killer right now. Maybe after April?”

Jennifer forced a smile. “I remember a time you couldn’t keep your hands off me, no matter how busy work was.”

He gave a short, embarrassed laugh. “Well, you were twenty-four then. And I had more hair.” He made it sound like a shared joke, but the words hung between them. She caught herself clenching her napkin in her fist.

She steeled herself. “I’m still me, Steve.”

He glanced up, saw the wounded look she tried to hide, and set his phone down. He reached for her hand again, more deliberate this time. “I know, Jen. I know. You look great, you really do. I just—I’m exhausted tonight, okay?”

She wanted to ask: Exhausted by what? By the job you’ve done for twenty years? By me? But she only nodded, the smile still glued to her face. He patted her hand as if she were a patient or a child, then picked up his fork and started in on the sesame chicken.

The rest of the meal passed in bland, repetitive silences. Steve occasionally murmured “this is good” or “thanks for doing this,” but his phone remained within arm’s reach, screen lighting his face every couple of minutes. Jennifer tried to ask about work, about the neighbors’ new dog, but each thread of conversation unraveled as soon as she let go of it.

By the end of dinner, Steve’s eyes had gone glassy with fatigue. He pushed away from the table, stacking the plates with practiced efficiency. “You want to watch the game with me?” he asked, already drifting toward the living room. “They’re playing the new guy tonight. Should be good.”

She stood up and smoothed her dress, feeling the chill of the air on her chest. “Maybe in a bit. I’ll tidy up here.”

He nodded, clearly relieved, and settled into his armchair. The TV’s blue glow flickered down the hallway, drowning out the soft light of the candles. She listened to the sound of the game—a shrill announcer, a roar of invisible fans—and felt her own heartbeat slow to a disappointed thud.

She rinsed the dishes and wiped the counters, her movements small and precise. When she turned off the dining room light, the house seemed to inhale, as if bracing for a silence even deeper than before. Jennifer pressed her palm to her collarbone and waited, just for a moment, for something to shift. Nothing did.

***

The game was in full swing by the time Jennifer emerged from the kitchen. Steve sat hunched in his recliner, a blanket over his legs and a tablet propped on the side table. He’d already shucked his belt, the tail of his shirt poking from his waistband. She watched him for a few seconds—how his face tensed at every bad call, the way his fingers danced across the tablet as he half-listened to the play-by-play.

She took a breath and crossed to the couch, perching on the edge. She waited for a break in the action, then called softly, “Want some company?”

He nodded, eyes flicking to her and back to the TV.

She tried again, this time more obvious. “I was thinking, maybe we could…call it an early night?” She let her voice dip on the last word, just a little, enough to make the subtext explicit. “I have another game upstairs. You’re guaranteed to score.”

This got his attention, sort of. He looked over, gave her a tired smile, but there was no hunger in it. “Rain check?” he said, not unkindly. “I’m dead on my feet. Let’s do tomorrow, okay?” He returned his attention to the screen.

Jennifer let the moment breathe. She placed her hand, deliberately, on his thigh—high, close to his groin. She squeezed gently. “Steve,” she whispered, “it’s been almost three months.”

He placed his hand over hers, warm but heavy, pinning it down rather than inviting. “I know. I’m sorry, Jen. You know how tax season is. I’ll make it up to you, promise.”

He patted her hand twice, then withdrew, eyes fixed on the screen. She sat there, hand left hovering, useless. She considered trying again—making a joke, unzipping him, forcing the issue—but the sight of him, eyelids already drooping, drained her.

She stood and walked to the stairs, her heels clicking on the wood. “Goodnight,” she called.

He didn’t answer, and when she looked back, he was already half asleep, mouth open, the television bathing his skin in pale, electric blue.

The bedroom felt colder than usual. She switched on the lamp and stood in front of the mirror, letting the black dress slide off her shoulders and pool around her ankles. The sight of her body—pale, full, the breasts still generous but softer than she remembered—provoked an ache so deep she pressed a palm to her belly, as if she could stanch it.

She lifted her breasts in both hands, pressing them together, watching how the nipples puckered in the cool air. Her mind flicked to younger women: the ones at the gym, pert and oblivious; the models selling wrinkle cream in the drugstore aisle, their faces unlined, their teeth uncannily white. She pictured Steve with one of them and felt her face grow hot.

She turned, examining her rear. There were faint stretch marks, barely visible in the lamplight, but she saw them all the same. She pressed her hands to her stomach, flattening it, trying to erase the softness. She traced the lines along her thighs, the thin blue veins at her hip. She wondered if this was what Steve saw—an aging woman clinging to a fantasy, lipstick bright and desperate.

She pressed her forehead to the cool glass, and the mirror fogged with her breath. For a moment she imagined smashing it, the shards raining down in sharp, clean pieces. She would gather them all up, fit them into a neat pile, and sweep herself away.

She slipped into a cotton robe, tied it tight around her waist, and sat on the edge of the bed. She listened to the house: the distant drone of the TV, the soft, persistent hum of the refrigerator downstairs. She touched her lips, now smudged and faded, and wondered if anyone would notice if she simply stayed in bed for a week, or two, or forever.

After a while, she switched off the light. In the dark, the air pressed in, close and thick. She pulled the covers over her head, and tried, with all her might, not to cry.

***

It was impossible to sleep. The hollow under her sternum throbbed with every heartbeat, each breath too loud against the hush of the house. Jennifer lay on her back, eyes adjusting to the bedroom’s diluted blue light, and listened for any sound from downstairs. Only the refrigerator, the cycling hum, and—faintly—the low, buzzing noise of Steve snoring in his chair.

She lay there for a long time, resisting the urge to move, not wanting to admit how badly her body ached for something, anything. She replayed the night in her head, the endless reach for closeness, the way his eyes slid off her as if she were made of glass. She imagined what would happen if she marched down, straddled him on the recliner, forced his eyes to stay on her—but she already knew. He would stammer, laugh, protest, maybe even push her off. The fantasy soured before it began.

She rolled onto her side, pulled open the nightstand, and retrieved her old, unspoken friends. The black dildo was so large it made her palm look small, the silicone heavy, almost obscene against the soft bedding. She took the vibrator next, the familiar pink wand she’d bought on a dare from Mary three years ago. Steve had never seen it. She doubted he’d care, but she’d kept it secret out of some deep, superstitious guilt.

She kicked away the covers and let her robe fall open, exposing her body to the chill. The nipples on her breasts stood out, large and pink, the dark areolae puckered in the air. She ran her hand along her stomach—soft, a little loose, but not ugly. She made herself believe that, at least for tonight. She let her fingers drift lower, into the thatch of pale hair above her sex, then lower still, into the wetness already forming there.

She set the vibrator to its lowest setting and touched it to her clit. The jolt was immediate, a warm, full-body shiver, pleasure so raw it brought tears to her eyes. She moved it in slow circles, watching her own hand, then closing her eyes as the sensation built. Her mind drifted, and the faceless man from her old daydreams appeared: younger, broad-shouldered, dark skin gleaming with sweat. He smelled like aftershave and beer, not Steve’s kind, something darker and spicy. In the fantasy, he never asked, never paused. He took what he wanted.

She pressed the vibrator harder, her other hand squeezing her breast, pinching the nipple until she yelped. She liked the pain, liked the way it snapped her back into herself, made her feel animal. She rolled onto her back and spread her legs, planting her feet on the mattress, then reached for the black dildo.

It was cold at first, and the width made her breath catch. She pressed it in slowly, feeling herself stretch, savoring the sting. The tip slid in with a faint pop, and she gasped, the muscles inside clenching in surprise. She worked it, slowly at first, the surface so slick it made a lewd, sucking sound each time it left her body. She wondered if Steve ever thought about her like this—spread open, needy, stuffed full of something black and impossible.

Her fantasy deepened. The faceless man was between her legs now, hands gripping her thighs so tight it left marks. He growled at her, cursed her for being so wet, so desperate. He shoved the dildo in, harder and harder, while the other hand moved the buzzing toy over her clit, never letting up, never showing mercy. He told her what a slut she was, how no man would ever fuck her like he would, how she was made to be used.

She screamed when the orgasm hit. The vibrator nearly flew out of her hand, the muscles in her legs seizing so tight she thought she might cramp. The climax went on and on, rolling through her in waves so intense she nearly blacked out. The dildo slipped free, and she felt the warm, sticky flood between her legs—more than ever, a puddle soaking into the sheets. She slumped back, boneless, the toy still buzzing against her thigh.

The fantasy man vanished. The house was silent again.

She lay there, chest heaving, and let the tears come. She didn’t even try to stop them. They ran down her face, into her hair, onto the pillow. The vibrator stilled in her hand, a dead weight. She wiped her nose with the back of her arm, then stared up at the ceiling, counting the slow, ragged breaths.

She tried to imagine Steve coming in and finding her like this. Would he be disgusted? Amused? She imagined him sighing, then returning to his game, glad he didn’t have to pretend to want her tonight.

She curled up on her side, drawing her knees to her chest. The slick mess between her legs cooled quickly, sticky against her skin. She reached for the nightstand, put the toys away, and closed the drawer.

The clock said 11:02. She’d been at it less than twenty minutes. She would wake up tomorrow and wash the sheets before Steve ever knew.

Jennifer closed her eyes and tried, once again, to picture a life where she was wanted. The ache never went away, not really. It only got sharper, then dull again, like a tide that dragged her out and back, out and back, forever.

Chapter 2 - The Libido of a Sloth

By the time Jennifer arrived at the wine bar, Mary was already at their table, waving off the server with a broad, calm smile that looked as though it had never known genuine worry. The bar itself was nothing special, just one of a half-dozen places that had survived the slow death of their town's mall and the endless construction on Main. But the wood was dark, and the lights were low, the booths upholstered in battered red leather that had seen a thousand first dates and post-divorce benders. It suited them.

Jennifer shrugged out of her coat, gave herself a last once-over in the beveled wall mirror, and slid into the booth across from her friend. She managed a smile, aiming for relaxed but hitting somewhere closer to grimace. Mary didn't buy it for a second.

"You look like you're about to be executed," Mary said, voice warm but eyes sharp. "Should we order a shot to get it over with?"

Jennifer shook her head, laughing because that was what she was supposed to do. "Rough week," she offered, folding her hands on the table. They immediately twisted in her lap, picking at the hangnail on her thumb.

"Same here. Schwartz's back on the banana diet, so I get to smell his farts all night long. Wine is my only salvation." Mary flagged the server again, ordered a bottle of something from the happy hour list, and leaned in. "Seriously though. You look like you haven't slept in days."

Jennifer tried to make her face blank, but she could feel the subtle shake of her lips. "It's just stuff. And the house. And…you know. Life." She pulled the menu toward her, pretending to care about the food.

Mary let her off the hook, for now. "If life is that stressful, we need cheese. Big cheese." She pointed decisively at the charcuterie, then at the fried olives. "We'll do both. You can thank me later when you're not keeling over from low blood sugar." The server returned, poured their wine, and vanished. Mary lifted her glass. "To survival."

Jennifer matched her, clinking the rim with a sound more brittle than celebratory. She took a large swallow, felt the alcohol uncurl a tiny thread of warmth through her chest.

"Your roots are showing," Mary said, but it wasn't unkind. "You want my colorist's number?"

Jennifer snorted. "If you think your stylist can fix this, she's a miracle worker." She touched her hair, conscious of the way the blonde had faded, the roots a blunt brown stripe that widened every week.

"Nothing a little bleach can't handle. And maybe a massage, while we're at it." Mary slumped, mock-exhausted. "Or maybe I'm projecting. Mike's on a kick, wants me to get into yoga so I can be more 'flexible' for him. The subtext is not subtle." She waggled her eyebrows, then laughed at Jennifer's blush.

"At least someone's getting laid," Jennifer said. The words surprised her and tumbled out too fast.

Mary latched onto it like a dog with a squeaky toy. "Oh? Trouble in paradise?" She reached across the table, took Jennifer's hand, and squeezed. "Talk to me."

Jennifer stared at their joined hands, skin so different: Mary's tan and fine-boned, Jennifer's pale with freckles and the faintest outline of veins. She wanted to say she was fine. She wanted to be fine. Instead, she swallowed, took another gulp of wine, and shook her head.

"It's nothing. Just—Steve is always tired. He's working late. Tax season, he says." She tried to laugh. "I can't compete with a spreadsheet, I guess."

Mary rolled her eyes. "That man has the libido of a sloth. You, on the other hand…"

Jennifer snatched her hand back, embarrassed by the implication. "What? Me?"

"You've always had a healthy appetite," Mary said, eyes twinkling. "Remember New Year's five years ago? You and Steve barely made it to midnight."

"We were drunk," Jennifer said. "And younger." Her cheeks went hot, and she felt a prickle behind her eyes.

Mary sobered, sitting up straighter. "How long has it been?"

Jennifer didn't answer, not at first. The server arrived with the cheese plate, and Jennifer busied herself with arranging crackers, willing the conversation to die a natural death.

But Mary let silence hang until it threatened to smother them both. Finally, Jennifer caved.

"Almost three months," she said, voice barely audible above the jazz piped in from the ceiling. "Maybe more. Last night, I tried everything. He said he was too tired to even kiss me goodnight." She tore a piece of prosciutto, folded it into a neat square, and set it back down, unable to eat.

Mary exhaled, slow and deliberate. "Jen. Look at me." She waited until Jennifer obeyed. "That is not normal."

"I know," Jennifer said, hating the childish tremor in her voice. "But what am I supposed to do? Beg?"

Mary arched her brow. "Would you, if you thought it would work?"

Jennifer tried to joke, but the laugh died in her throat. "Maybe. God, listen to me. I sound pathetic."

"You sound human." Mary poured more wine, slid the bottle to Jennifer in a silent command to refill. "You are gorgeous, and that dress makes your tits look amazing. Any man would crawl across broken glass for a shot at you. Steve is either dead inside, or…"

"Or what?" Jennifer said, voice sharper than intended.

Mary shrugged. "Or he's depressed. Or having an affair. Or…well, sometimes men just fall off the hormone cliff." She touched Jennifer's hand again, gently this time. "But it's not you."

Jennifer wanted to believe her. But all she could think about was the way Steve avoided her gaze, the way he flinched from her touch, as if she were too bright or too needy. She saw herself through his eyes: body softening, hair thinning, eyes circled with fatigue.

"I'm forty-two, Mare," she said, staring into her wineglass as if it held the answer. "I think I'm past my expiration date."

Mary barked a laugh. "Bullshit. You are in your prime, honey. Trust me, I've seen the looks you get at the pool."

Jennifer shook her head. "Those are pity stares. Like, wow, look at the middle-aged woman trying to be sexy."

"Stop it." Mary leaned in, her voice low and fierce. "You are sexy. And you deserve to feel wanted."

Jennifer let herself believe it for half a second. Then she remembered last night: the black dildo, the way her body clamped down on it, the flood of heat that left her crying into her own hand. She remembered the fantasy of a faceless man, a stranger who could never be Steve.

She realized Mary was still watching her, waiting for something. Jennifer took a long breath. "Have you ever thought," she began, then faltered. "Have you ever thought maybe you're just too much?"

"For Mike?" Mary snorted. "If anything, he wishes I were more. Freakier, even. Sometimes I think I'm not enough." She eyed Jennifer, reading between the lines. "But that's not what you're asking."

Jennifer's voice dropped to a whisper. "I mean, what if wanting it…all the time…what if that's the problem?"

Mary grinned. "Then the problem is with the world, not you." She signaled the server again. "Two more, please. And the flourless cake."

The drinks arrived. The third glass was easier than the first, sliding down fast and sweet. Jennifer felt the edges of her shame start to dull, replaced by something like relief.

"You know what you need?" Mary said, propping her chin on her hand. "You need to get out of your head. Go somewhere nobody knows you. Dance. Flirt. Let some stranger tell you how hot you are."

Jennifer choked on her wine, laughing for real this time. "Is this your subtle way of inviting me to a strip club?"

Mary smirked. "Only if you want. But for now, how about tennis? Polk Community courts are free and mostly deserted, so perfect for beginners. It’s outdoors, and the scenery’s not bad, if you catch my drift."

Jennifer cocked her head. "I haven’t played since high school. I’d probably break my ankle."

"So we get mimosas after," Mary said, the conversation moving as easily as water. "We’ll wear cute skirts and you can ogle the college guys. And you’ll save me from yoga."

Jennifer felt herself smiling, despite everything. "Fine. But only if you promise not to judge me for how much I sweat."

Mary raised her glass. "Sweat is sexy, Jen. Trust me."

They finished the wine, and the cake, and then they sat back in their seats, the warm flush of alcohol making the world softer, rounder. For a while, neither spoke. Jennifer let herself drift, her gaze tracing the curve of her own wrist, the chipped polish on her thumb, the faint shimmer of lip gloss on the rim of her glass.

She could still feel Mary's words humming in her chest, quiet but insistent: You are sexy. You deserve to feel wanted.

When the bill came, Mary snatched it up before Jennifer could protest. "My treat. Consider it a donation towards your new life."

Jennifer made a show of rolling her eyes, but the gesture lacked heat. "Thanks. For tonight."

Mary smiled, slow and genuine. "Anytime. That's what friends are for."

They hugged in the parking lot, the air cool and smelling faintly of rain. Jennifer watched her friend walk away, hips swaying with careless confidence, and wondered if she would ever feel that certain in her own skin.

She sat in her car for a long minute before starting the engine, hands tight on the wheel. She didn't know if tennis would fix anything, or if the ache inside her would ever go away. But for the first time in weeks, the thought of tomorrow felt almost bearable.

She drove home, windows down, letting the night air sting her cheeks and clear her head. For a few blocks, she even sang along to the radio, not caring if anyone could see.

***

The next morning, Jennifer woke with the dull throb of a hangover lurking behind her eyes, but it was a welcome change from the usual ache in her chest. She padded into the kitchen, started the coffee, and checked her phone. There were three texts from Mary, sent after midnight.

First: “Don’t forget tennis. 4pm sharp, and you’re not getting out of it.”

Second: “Also, bring sunscreen and something tight. You never know who’ll be watching ;)”

Third, a photo of Mary’s cat licking itself in a position Jennifer could only describe as pornographic.

Jennifer smiled despite herself and typed a reply, “You are incorrigible.” She poured her coffee, opened the fridge, and stared at last night’s leftover Chinese. The lomein and wine had expanded in her belly, making her feel thick and puffy, her eyes even more so. She almost deleted the photo of herself from the wine bar bathroom—a snap she’d taken for a laugh, the lipstick already half-gone and her dress bunched weird at the waist. She didn’t delete it. She tried to see herself the way Mary had, but all she saw was someone straining too hard.

That afternoon, she put on her leggings and the only sports bra that still fit, then the oldest, tightest shirt she could find, the college logo faded but still readable if you squinted. She looked at herself in the bedroom mirror, tugged the hem of the shirt down, then let it ride back up, surrendering. “This is as good as it gets,” she muttered, then grabbed her tennis bag—a decade old, barely used, still with the price tag on the handle.

She arrived at the community college courts fifteen minutes early, but Mary was already there, stretching against the chain-link fence in a hot pink skirt that made her tanned legs look impossibly long. Mary spotted her and jogged over, ponytail bouncing, confidence radiating from every pore.

“Well, don’t you look like a snack,” Mary said, grinning.

Jennifer rolled her eyes. “If the snack is three months past its sell-by date.”

“Shut up and help me with these balls.” Mary handed her a hopper and started tossing practice serves, each one more violent than the last. Jennifer fumbled a few, then got the rhythm, letting the mindless task calm her nerves.

As they warmed up and tried to remember how to return a serve, Jennifer observed: the way Mary held herself, chest out and hips cocked, never self-conscious; the way Jennifer hunched her shoulders and kept her eyes down, praying nobody noticed how her belly spilled over her waistband. Even the way they gripped the racket told the total story—Mary loose and casual, Jennifer strangling it like it might bite her.

After forty minutes of missed returns and chasing balls that rolled under the neighboring fence, Mary called for a break. They collapsed onto the nearest bench, guzzling from their water bottles.

Mary said, “You’re not fooling me, you know.”

“About what?” Jennifer wiped sweat from her brow and blinked against the sun.

“About how you’re feeling. You think you’re hiding it, but you’re not.” Mary’s voice softened, but there was steel underneath. “Listen, I know Steve is—what’s the word?—moribund in bed. But that doesn’t mean you have to shrivel up with him. It’s not your fault if his dick died.”

Jennifer bristled. “I’m not shriveling.”

“You’re shriveling,” Mary said, grinning. “You’re like a beautiful grape that’s forgotten how to be wine.”

Jennifer snorted, nearly spitting her water. “That’s the worst metaphor I’ve ever heard.”

Mary nudged her. “I’m serious. You need to shake things up. Try something new. What’s the wildest thing you’ve ever done for Steve?”

Jennifer thought for a moment. “Once, I wore a crotchless teddy. He laughed. Said it looked like dental floss.”

Mary made a face. “And did you keep it on?”

“I threw it in the trash.” Jennifer tried to smile, but the memory stung. “I’ve tried everything. I’ve sent him dirty texts. I’ve tried to blow him during Wheel of Fortune. I’ve even—” she lowered her voice, glancing around the empty courts—“I’ve even told him he could do it anywhere, anytime. He never takes me up on it.”

Mary let out a low whistle. “Girl, you are wasted on that man.”

Jennifer’s cheeks went pink. “Maybe I’m too much. Or maybe he’s just…over it. Over me.”

Mary turned, full attention locked on Jennifer. “You are not too much. You are exactly the right amount. I’d kill for that ass,” she said, gesturing at Jennifer’s hips, “and your tits could end wars.” She paused, eyes narrowing with a sly glint. “You know why Mike never turns me down?”

Jennifer waited, surprised by the sudden shift.

“Because I keep it freaky,” Mary said. “I keep him guessing. Sometimes I’ll wear the weirdest shit, like crotchless latex. Or I’ll tell him to call me his boss’s name. He never knows what’s coming. Literally.”

Jennifer burst out laughing, and the tension drained from her shoulders. “Is that the secret?”

“It’s a secret if you want it to be. But honestly, you just have to stop thinking it’s you. If Steve won’t play along, find someone who will.”

Jennifer hesitated, then said, “You make it sound so easy.”

Mary shrugged. “It’s not easy. It just gets easier. You have to let go of what you think you deserve, and go after what you want. Period.”

Jennifer looked down at her hands, fingers sticky with sunblock, nails chewed to stubs. “I don’t even know what I want anymore,” she admitted. “I just know I don’t want to feel invisible.”

Mary leaned back, balancing the water bottle on her knee. “You’re not invisible. You’re in the wrong movie, is all.”

Jennifer blinked, trying to process. “Meaning?”

Mary rolled her eyes. “Meaning, you keep trying to be the perfect wife for a guy who’s not the right audience. Change the channel, Jen. Find someone who wants to watch your show.”

The words stuck, echoing as they resumed their game. The rest of the hour passed in a blur of missed shots and forced laughter, but something in Jennifer had loosened.

After their lesson, they changed in the tiny gym locker room. The smell of bleach and old sweat made Jennifer nostalgic for high school. She peeled off her soaked shirt, catching her reflection in the warped mirror. Her skin was flushed, freckled, but the cleavage was still impressive, the curve of her hip still a thing. She cupped her breasts, lifted them, tried to see what Mary saw.

Mary appeared behind her, hair damp and face glowing. “See? What did I tell you. You’re a fucking bombshell.”

Jennifer laughed, suddenly giddy. “You’re ridiculous.”

“Ridiculously right,” Mary said. She tossed Jennifer her bag, then slung her own over her shoulder. “Let’s get drinks.”

They drove to a strip mall sports joint, still in their tennis gear, and sat at the bar, legs crossed and faces shiny with sweat. The bartender—college age, tall, arms corded from lifting kegs—poured them drinks on the house after Mary made a joke about being “dangerous when dehydrated.” Jennifer watched him pour, saw his eyes linger on Mary’s legs, then on Jennifer’s chest.

It felt good. It felt better than good.

Mary leaned in, dropped her voice. “So here’s the plan: next week, we keep playing, twice a week. You get your confidence up and I avoid yoga. Your positive energy will make Steve want to fuck you—or one of the college guys will give you a proper railing..”

Jennifer barked a laugh. “Not likely.”

Mary grinned, teeth white and predatory. “You’d be surprised. Sometimes all it takes is a little competition.”

Jennifer sipped her mimosa, the bubbles sharp and sweet, and let the idea roll around in her mind. She looked at Mary, at her friend’s perfect confidence and unashamed hunger, and wondered if maybe, just maybe, she could learn to want like that.

She drained her glass, signaled for another, and said, “You’re on.”

Mary clinked her drink to Jennifer’s, and the sound rang out, bright and clean. For the first time in a long time, Jennifer felt the faintest hint of hope.

Maybe she was too much for Steve. But maybe too much was exactly what someone out there wanted.

She lifted her glass and smiled, not faked this time, as the sun caught the rim and set the whole thing shining.

***

Two days later, the plan had already grown legs. Mary texted at dawn, before Jennifer had even finished her first cup of coffee: “See you at 4pm sharp. Don’t make me hunt you down.”

Jennifer stared at the message, her thumb hovering over the reply button. She pictured herself on the court, the tennis skirt riding up her thighs, Mary bounding around like a wind-up toy, and Jennifer red-faced, sweating, arms flapping uselessly at every serve. The memory of her high school gym teacher screaming “follow through” made her wince, but the idea of disappointing Mary stung worse.

She texted back, “Fine. But you owe me happy hour.”

Mary responded instantly. “Done. Wear something short. Trust me.”

Jennifer spent ten minutes debating her outfit, then another five smoothing her hair into a ponytail that almost concealed the gray at her temples. She went for leggings at first, but at the last minute swapped them for the pleated skirt she’d ordered on a whim two months ago and immediately regretted. She dug out a sports bra with enough padding to disguise her “headlights,” and then topped it with a cheap moisture-wicking tee that clung to her in all the wrong places.

She eyed herself in the hall mirror, turning this way and that, until she finally convinced herself she looked passable. “You’re doing this for Mary,” she whispered, even as she felt the old hope flicker in her chest.

The afternoon was humid, the sky low and white, when she pulled into the Polk Community College parking lot. The tennis courts were tucked behind the athletic building, a pair of sagging nets and faded lines, the whole thing bordered by a chain-link fence that sagged in the middle. She saw Mary right away—already on the court, practicing serves, her skirt a bright slash of color against the gray. There was a man with her, maybe late forties, with a shaved head and a neon blue shirt that said “Coach.”

Mary waved frantically. “Over here, Jen!”

Jennifer squeezed through the gap in the fence, feeling suddenly twelve years old again, the nerves prickling up her arms. Mary hustled over, eyes gleaming.

“You look amazing!” she crowed, grabbing Jennifer’s arm and spinning her like a doll. “See? That skirt was made for you.”

Jennifer tried to demur. “I feel ridiculous.”

“No. You look hot. Wait until you see who’s on the next court.” Mary grinned, all teeth. “Some of the college basketball players practice over there, along with some locals. Very motivating.”

Jennifer flushed, but she couldn’t help glancing through the fence at the other court. Sure enough, three young men were goofing around, all long legs and tank tops, dark skin glistening and flexing, their laughter echoing across the asphalt. She felt instantly self-conscious, aware of every jiggle and inch of exposed thigh.

Mary had hired a guy they called “Coach,” who barked commands but mostly left them to rally and chase balls. Mary made a show of stretching, bending low, her skirt lifting higher each time. She winked at Jennifer, who couldn’t suppress a nervous giggle.

After twenty minutes, Jennifer’s face was beet red and sweat had glued the hair to her forehead, but she realized she was smiling for real, the awkwardness fading into something like fun. Every so often, she caught one of the basketball guys watching her. Each time, she told herself it was just her imagination, but each time, the look lingered a little too long.

Mary sidled up to her during a water break. “You see? They’re checking you out.”

Jennifer tried to laugh it off. “They’re probably wondering if I’m somebody’s mom.”

Mary leaned closer, her voice low and conspiratorial. “They’re wondering how you got that ass into a tennis skirt. You’re welcome.”

Jennifer rolled her eyes, but felt the heat in her cheeks, and somewhere below. For a brief, wild second, she let herself imagine being that girl again—the one who could walk past a construction site and feel the world pause, just for her.

The lesson ended, and Mary hung back, stretching the moment as long as she could. “Walk with me?” she asked.

They circled the perimeter of the courts, talking about nothing. Jennifer felt loose, almost drunk from the endorphins and the weird thrill of being noticed. At the gate, Mary stopped her.

“Listen,” she said. “I know you think I’m full of shit, but you’re gorgeous. You just forgot how to believe it.” Her eyes glittered with mischief, but also with something like concern. “Next time, wear something riskier and we’ll compete to see who gets the most looks. You, me, the boys, maybe some drinks after. What do you think?”

Jennifer hesitated, the familiar wall of doubt rising, but she was too tired to keep it standing. “I think…maybe I’d like that.”

Mary hugged her, pulling her in close. “This is just the beginning, Jen. Trust me, this will change everything.”

Jennifer clung to her, just for a second, feeling the sweat and the warmth and the strange, electric charge only Mary could summon. She stepped back, wiping her forehead, and gave a shaky laugh.

They parted ways in the parking lot. Jennifer watched Mary stride off, hips swaying, phone already to her ear. She lingered by her car, keys in hand, letting the air cool her flushed skin. The cars in the lot glimmered from the beating sun, and the sounds of traffic on the highway drifted over the trees. She felt the soreness in her arms, the pulse of her heart still going strong.

Whether from the exercise, or the looks from the men, Jennifer felt alive.

As she slid into the car, her legs shaky from both exertion and anticipation, she caught her reflection in the rearview mirror. Her face was red, hair wild, eyes bright. She looked  alive.

Chapter 3 - Tennis Rain

The next Tuesday, the humidity was thick enough to lacquer Jennifer’s skin before she even left her car. She sat with the A/C blasting, watching drops of condensation track down the windshield, dreading the moment she’d have to step outside and let the wet heat have her. She could already see Mary striding up the path toward the Polk Community College gym—a slim band of fuchsia visible above the chain-link fence. Mary’s tennis skirt was short enough to make a statement, and the magenta practically vibrated against the campus’ washed-out concrete.

Jennifer checked her own reflection in the visor mirror: pale, sun-screened, the “athleisure” top clinging a little too tightly to the soft upper curve of her breasts. Her white skirt barely covered her thighs, a fact she’d been hyper-aware of the entire drive over. She forced herself out of the car, slamming the door harder than necessary, and fell into step behind Mary, pretending not to notice the way passing students gave them sidelong looks.

Mary tossed her a grin over one shoulder. “Ready to get destroyed?” she said, already twirling her racket in a lazy figure-eight.

Jennifer tried to match her energy. “I’ll try not to trip and break a hip.”

Mary barked a laugh. “That’s the spirit. Now come on, let’s go get sweaty.”

They cut across the scrubby lawn, and Jennifer could feel the eyes on them—mostly the bored, barely adult gaze of freshmen—but she was conscious of every exposed inch of her own skin. Her calves already felt damp, and her inner thighs chafed by the time they reached the courts.

The tennis facility at PCC was less country club than community afterthought. The nets sagged in the middle; the fence was patched with twists of baling wire, and at least one post leaned like a drunken sailor. The surface was cracked, faded from green to a sickly gray. But Mary was right about one thing: the “scenery.”

Directly adjacent, only a sagging fence separating them, was the basketball court. The men playing there were impossible to ignore. Six of them, all young, all black, all in various states of gleaming, shirtless exertion. They moved with a kind of violence, a language of elbows and muscle and showboating, every shot punctuated by a howl or a wet slap of skin on skin. The ball itself sounded like a bomb when it hit the concrete.

Mary plunked her bag down on the bench, then positioned herself at the end of the court closest to the basketball game. “We’ll play over here. Trust me, the view’s better,” she said, eyes sparkling. She wasn’t even pretending to hide her interest.

Jennifer tried to act unaffected as she set her own bag beside Mary’s. “You said this was for exercise,” she muttered.

Mary winked. “Who says it can’t be both? It’ll get your blow flowing.”

They started with volleys, Mary clearly going easy on her. Jennifer’s arms burned after five minutes, the sweat already pooling in her bra. She tried to focus on the ball, on the angle of Mary’s shots, but the steady soundtrack from the basketball court kept slicing through her concentration.

Whenever a deep laugh or a shouted “God damn!” carried over, Jennifer’s head whipped in that direction. The men were all variations on a type—long legs, shoulders so broad they seemed almost impossible, torsos gleaming with sweat that caught the sun like oil. One of them stood out: tall, with a shaved head and a grin that never seemed to go away. He played with a cocky, unhurried grace, even as he dominated every possession. When he leapt, he seemed to hang in the air, each dunk punctuated by a metallic clang as the chain net shivered.

Mary saw the direction of Jennifer’s gaze and smirked, bouncing the ball off her hip. “That’s Drew. He’s here most nights. You get used to it.”

Jennifer tried to scoff, but her mouth was dry. “You know their names?”

“Please. I know their entire rotation. They finish games faster than we can get through a set.” Mary lobbed a serve, which Jennifer missed by a foot. The ball ricocheted off the fence and rattled back toward the basketball court. One of the players—Drew—scooped it up before it stopped rolling and spun it once on his finger.

“Ball got a little lost,” he called over, voice low and easy. He looked straight at Jennifer, his eyes lingering a fraction longer than necessary. He held the tennis ball in his palm, then tossed it high over the fence, perfectly arced toward her. Jennifer almost fumbled the catch, the ball glancing off her fingers before she snatched it.

She laughed, awkward and loud. “Thanks,” she called back, feeling her face flush all the way to the roots.

Mary jogged over, not missing a beat. “What did I tell you? Scenery.”

They resumed their rally, but Jennifer found herself missing easy returns, her focus flickering. Every time Drew or one of his friends shouted or let loose a cackling laugh, she felt it right behind her navel. She tried to aim a shot away from Mary, misjudged, and the ball sailed over the fence onto the basketball court.

Within seconds, Drew had it, spinning it casually before tossing it underhand over the fence. “Gotta be careful with that backswing,” he said, eyes twinkling.

Jennifer could only nod, flustered. Mary jogged over and caught the ball, then lingered by the fence, chatting with the guys for a minute. Jennifer could see the way Mary’s body language shifted—hips cocked, arms folded under her chest, head tilted back as she laughed at something Drew said. Jennifer felt an odd twist in her stomach, equal parts jealousy and excitement.

When Mary returned, she was grinning. “They’re playing until dark,” she reported. “Want to make a bet on how many shirts will be off by then?”

Jennifer rolled her eyes, but couldn’t help glancing back through the fence. Drew had in fact stripped off his jersey, revealing a chest crisscrossed with thin white scars and a tattoo over his left pectoral. It was an intricate black crown, stark against the deep brown of his skin.

Jennifer’s next serve was wild, shooting straight into the net. She let out a frustrated breath.

Mary leaned in close, voice pitched low. “You want to take a break? Watch for a minute?”

Jennifer considered protesting, but her curiosity got the better of her. “Just a minute.”

They set their rackets on the bench and walked to the edge of the tennis court, leaning into the fence as if they were teenagers again. Jennifer tried to act bored, but her pulse was racing. The basketball game was a chaos of bodies and sound. Every movement was efficient, every motion purposeful. The players called to each other by nickname—“Yo, King!” or “Get up, Mo!”—but Drew was always the center of gravity.

He took a pass from half-court and drove straight at the hoop, spinning past defenders, his shoulders glistening. He launched into the air, and for a second Jennifer was convinced he could fly. The dunk rattled the whole backboard, chain net clanging. Drew landed and turned, locking eyes with Jennifer for just a moment. He grinned, then wiped his forehead with the back of his hand and laughed, deep and satisfied.

Beside her, Mary let out a long, slow whistle. “Damn,” she said under her breath. “If that doesn’t make you want to get laid, I don’t know what will.”

Jennifer snorted, but the words hit her somewhere soft. She remembered the long, desperate nights at home—the way Steve’s body always seemed just out of reach. Here, the hunger was raw, visible, almost obscene in its honesty. She realized, with a start, how much she missed that.

They watched until the end of the game; the sun melting down behind the trees. At some point, Drew’s friends spotted the two of them watching and started showing off—fast breaks, wild fadeaway shots, even a couple of playful shoves that ended in sprawling laughter. The energy was infectious. Jennifer leaned forward, pressing her knuckles into the chain-link, not caring that the sweat was streaking her cheeks and dampening her hairline.

When the game finally broke up, Drew walked over to the fence, towel slung over his shoulders. “You ladies come out here often?” he asked, the corners of his mouth quirking up.

Mary answered first, all easy charm. “We’re trying to make it a habit,” she said, elbowing Jennifer in the ribs. “You guys are a hard act to follow.”

Drew looked at Jennifer, letting the silence stretch. “You got a good arm,” he said, nodding at her. “Just need to work on your control.”

Jennifer flushed. “I’ll practice,” she said, and immediately hated how girlish she sounded.

Drew just grinned. “I’ll be here.”

He turned and jogged back to his friends, leaving Jennifer and Mary in a silence loaded with static.

Midway through their second set, a spit of rain started. At first it was just a mist, then a real drizzle, each droplet fat and warm. The tennis balls picked up a sheen, slipping off Jennifer’s racket with a dull thunk. Mary called a break, jogging over to the bench and dragging her skirt over her thighs.

“We should pack it in,” Jennifer said, glancing at the black clouds rolling in over the highway.

Mary ignored her, eyes glued to the basketball game. “They don’t quit for a little rain,” she said, nodding at the men. “Told you. Stamina for days.”

Jennifer tried to laugh, but her mouth was dry. The rain did nothing to slow the men; if anything, it made them play harder, shirts plastered to their chests or stripped off entirely. Drew was everywhere at once, his skin slick, every muscle popping as he pivoted, drove, and dunked. The droplets on his back ran in perfect beads down his spine.

Mary leaned close, voice low. “You ever notice how black guys just… move differently?”

Jennifer sputtered, “Mary!” She wanted to walk away, but couldn’t tear her eyes from the spectacle.

Mary gave a knowing smirk, as if reading her mind. “I mean, come on. Look at him.” She tipped her chin at Drew. “He’s got it all—size, confidence, endurance. I bet you a hundred bucks he’s even better in bed.”

Jennifer’s skin went hot. “You’re disgusting.”

Mary cackled. “Please. Like you never thought about it?” She let the question hang, her gaze sharp on Jennifer’s face. When Jennifer didn’t answer, Mary’s smile shifted, softer, almost conspiratorial.

“I’ve been with a couple black guys,” she said, as if she were admitting to shoplifting. “Back in college, and then… well, sometimes Mike and I play around.” She paused, eyes glinting. “The myths are mostly true. But the best part isn’t even the size or any of that. It’s how… uninhibited it is. No guilt, no ‘making love,’ just pure, messy, animal fucking. Sometimes that’s all you need.”

Jennifer felt the world drop out under her feet. She tried to recall all the times Mary had let slip some offhand comment about “variety,” or Mike’s “open mind,” and felt like a fool for missing the clues.

“You’re not serious,” Jennifer whispered, even as her eyes flicked back to the court.

“Oh, I’m dead serious.” Mary let the words settle. “I love Mike, I really do. But sometimes you want something rougher. Something… different. And those guys? They know what to do with a woman like you.”

Jennifer’s chest fluttered, every nerve on fire. “I could never,” she said, but the words had no force behind them.

Mary shrugged. “Suit yourself. But honestly, why keep starving? It’s not like Steve’s going to wake up and start treating you like a queen.” She reached over and squeezed Jennifer’s thigh. “You’ve got a body built for sin, Jen. Why not let someone appreciate it?”

Jennifer stared down at her own legs, the rain making the fine blonde hairs stand up. Her skirt was nearly see-through now, the outline of her panties ghosting underneath. Her nipples pressed hard against the damp fabric of her top, plain as day.

Across the fence, Drew let loose a monstrous dunk, chain net rattling so loud it echoed. He stood there a second, breathing hard, shirtless, the rain turning his skin glossy and electric. He caught her watching, gave a little smirk, and winked.

The air in Jennifer’s lungs went tight, electric. She didn’t have to look at Mary to know she was grinning.

For the rest of the game, Jennifer couldn’t look away. The way Drew planted his feet, the way his thighs powered him up, the way he commanded the court. She imagined what he’d feel like pressed against her, holding her down, not asking permission.

Mary sidled closer, voice velvet and slow. “Just imagine what he could do to you, Jen. Not the Drew part—any of them. They don’t hold back. They don’t worry about hurting your feelings. They just want to fuck. And you… you need that.”

Jennifer tried to protest, but her voice wouldn’t work. Her mouth was dry as cotton. All she could do was stand there in the rain, clothes sticking to her, pulse thudding in her throat.

She watched Drew steal a pass, drive through three defenders, and finish with a backward slam. He landed, grinned, and let his gaze slide over her again, slow as honey.

Jennifer swallowed. She couldn’t deny the ache blooming inside her, the heavy, swollen need. It was almost worse than being ignored—this feeling of being seen.

Mary patted her arm. “Let’s go get a drink. You look like you could use one.”

They left the courts together, but the memory of Drew’s eyes lingered, following Jennifer all the way home.

***

Jennifer drove home in a quiet so thick it rang in her ears. The radio stayed off. She gripped the steering wheel with both hands, knuckles blanched, every muscle in her neck burning from the tension. For a long time, she tried not to think about the basketball court—about Drew, about his eyes, about the way the rain made his skin look almost wetly edible. She replayed Mary’s words, the crude confession and the bolder suggestion beneath it. The words ran loops inside her head: “Why keep starving? You’ve got a body built for sin, Jen. Let someone appreciate it.”

She barely remembered getting home. Her hands were shaking when she unlocked the door, and her breath still came in short, shallow pulls. The house was silent, except for the click of her sandals on the tile and the drone of Steve’s television from the other room.

She found him in the den, huddled over his laptop, surrounded by spreadsheets and a battlefield of energy drink cans. He glanced up when she entered, eyes flicking over her tennis skirt and then away.

“You’re back early,” he said, not unkindly, but not really paying attention.

“Rain,” Jennifer said. “It got miserable out.”

He nodded, already half-turned to his laptop again. “Figures. Gonna be stormy all week. Maybe we should call the roofer about that leak.”

She waited a beat, hoping he’d notice the sweat still drying on her skin, the flush in her cheeks, her nipple poking through her top. He didn’t. She watched him tap at the keys, the blue glow of the screen reflected in his glasses. She wanted to scream.

Instead, she went upstairs, shed her wet clothes, and stood naked in the bathroom, staring at her own body in the fogged mirror. She touched the rise of her hips, the curve of her breast, the faint, pink lines on her inner thighs. She remembered the way Drew looked at her—really looked, like he could see the hunger written on her skin—and a heat flickered in her belly. She pressed a cool washcloth to her face, trying to kill the flush, but the memory was like an ember, impossible to smother.

She dressed for bed early, choosing the silkiest nightgown she owned—a pale, nearly transparent thing with lace trim that skimmed her nipples and barely concealed her curves. She checked herself in the mirror, tilting her breasts higher in the cups, smoothing her hair, dabbing on a whisper of perfume behind her ears. She felt foolish, but underneath was a sick, desperate hope.

She padded downstairs, the thin nightgown floating around her thighs, and stopped just inside the den. Steve didn’t look up. She stood there, silent, until he finally noticed her presence.

He glanced up, eyebrows raised. “What’s up?”

She crossed her arms, feeling the cool air tighten her nipples under the fabric. “I was hoping we could… you know. Maybe go to bed together? It’s been a while.”

He blinked, like the idea hadn’t occurred to him. “Now?” He checked his watch. “I need to finish this report before tomorrow, hon. But maybe after?” He gave a sheepish smile.

She forced herself to laugh. “Sure. I’ll just be upstairs.”

She waited an hour. Two. She listened to the muted clicks of his keyboard, the rumble of his chair, the scrape of a soda can being drained and tossed. When he finally came to bed, it was after midnight. He smelled like caffeine and stress. He climbed under the sheets and rolled away from her, phone in hand.

Jennifer slid closer, spooning him, pressing her breasts into his back. She let her hand drift over his hip, her mouth near his ear. “Steve,” she whispered. “Please.”

He tensed. “I’m so tired, Jen,” he muttered. “Long week. Can we do this tomorrow? I just want to sleep.”

She pulled away, shame burning through her. She rolled to her side, facing the wall. Her breath stuttered, thick with hurt. She stayed that way for a long time, skin pressed against cold sheets, heart thumping behind her ribs.

When she was sure Steve was asleep—softly snoring, his phone gone slack in his hand—Jennifer slipped from bed and padded to the bathroom. She turned on the fan to cover any sound, locked the door, and sat on the closed toilet, nightgown hiked around her waist.

She closed her eyes and let the night play back in her mind: Drew’s body, the violent grace of him, the heat of his gaze. She pictured him standing over her, shirtless, sweat trickling down his chest. She imagined his hands—bigger than Steve’s, callused, powerful—cupping her jaw, pushing her knees apart, holding her down while he pressed himself against her.

Jennifer’s hand found its way between her thighs, two fingers stroking the slick, aching place she’d been trying to ignore. She circled her clit, slow at first, then faster, the pressure building until her hips bucked off the seat. She bit her knuckle to keep from crying out, but the orgasm crested so hard her whole body shuddered. Her other hand clamped around her breast, pinching the nipple until she saw stars.

The wave rolled through her, wringing every muscle tight, leaving her legs shaking and her lungs empty. When it finally ebbed, she stayed hunched on the toilet, heartbeat still frantic, her hand sticky and trembling. She tried to catch her breath, tried to process what she’d just done, but the guilt was already pooling in her gut.

She wiped herself clean, then washed her hands three times, scrubbing away the evidence. She stared at her reflection: cheeks burning, pupils blown wide. She looked like a stranger.

Back in bed, she lay awake for hours, every nerve awake and raw. She wondered what it would feel like to be reckless, to let someone touch her without shame or apology. The thought terrified her, but it was the only thing that made her feel alive.

Downstairs, the refrigerator hummed, and the house creaked with the settling of night. Steve never stirred.

Jennifer turned on her side, staring at the wall until her eyes blurred, wondering if she’d ever have the nerve to chase what she wanted. She had no idea that, even now, Mary was already setting up the next match—one where losing was the whole point.

Chapter 4 - Muscles and Hints

Jennifer arrived at the Polk Community College courts with her heart thrumming so loud it made her ears hot. She'd left home early, taking an absurd amount of time to get ready. The process had felt like prepping for a high-stakes job interview: she’d redone her hair twice, tried three different foundations, and settled on a cherry-red lipstick that drew a hard line between her lips and her freckled skin. Her tennis skirt was the shortest she owned, one of those "inspiration purchases" meant for women ten pounds lighter and two decades younger. The top was sleeveless, white, ribbed just enough to suggest braless even though the shelf bra inside did all the heavy lifting.

As she slid out of her car, the air hit her with the heat of an oven. The courts shimmered a dull, sun-bleached green, the painted lines all but vanished under years of half-hearted maintenance. The chain-link fence quivered in the haze. Jennifer hesitated, smoothing the back of her skirt, then grabbed her racket and forced herself toward the gate.

Mary was already there, as always, stretching in a way that looked both accidental and calculated. Her skirt was neon orange this time, blinding against her tan, and she had a new pair of reflective sunglasses propped up on her nose. When she caught sight of Jennifer, she stilled and grinned, eyes hidden but intent obvious.

"Somebody got the memo about cute tennis outfits," Mary called, voice pitched just high enough to carry across the concrete.

Jennifer felt the gaze of everybody on the courts swivel her way. She waved and tried to look casual, knowing her arms jiggled more than she’d like. "You said to wear something tight," she shot back, regretting it as soon as she saw Mary's smirk deepen.

Mary walked over, racket swinging loose from her fingers. "You look like you stepped out of a sports catalog. Love the lipstick."

Jennifer laughed, too loud, and felt the sweat bead under her hairline. She dropped her bag on the splintery bench and took out a bottle of water, stalling for time. "Just trying to keep up," she said.

"Well, you'll make the boys on the court lose their minds," Mary said, tipping her sunglasses down so Jennifer could see the glint in her eyes. "Or at least distract them for a few turnovers."

Jennifer pretended not to understand, but she couldn't help glancing through the fence to the basketball courts. The same guys as last time, maybe a few new ones, but all variations on a theme: tall, young, sweating through their shirts or, in several cases, not bothering with shirts at all. She clocked Drew instantly—the shaved head, the rolling laugh, the thick arms and chest like an anatomy diagram come to life. He wore a sleeveless black tee that clung to his skin in wet patches, and as he moved, Jennifer caught sight of a band of ink circling his upper bicep, something dark and tribal.

She felt herself clench, low in her belly.

Mary started them with light volleys, but Jennifer missed the first three returns, the ball skittering off her racket into the net. Mary said nothing, only raised an eyebrow as she served again, a little slower this time. Jennifer forced herself to focus, tracking the ball with the single-mindedness of a hunting dog, but it was impossible to ignore the background hum of the basketball game. Every time a ball smacked the backboard or someone let out a whoop, her concentration wavered.

Drew was everywhere at once: driving to the rim, snatching rebounds, shouting directions at his teammates. When he laughed, it was a deep, booming thing that seemed to vibrate right through the fence into Jennifer's spine. Sometimes, when the action paused, his eyes would wander, and more than once she caught him looking straight at her.

After the first ten minutes, her shirt was glued to her back with sweat. Her makeup, painstakingly applied, had migrated, and she knew her cheeks were a ridiculous shade of pink. But every time Drew looked her way, she stood up straighter, arched her back, and forced herself to keep playing.

Mary, for her part, seemed to notice the way Jennifer's gaze kept drifting. She started aiming her returns close to the fence, making Jennifer chase balls right up to the boundary line. The first time it happened, Jennifer scrambled and nearly twisted her ankle on a patch of loose gravel. The ball plunked against the fence and rolled directly onto the basketball court.

Before she could react, Drew jogged over and scooped it up. He spun the tennis ball on his palm, then leaned on the fence, staring down at her from a foot taller. Up close, he was even more intimidating: face smooth, jaw sharp, dark skin glistening with sweat and heat.

"You lost something," he said, his voice pitched low but friendly. He bounced the ball against the chain-link, then shot her a grin that was pure mischief. "You need me to come over there and give you some lessons?"

Jennifer flushed, feeling the heat move from her face to her neck. "No thanks," she managed, taking the ball through the fence. "I can handle it."

He laughed, looking her up and down with no attempt at subtlety. "Yeah, I bet you can."

Mary, ever the opportunist, called from the far end of the court. "You okay down there? If you want to take a break, just say the word!"

Jennifer shot her a glare, but Mary just blew a kiss and went back to practicing serves.

Drew lingered for another beat, like he was waiting for her to say something else. When she didn't, he winked, then jogged back to his game, the muscles in his legs bunching under the sheen of sweat.

Jennifer's hands shook as she returned to the baseline.

For the next half hour, Mary kept the pressure on. She'd started playing real sets, not letting up on speed or spin, and Jennifer's arms burned with effort. But every few points, Mary would hit another ball wild, sending it toward the fence and forcing Jennifer into proximity with the basketball game. Each time, Jennifer felt her skin prickle, the hair on her arms standing up. Sometimes she could hear Drew's voice, calling out plays or talking trash to his friends. Sometimes she'd catch him watching her, head tilted, lips quirked in a slow smile.

At the water break, Jennifer collapsed on the bench, chest heaving, her sports bra soaked straight through. She fanned herself with her hand, trying to cool down.

Mary sat next to her, close enough that their knees touched. She pulled her sunglasses off and gave Jennifer a long, appraising look. "You know they're watching you, right?" she said, not bothering to lower her voice. "Especially that one with the tattoo."

Jennifer tried to laugh it off, but her face felt like it was on fire. "You're insane."

Mary shrugged. "He's not exactly subtle. I mean, if you want to stare, at least be cool about it."

Jennifer rolled her eyes, but the words landed. She wiped the sweat from her brow and took a long pull from her water bottle, not trusting herself to speak.

Mary leaned in, her voice softening. "Listen, Jen. You can pretend you're just here to play tennis, but we both know you need this. You need to be seen. There's nothing wrong with that."

Jennifer looked down at her thighs, at the way the skirt rode up when she sat. The freckles on her skin were darker in the sun, and a patch of chub bulged over the hem of her skirt. But when she caught Drew's gaze from across the fence—so openly hungry, so unashamed—she felt less like a cliche and more like a real, flesh-and-blood woman. Someone who could be wanted.

She put her water down and stood, gripping her racket so tight her fingers ached. "One more set," she said. "Then you owe me a drink."

Mary smiled, proud and maybe a little relieved. "You got it, babe. But if you want to win, you'd better stop checking out the neighbors."

Jennifer laughed, the sound loud and loose, and felt the last of her self-consciousness burn off in the heat. She walked back to the baseline, ready to play, not caring if her skirt rode up or her lipstick was gone.

By the end of the match, her arms and legs shook with exhaustion, but she’d forgotten to be embarrassed. She lingered by the fence to stretch, catching Drew’s eye one last time as he wiped down with a towel, his tattoo gleaming in the fading sun.

He called out, “See you around,” and there was something in the way he said it that felt like a dare.

Jennifer straightened up, heart pounding, and found herself smiling. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt this alive.

Chapter 5 - Heat Is On

Jennifer spent an hour and a half getting ready for tennis. She started with a deep exfoliating scrub in the shower, lingering on her calves and behind her knees, then toweled off so hard it left her skin raw and pink. She moisturized twice, kneading lotion into her thighs until every dimple was gone, then got on her hands and knees in the bathroom and plucked errant hairs from her ankles. She did her makeup in the magnifying mirror, foundation light and dewy, a careful wedge of brown shadow above the lids and two coats of mascara—enough to open her eyes but not so much that Mary would accuse her of “getting dolled up for college boys.” Lip balm, not gloss. She’d read somewhere that gloss looked desperate over forty.

Her hair was a battle. She blow-dried it in sections, pulling it straight, then brushed it until the static made it stand out like a halo. She considered an updo but left it down, brushing it over her left shoulder so the lighter streaks would catch the sun. Then she tried on all three tennis skirts she owned. The white one was easily the shortest, an inch above her comfort zone, but the blue showed sweat stains. She pulled the white skirt up over her hips, turning in the mirror. Her ass looked a little too ripe in profile, the hem barely covering the edge of her thighs. She tried tugging it lower, but the elastic just rebounded.

The top was sleeveless, low-cut, white ribbed cotton. She wore a sports bra underneath, but it did little to conceal her nipples, which were already erect from the bathroom’s chill. Jennifer considered putting on a tank top over it, but the vision of herself as a wilted wallflower made her want to retch. She left it off, daring Mary to comment. She finished the look with a clean pair of white sneakers, ankle socks, and a spray of the perfume Steve never noticed anymore. The tennis bag was an afterthought.

Downstairs, she made a show of bustling around the kitchen, filling her water bottle, pretending to look for her keys, but really just dragging out the moment. She caught her own reflection in the microwave's glass and felt a surge of shame—like a teenager sneaking out in her mother’s heels. There was a smudge of lipstick on her incisor, and she rubbed it away, over-correcting so her lips looked bitten.

She drove to the courts with the windows down, even though the AC was blasting. Her thighs stuck to the seat. She tried to regulate her breathing, but her heart wouldn’t slow. She thought about turning around twice—once at the main road, once at the college parking lot. But she pressed on, telling herself she was being ridiculous, telling herself it was just tennis, that Mary would mock her for “overthinking” like always.

The parking lot was mostly empty. Jennifer sat in her car, scrolling through her phone, waiting until 3:55 before heading toward the courts. She saw Mary right away, racket slung across her shoulders, hip cocked, sunglasses perched on her head like a crown. Her skirt today was electric blue, almost a parody of “athletic chic,” and her top was a neon tank that showed off tan shoulders and arms.

Mary saw Jennifer and whistled, a two-note catcall that made Jennifer’s face flush. “Damn, girl,” Mary called, voice echoing off the concrete. “Trying to win by intimidation?”

Jennifer tried for a laugh, but it came out strangled. “I haven’t even warmed up.”

Mary closed the gap in two long strides. She put her hand on Jennifer’s waist, fingers pressing just above the hip bone. “You look good. Seriously. Did you lose weight?”

Jennifer rolled her eyes. “Hardly.”

Mary grinned. “Well, you’re glowing. Like, actual MILF energy. If you get hit on by a freshman, I’m not responsible.”

Jennifer didn’t know what to say, so she just shrugged and hoisted her bag onto the nearest bench. She tried to avoid looking at the basketball courts, but the shouts and the hollow thunk of rubber on asphalt pulled her eyes again and again. The players were already there, four of them, two in mesh shorts and bare chests, two others with shirts already dripping wet. Drew was easy to spot—he towered a head above the rest, bald scalp gleaming in the late afternoon light, broad shoulders rippling each time he reached for the ball. The tribal tattoo on his arm was bolder in person, a dark slash of ink that wrapped around his bicep and crawled up to his deltoid. Even from a distance, Jennifer could see the sweat beading on his skin.

Mary noticed her gaze. “Our audience is back,” she said, not bothering to lower her voice. “Try not to trip over your tongue, okay?”

Jennifer felt the blush rise again, hot and stubborn. “You’re an ass,” she said, but there was no bite to it.

They started with stretches, but Mary kept glancing toward the basketball game. “They’re good, right?” she whispered, voice like a kid sharing gossip in church. “Drew’s got a vertical that’s fucking insane. And those arms…” She fanned herself theatrically.

Jennifer snorted. “You have a husband, Mare.”

“So? Mike likes it when I watch.” She grinned. “Besides, we’re not dead. You’re allowed to look.”

Jennifer bent forward to touch her toes, conscious of how her skirt hiked up, the hem revealing the lower curve of her thighs. She pretended not to care, but when she straightened up, she caught Drew watching from the far side of the court, one hand shading his eyes, expression amused.

Mary caught the exchange and nudged her. “Told you. You’re making waves.”

The sun was merciless. Within minutes, Jennifer was sweating, her hair plastered to the back of her neck. The balls were heavy and unresponsive, the surface of the court slightly warped, so every bounce was unpredictable. Mary ran Jennifer ragged, making her sprint from one corner to the next, but Jennifer’s concentration kept slipping. She’d start to track the ball, then catch a glimpse of Drew in her peripheral vision—cutting through defenders, palms gliding the ball behind his back, or just standing at the top of the key, head cocked, lips parted. Every time he jumped for a rebound, his entire body seemed to compress and then explode upward. It was almost obscene, the display of power and balance.

By the third game, Jennifer’s returns were hopeless. She missed four serves in a row, then lobbed a ball right over the fence, where it landed with a sad bounce at the feet of one of Drew’s teammates. The guy picked it up, spun it on his finger, and tossed it back underhand. “Heads up,” he called. Jennifer barely caught it, her hands slick with sweat.

Mary sauntered over, grinning. “You got a case of the yips, babe?”

Jennifer wiped her forehead with the heel of her hand. “I’m just tired. Didn’t sleep last night.”

“Yeah, right,” Mary said. She lowered her voice to a whisper. “Or maybe you’re just distracted by the view?”

Jennifer groaned, but couldn’t help glancing through the fence again. Drew had the ball now, and was dribbling in place, head down, watching her from under his lashes. When he saw her looking, he grinned—no, smirked—and did a little hesitation move, crossing the ball from right to left, before rocketing toward the basket and finishing with a two-handed dunk. The chain net clanged, and his friends whooped.

Mary fanned herself again. “Goddamn,” she said. “If I had a uterus left, it would’ve just exploded.”

Jennifer laughed, loud and a little hysterical. “I think I need more water.”

They took a break on the bench. Mary rummaged through her bag, then produced a chilled bottle from her cooler sleeve. “Here. Hydrate, slut.”

Jennifer gulped half of it, the cold so intense it made her teeth ache. She kept her head down, hoping the breeze would dry the sweat on her scalp.

Mary leaned in, her voice suddenly serious. “Hey. Can I tell you something, and you promise not to freak?”

Jennifer tensed. “What?”

“Drew’s been asking about you. Like, legit. Last week, when you left early? He came over and asked if you were single.”

Jennifer nearly choked on her water. “He did not.”

Mary shrugged, her expression studiously casual. “I mean, I might’ve exaggerated how available you were, but… he’s interested. Like, really interested.”

Jennifer stared at the court. Drew had his back to her now, shirt off, toweling his face. The tattoo gleamed black against his skin, and a bead of sweat traced down his spine, disappearing below the waistband of his shorts.

Mary nudged her again, conspiratorial. “It’s not a big deal. You know college guys—they’re obsessed with older women. It’s a whole thing.”

Jennifer shook her head. “He’s barely legal, Mare.”

“So? You’re not planning to marry him. Just… I don’t know. Have a little fun. Lord knows you need it.” Mary’s eyes softened, voice dropping. “Steve hasn’t even looked at you for months, right? You said so yourself.”

Jennifer looked away, unable to answer.

Mary patted her thigh. “I’m not saying you have to do anything. But if you want to, I’d cover for you. No judgment.”

Jennifer let the words hang in the air. The sound of sneakers on pavement, the echo of laughter, the distant shriek of a referee’s whistle from inside the gym. It all seemed to recede, leaving just the heat, and the pressure building in her chest.

Mary leaned in, lips close to Jennifer’s ear. “Listen. I’ve been there. You get starved for so long, you forget what it’s like to feel… wanted. I’m telling you, black dick is the best dick. Believe me. Nothing compares to it—the size, the stamina. And college guys don’t want emotional complications. Just pure pleasure.”

Jennifer gaped, scandalized. “Jesus, Mary.”

Mary laughed, loud and unashamed. “What? It’s the truth. You don’t have to take my word for it—try it yourself.”

Jennifer shook her head, but the image was lodged now, deep and dangerous. The ache in her belly had been replaced by a new sensation—half hunger, half terror.

Mary stood, stretching her arms above her head. “Come on. One more set, then drinks.”

Jennifer followed, but her legs felt unsteady. Every time she moved, the skirt swished against her skin, the fabric damp and clinging. She could feel her nipples pebbling through the top, could feel Drew’s eyes tracking her from the other side of the fence.

***

The next five minutes of tennis were a blur. Jennifer couldn’t stop replaying Mary’s words—black dick is the best dick, believe me—every syllable ricocheting inside her skull. The phrase made her feel exposed, as if every person on campus knew exactly what she was thinking. She tried to focus on her game, but the racket felt foreign in her grip and the balls kept bouncing wild. She wondered if Mary was watching her, waiting for her to trip and flash her ass to the basketball court. The idea made her dizzy.

Mary was the first to cave. She paused mid-rally, checked her phone, and scowled. “Ugh. Mike needs me for something,” she said, but Jennifer could tell by her tone it wasn’t urgent. “He probably wants me to pick up steaks or something, because God forbid he walks into a grocery store.” Mary rolled her eyes, then put a hand on Jennifer’s shoulder, fingers squeezing just a little too tight. “You okay? You seem… off today.”

Jennifer managed a shaky laugh. “Just tired.”

Mary gave her a long, unreadable look, then leaned in close, lips brushing Jennifer’s ear. “Stay and watch,” she whispered. “Give yourself permission to feel good again. Raincheck on the drink.”

Jennifer barely nodded before Mary was gone, gym bag swinging from her shoulder, hair whipping behind her as she headed for the parking lot. Jennifer stood on the court, clutching her racket in both hands, not sure what to do with herself.

She tried to practice serves, but the movements felt robotic. She couldn’t stop glancing at the basketball game. Drew was in the zone now—every move bigger, every drive more explosive. When he shot, he hung in the air a little longer than necessary, letting the muscles in his legs flex and tremble. When he passed, it was with a whip of his arm that made the tattoo ripple. The other guys were good, but Drew made them look like they were moving underwater.

He knew he was being watched. Every so often, he’d catch Jennifer’s eye, then smile, a slow, almost lazy spread of lips that was equal parts challenge and invitation.

After twenty minutes, the game wound down. The guys split up, three heading toward the locker room, Drew hanging back to shoot free throws. Jennifer pretended to collect balls along the fence, but really she was just staring. Each time Drew jumped, his shorts hiked up a little, revealing the thickness of his thighs, the roundness of his ass. His entire body gleamed, sweat running in channels down his back and pooling at the small of his spine. Jennifer wondered what he smelled like—if it was sour and sharp, or something darker, almost sweet.

She tried to look away, but Drew was suddenly right there, leaning against the fence. His breathing was fast but even, and his chest rose and fell in a hypnotic rhythm. He wiped his face with a towel, then draped it around his neck.

“Looking good today, Mrs. Hollis,” he called, voice pitched just for her. Using her last name was a jolt—formal, but with a smirk underneath.

Jennifer fumbled her water bottle, nearly dropping it. “How do you know my name?”

He shrugged, an easy roll of shoulders. “Mary told me. She talks about you all the time. Said you were the best tennis player out here.”

Jennifer snorted, embarrassed. “She’s lying.”

He grinned wider. “She said you were shy, but I don’t buy it. Not with how you dress.”

Jennifer felt her face go hot. “This is just… it’s just tennis clothes.”

Drew looked her up and down, not bothering to be subtle. His eyes tracked from her calves to her thighs, pausing on the hem of the skirt, then climbing up her body, lingering on her chest. “Looks good on you,” he said, voice lower now. “You should show it off more.”

Jennifer knew she should walk away, but her feet wouldn’t move. She felt naked under his gaze, the sweat on her skin magnifying every nerve ending.

Drew leaned closer to the fence, resting his big hands on the top rail. His forearms were slick and veiny, the tattoo bold against his skin. “You ever play basketball?” he asked.

Jennifer shook her head. “Not really.”

“You should come over sometime. I’ll teach you.” His eyes narrowed, conspiratorial. “You can handle balls, right?”

She nearly laughed, but the sound caught in her throat. “I’m old enough to be your mother,” she blurted.

He looked her dead in the eye. “Nah. Maybe my hot aunt, but not my mom.” He winked. “Anyway, age just means experience. I think I like your experience. Bet you know things these college girls don’t.”

The words hit her straight between the legs. She felt herself grow wet, a slow throb building in her pelvis. She imagined what Mary had said about “pure pleasure,” about being wanted without pretense or apology.

She tried to recover, but her hands were trembling. “I should go,” she said, voice barely more than a squeak.

Drew didn’t move, just let his gaze travel the length of her body again. “I’ll be here Monday,” he said. “In case you change your mind about handling some balls.” He grinned, wider this time. “You can bring your friend. Or not.”

Jennifer shoved her things in her bag, fingers numb. She started walking, but Drew’s friends—now clustered at the entrance to the men’s locker room—saw her coming and laughed. One of them whistled, a long slide of sound.

Drew called after her: “See you around, Mrs. Hollis!” His friends echoed the line, voices overlapping and lewd.

Jennifer kept her head down and her pace brisk, but every nerve in her body tingled. She could feel the wetness in her underwear, could feel the skirt clinging to the back of her thighs. She wanted to be mortified, but mostly she was just hungry.

In the car, she sat for a full minute, knuckles white on the steering wheel. The voice in her head screamed that this was wrong, that she was embarrassing herself, that Steve would die if he knew. But the ache in her belly drowned everything else out.

She drove home with the windows up, the heat of the sun trapped in the car like a fever. Every time she shifted in the seat, her clit pulsed against the seam of her underwear. By the time she hit her street, she was ready to explode.

At a red light, she let her hand drift to her thigh, then higher, slipping under the hem of her skirt. She pressed her palm flat against her crotch, felt the heat and slickness there, and bit down hard on her lower lip.

When the light turned green, she pulled her hand away, shaking.

She told herself it was just a phase, a blip, that it would pass. But even as she unlocked her front door and climbed the stairs, she knew she was lying.

The memory of Drew’s voice echoed in her head: I think I like your experience.

She tried to banish it, but it clung to her skin, stubborn and hot, all the way up to her bedroom.

***

The first thing Jennifer did when she got home was head straight for the shower. She stripped in the hallway, not caring if the blinds were open, then let the hot water scald her skin until it turned blotchy. She scrubbed everywhere, hard, as if she could sand off the layer of shame that had settled over her since leaving the tennis courts. But no matter how much she lathered, she couldn’t wash away the ghost of Drew’s voice, the memory of his eyes on her body, the pounding wet heat that wouldn’t die.

She washed her hair twice, then stood under the spray until the water cooled and her legs went numb. She shaved her armpits, then her pubic hair, taking care to make it perfectly even. She dried herself with Steve’s towel, then stared at her reflection in the foggy mirror. The eyes that looked back at her were too bright, almost wild. Her lips were cracked, and she licked them, then traced her tongue over the curve of her teeth. For a moment she pictured Drew’s mouth—full, dark, the little groove above his top lip—and felt her knees buckle.

She found Steve in the den, slouched on the couch with his laptop open, golf highlights on mute in the background. The smell of beer and takeout lingered in the air. She hovered at the doorway, naked except for the towel, waiting for him to look up. He did, after a while, and gave her a distracted smile.

“Hey, Jen. You want some of this lomein?” He pointed at the greasy container next to his mouse pad.

She shook her head. “No, I’m good.”

He shrugged and went back to his spreadsheets. The only sounds were the tap of keys and the wet chew of noodles in his mouth.

She padded to the bedroom and chose her most revealing nightgown—a thin, navy blue thing with lace cups that barely contained her breasts and a slit that ran nearly to her hip. She brushed her hair out, letting it fall over her shoulders, then dabbed perfume on her wrists and between her breasts. She posed in the den's doorway, one leg extended, nipples hard against the fabric.

“Hey, you coming to bed?” she asked, her voice as soft as she could manage.

Steve glanced up, eyes flicking over her body, then back to the screen. “Soon. Just have to finish this sheet. You go ahead, I’ll be up shortly.”

She lingered, but he didn’t look again. She returned to the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the wall.

She waited an hour. Two. She checked her phone for messages, then deleted the search history from her browser—every link was a variation on “hot black college basketball players.” The phrase made her blush, even alone. She scrolled through Instagram, pausing on the Polk Community College athletics page, thumb hovering over Drew’s photo. His real name was Deandre, but everyone called him Drew. His stats were impressive, but the only thing she cared about was the way his arms looked in a tank top, the gleam of sweat on his neck.

When Steve finally came to bed, he barely noticed her. He kissed her cheek, muttered “Love you,” then rolled over and started snoring.

Jennifer lay next to him, sleepless, the sheets cool and empty. Her mind was a slide show: Drew’s hands, the way his shorts clung to his thighs, the line of sweat down his chest. The way he looked at her, like she was a piece of meat.

She slipped out of bed and tiptoed to the bathroom, closing the door so quietly she barely heard the latch. She sat on the closed toilet; the nightgown bunched around her waist, and let her legs fall open.

She cupped her breasts, squeezing them together until the nipples throbbed. She pinched them hard, then let her hand drift down, fingertips sliding over her belly, tracing the faded stretch marks at her hip. She found her clit already swollen, the lips slick and slippery. She rubbed in tight, desperate circles, then dipped her fingers inside, the wetness obscene.

She pictured Drew in the locker room, towel slung low on his hips, cock thick and heavy against his thigh. She imagined him pushing her against the fence, lifting her skirt, tearing the panties down with one hand. He’d fuck her right there, not caring who saw. He’d call her a slut, tell her how good her pussy felt, say it was made for black cock. She’d beg him not to stop. He’d grab her by the hair and make her look at him while he came.

Jennifer bit down on her knuckle, stifling the moan. The orgasm hit her hard, muscles clenching, breath coming in ragged, silent gasps. She pressed two fingers inside, working herself through the aftershocks until her thighs shook.

When it was over, she sat there, chest heaving, the stink of her own arousal thick in the air. She wiped herself with toilet paper, careful not to make a mess, then washed her hands three times, scrubbing hard under her nails.

In the mirror, she looked spent, the lines at the corners of her mouth deepened, her eyes shining. She felt both satisfied and disgusting.

She crept back to bed, pulling the sheet up to her chin. Steve was still snoring, oblivious. She lay on her back, staring at the ceiling, waiting for her pulse to slow.

Next Monday, she decided, she’d stay after tennis.

She’d give Drew something to really talk about.

Chapter 6 - First Contact

Jennifer woke before her alarm, heart already punching at her ribs. The early June sun streamed through the bedroom blinds, dust motes swirling above the sheets. She lay there for a minute, tracing the pattern the light made on Steve’s bare back. He snored softly, mouth open, lips slack. She felt the old mixture of affection and resentment—tenderness for the man she’d married, and a hard, bright edge for the man he’d become. By the time she tiptoed into the bathroom, she was already scripting the next two hours of her life in bullet points.

First, the shower. She cranked the water to punishing hot and scrubbed herself everywhere: arms, armpits, belly, between her thighs. She shaved—fresh blade, extra close—starting with her calves, then above her knees, then her pubic hair, clearing the bikini line to high and tight, then lower, until nothing remained but a bare, pink softness. She dried off in brisk, snapping motions and slathered on the expensive moisturizer, the one she hoarded for “occasions.” She caught her reflection in the medicine cabinet, cheeks flushed, eyes glassy, hair stuck damp to her forehead. She looked like she’d been caught in the middle of something, and in a way, she had.

Next, the hair. She dried it section by section, then ran a flat iron through, burning the strands until they glistened in sheets of yellow and gold. She tried a tight ponytail, but it made her face look severe. She settled on a loose, high sweep with the ends left free, like the women in tennis commercials—athletic, bouncy, but a little messy.

Then, the makeup. Primer, foundation, a careful sweep of blush over her cheekbones, enough so she’d look “dewy” but not desperate. She lined her eyes in brown, just above the lashes, then built out her lashes with three coats of black. She considered nude lips, but at the last second swiped on a red that was more magenta than cherry. The color made her look a little dangerous. She left it, even though she could hear Mary’s voice in her head: “Trying out for Real Housewives, are we?”

She padded naked into the closet and stood for a minute, weighing her options. The blue tennis skirt was longer, safer, but she couldn’t stop thinking about last week, the way Drew had looked at her from across the court, eyes slow and heavy-lidded, the way Mary had said, “You’re making waves.” She reached for the white skirt. It was an inch and a half shorter, and tight enough that the pleats threatened to split when she bent over. She stepped into it, wiggled it up over her ass, then checked the mirror. The hem just covered the crease at the bottom of her cheeks. She pulled on a matching white top—sleeveless, ribbed, cut to scoop low at the chest—and stood back to appraise herself. The fabric clung everywhere. It was transparent enough that her black lacy bra showed through in detail, nipples visible as pale coins under the mesh. She hesitated, then left it, daring herself to follow through.

She spent the rest of the day wandering around the house, wiping counters that didn’t need wiping, getting used to the feeling of the skirt showing off her ass. She paused in front of mirrors, trying to see the sexy woman that Mary saw, then imagining that this was her ‘before’ picture, imagining ‘after’. After she kissed Drew, after she cheated, after she got her brains fucked out by a black man half her age. Her heart raced, nipples stood out, excited by that scary thought. She skipped lunch, worried that her stomach would betray her, worried about being bloated.

Finally, when the time arrived, she grabbed her keys and tennis bag and headed to the unknown future.

At the Polk Community College courts, the heat already felt like a thick hand on her chest. The parking lot was emptier than usual. She spotted Mary right away, stretching at the bench, one leg propped high on the chain-link fence, skirt hiked so her thigh almost flashed the bottom edge of her underwear. Mary wore a neon orange visor and a tank so cropped it barely touched her stomach. Her skin glowed with some kind of shimmer, and her teeth flashed white as she saw Jennifer approach.

“Oh my god,” Mary called, voice cutting through the humid air. “Look at you! Someone’s made a decision.”

Jennifer felt herself flush, instantly defensive. “What decision?”

Mary made a show of ogling her. “You look like you’re about to walk onto Center Court at Wimbledon and then right into a boudoir shoot.” She plucked at the hem of Jennifer’s skirt, then flicked her finger against the mesh of the bra showing through the white top. “This is not the ‘mom at the playground’ look.”

Jennifer tried to laugh, but it came out as a cough. “You said to wear something tight. So I did.”

Mary clucked her tongue. “Well, you win. If those basketball boys don’t notice, they’re legally dead.” She leaned in and whispered, “And you’ve got the lipstick for it, too. I’m so proud.”

They started with the usual warmups, trading balls at half speed, but Jennifer’s arm was stiff and her hands kept slipping on the grip. She tried to pay attention to the drills, but every third glance wandered to the adjacent basketball court, where Drew was already running scrimmages with two other guys. He wore a sleeveless gray tee, cut low at the arms, exposing every inch of his chest and the thick, black tattoo that coiled up his arm and across his shoulder. He was sweating, but not in the way that looked gross—in the way that made his skin gleam, every muscle alive under the light.

Mary caught her looking, of course. She stage-whispered, “Told you he’d be here,” then smacked a return so hard it ricocheted off the top of the net and sailed into the fence.

Jennifer ran after it, feeling the skirt ride up. She could sense the eyes from the basketball court, could practically taste Drew watching her, and it made her dizzy. She tried to focus, but everything felt like static, every part of her body buzzing with anticipation and fear. When she bent to pick up the ball, she caught Drew’s gaze fixed on her legs, his eyes hooded, mouth open just a little, as if about to say something. She straightened too fast, nearly tripping on her own feet.

Back at the baseline, Mary was grinning. “You see what you do to them?” she said, sotto voce. “You could bottle that shit and sell it.”

Jennifer shrugged. “He probably looks at everyone like that.”

Mary shook her head, sending her ponytail flying. “Nope. That’s the look of a man who wants to see what’s under the skirt.” She served again, but this time it was lazy, practically an invitation to talk more.

Jennifer flubbed the return, barely brushing the ball. She let it roll, not even pretending to chase it.

Mary dropped the act, walking over until they stood almost toe to toe. “You know, you could just walk over there and ask for his number.”

Jennifer’s throat went dry. “I’m married.”

Mary made a noise between a laugh and a snort. “Like that’s ever stopped anybody. Besides, it’s not a marriage if you’re the only one in it.” She put a hand on Jennifer’s forearm, her touch unexpectedly soft. “Look. I want you to be happy, okay? No shame.”

Jennifer looked at the ground, unable to meet her friend’s eyes. “I’m not sure I’d even know what to do,” she said, voice small.

Mary squeezed her arm. “You let him do the work. That’s the whole point.”

They tried to play another set, but Jennifer was even worse than before. She missed easy serves, double-faulted, hit the net on simple returns. Mary offered only gentle jibes: “Did you forget which end of the racket to hold?” and “You play like you’ve got your mind on something else.” Each one stung, but only because they were true.

After an hour, the sweat had soaked through Jennifer’s top in damp patches, turning the fabric almost translucent. Her thighs were sticky, and she could feel the wetness pooling in the seat of her skirt. Her hands shook, not from exertion, but from nerves.

Mary checked her phone, then held it up. “I’ve got to bail—Mike’s got dinner plans. But you… you should stay. Practice your serves.” She winked, then said, loud enough for the nearby courts to hear, “Remember: Black dick is the best dick. Go get some.” She cackled, then slung her bag over her shoulder and left in a swirl of neon and sweat.

Jennifer stood on the empty court, bag at her feet, the sun beating down on her bare shoulders. She felt exposed, but not in a way that made her want to hide. It felt like being on a stage, or maybe on a diving board, just before the jump.

***

Jennifer wandered the length of the baseline, tapping balls onto the faded green court, pretending to stretch her calves. In truth, she was stalling, watching Drew out of the corner of her eye as he owned the basketball court. With Mary gone, the silence pressed in, broken only by the thump of the ball and Drew’s occasional muttered curse when he missed a shot. The other guys peeled off slowly, shirts tossed over their shoulders, towel-whipping each other as they headed for the parking lot. Soon, it was just Drew, alone and tireless, running wind sprints from one end of the court to the other.

She tried to practice her serve, but her hands shook. The racket felt too light, her grip slick with sweat. She bounced the ball a few times, then sent it wild over the fence, a total miss. She chased after it, heart in her throat, and when she bent to retrieve it, she saw Drew watching her from the top of the key, palms on his knees, chest rising and falling with slow, even breaths. His face was shiny with sweat, and the black band of tattoo across his shoulder was slick, catching the low light.

She straightened, tossing her hair behind her shoulder, and called, “Tough game?”

He grinned, that same easy, self-assured smile. “Just a workout,” he said, voice deeper up close than she remembered. “Trying to stay sharp.”

Jennifer rolled the ball under her foot, suddenly unsure how to stand, where to put her arms, how to hold her racket. She wiped her brow with the back of her hand, trying to look casual. “You’re here a lot,” she said, stupidly, already regretting it.

Drew wiped his face with his shirt, dragging the fabric up to expose his abs, a solid grid of muscle with a trail of dark hair leading into his waistband. “Gotta put in the hours,” he said. “Can’t let these young bucks out-hustle me.”

She was about to say something—anything—when Drew dropped the ball and jogged over to the chain-link fence, resting his forearm on the top rail. “Thought you might stay today,” he said. “You don’t usually stick around after your girl leaves.”

Jennifer felt her cheeks burn. “I—just wanted to get a few more serves in.”

Drew looked her up and down, not in a creepy way, but like he was taking an inventory. “You look good today, Mrs. Hollis,” he said, voice low and almost a dare. The name sounded wrong in his mouth—too formal, too much like a joke.

She laughed, nervous. “Jennifer is fine.”

He let the name roll off his tongue, eyes narrowing just a little. “Jennifer,” he repeated. “I like that.”

She glanced at her racket, trying to regain some composure. “You’re not in class today?”

He shrugged. “Summer. Just hoops and work, that’s it.” He smirked, “And maybe a little tennis, if you’re offering lessons.”

Jennifer snorted, then covered her mouth. She hated how girlish it sounded.

Drew kept watching her, the heat in his gaze making her skin prickle. “You play good. You ever think about playing mixed doubles?” The emphasis on “mixed” was not subtle.

She stared at the ground, then back at him. “I don’t think my husband would be into that,” she said, only half-joking.

Drew let out a short, sharp laugh. “Husband don’t even come out to watch. I seen you here every week, just you and your friend.” He stepped closer, voice dropping to a near-whisper. “You don’t look like you get what you need at home.”

Jennifer’s pulse hammered in her wrists. She wanted to say something clever, something to put him in his place, but all she could do was blink and look away.

Drew sensed the shift, the silence between them, and pushed just a little harder. “You know, the locker rooms are open. If you wanna freshen up.”

She blurted, “I should probably shower. I’m a mess.” She heard the quaver in her voice and hated it.

Drew grinned, flashing white teeth. “Ain’t nothing wrong with the way you look right now.” He hooked his thumb over his shoulder, indicating the squat brick building at the edge of the courts. “You know they lock the women’s after four, right? Gotta go in the men’s.”

She blinked, then tried to play it off. “Seriously?”

“Yeah,” he said. “It’s Monday. Nobody in there except maybe a janitor.” He made eye contact, a little tilt to his head. “I can make sure it’s empty.”

The meaning was obvious. He wanted her there, alone, behind a locked door.

Jennifer hesitated, every rational part of her brain screaming to decline, to run. But she remembered Mary’s words—You deserve to feel wanted—and the rush of being seen, really seen, after years of living in soft-focus. “I—okay. Thanks,” she said, forcing the words out.

Drew gave a slow nod, like he knew it was already decided. “Cool. I’ll hold the door.”

He jogged off, leaving Jennifer to gather her bag, her towel, her courage. By the time she reached the shadow of the gym building, her knees felt rubbery and her scalp tingled. The glass doors were propped open with a cinderblock. Inside, the light was cold and clinical, the floor a checkerboard of white and green linoleum, the air sharp with disinfectant and the ghost of sweat.

She saw Drew waiting in the hallway, already stripped down to just shorts, towel draped over one shoulder. He nodded to her, then gestured to the locker room door.

Jennifer stepped inside, the slam of the door behind her echoing in the empty space. The sound was final, and so was what would come next.

***

The men’s locker room at Polk Community College was nothing like Jennifer had expected. It was smaller, more battered, the green tile walls stained and scored in places, the air thick with the ghost of decades of sweat and the heavy overhand of disinfectant. She stepped inside and blinked at the brightness of the overhead lights, which cast everything in a sickly, hospital hue. Rows of dented metal lockers lined both sides, their doors gaping open in a few places like broken teeth. In the center, two heavy wooden benches were bolted to the floor, scarred by shoe soles and names carved with ballpoint pens.

Drew stood just inside the door, towel slung low around his hips. He gave her a look—half playful, half predator—then reached behind and slid the deadbolt home with a sharp click. “Just us now,” he said, not raising his voice, but it filled the room all the same.

Jennifer set her bag down on the nearest bench. Her mouth was so dry she could barely swallow. She glanced around, checking for any sign of intrusion. The silence was so complete she could hear her own pulse in her ears.

Drew toed off his sneakers and peeled out of his shorts, not bothering to turn away. He wore nothing underneath. His thighs were thick, the muscles dense and defined, and his ass was shockingly round, the shape she’d always envied on younger women in yoga pants. He tossed the shorts onto a locker, then stretched his arms over his head, working the kinks out of his shoulders. The movement made the tattoo ripple, a shadow beast ready to leap from his skin.

Jennifer’s hands fluttered, unsure whether to cross her arms, fuss with her skirt, or just let them hang. She felt like a child in a forbidden place, terrified of being caught, but even more terrified of not being caught—of this moment just evaporating.

Drew turned to her, face unreadable. “You want the shower, right?”

She nodded, voice gone AWOL.

He jerked his chin toward the back. “C’mon. I’ll get it running.”

He strode down the narrow aisle, his towel sliding lower with each step, until it barely covered the shadow of his cock. Jennifer trailed him at a careful distance, heart banging like a faulty dryer. At the far end, the shower room yawned open—just a bank of exposed pipes and six shower heads, no curtains, nothing to hide behind. The floor was ribbed rubber, wet in places from a recent cleaning.

Drew hung his towel on a metal hook and twisted the handle on the farthest shower. Water exploded out, hard and hot, and within seconds the room fogged with steam. He stood under it, letting it pound his head and shoulders. When he reached for the soap, Jennifer caught the first real, unobstructed view of him. His cock hung thick and long, a smooth, dark column with a cap that looked almost purple in the harsh light. Even at rest, it was bigger than Steve’s ever was, and the sack beneath it was plump and full, swinging with each motion. She tried to look away, but her eyes locked on.

She felt a heat in her cheeks, a guilt so sharp it was almost like being cut. She took three steps backward, turned, and ducked into the first bathroom stall she saw, yanking the door shut behind her. She pressed her back against the cold metal, chest heaving.

She counted to ten. Then twenty. She tried to regulate her breathing, but the air was too thick and humid, every inhale laced with the scent of hot water and boy. She felt like a coward. She felt like she’d ruined everything. She thought about leaving—just grabbing her bag and running, no explanation—but the shame of that possibility nearly choked her.

She heard the water turn off. For a moment, there was just the drip of pipes and the distant echo of footsteps in the hallway outside.

Then: “Jennifer?”

She waited. “Yeah?” Her voice was thin, barely more than a breath.

“Locker room’s empty. You don’t gotta hide.”

He wasn’t angry, just matter-of-fact, as if this was something he’d expected.

She cracked the stall door and peeked out. Drew stood at the sinks, toweling himself off. He caught her gaze in the mirror, his face a mask of simple confidence. He dried his arms, then patted the towel over his groin, not in a showy way—just practical. The sight made her legs weak.

She stepped out, hands clenched into fists, and walked to the first row of lockers. She tried to act casual, but she knew how obvious it was. She kept her eyes averted, but every sense was locked on Drew—the heat of his skin, the way the muscles moved across his chest, the casual roll of his shoulders.

He finished drying, then tossed the towel over a locker door and turned to face her. He didn’t bother to cover himself.

“You shy?” he asked, and there was a genuine curiosity in the question, not a tease.

“A little,” she said, then hated herself for how pathetic it sounded.

He smiled. “You don’t gotta be.” He walked over, his feet making a sticky sound against the tile. He stopped just in front of her, close enough that she could see the droplets of water still clinging to his chest hair. He was taller than she’d thought, even barefoot, and he smelled like soap and sweat and something raw.

He didn’t touch her. Instead, he looked her in the eye and said, “You wanna see?”

The question was so naked she nearly laughed, but she nodded, unable to speak.

He reached down and wrapped his hand around his cock, gave it a lazy pull. It started to fill, the color darkening, the skin tightening as it grew. She stared, fascinated, watching the veins rise and the head swell, until it pointed straight at her belly.

“You like that?” he said, voice deep and slow.

She nodded again. The air between them felt charged, like standing next to a live wire.

Drew stepped closer, so the tip of his cock almost touched the fabric of her skirt. He took her hand—his palm warm and rough—and brought it to the shaft, closing her fingers around it. She gasped at the heat, the impossible hardness, the way it throbbed in her grip. It was so much larger than Steve’s, the weight of it shocking.

He moved her hand up and down, slowly at first, then a little faster. “Yeah, that’s it,” he said, watching her. “You ever hold one this big before?”

She shook her head, hypnotized by the movement, the slick of pre-cum already beading at the tip.

Drew tilted her chin up with his free hand. “You been thinking about this as much as I have?”

She looked at him, and for a split second, all her shame disappeared. “Yes,” she said, voice clear and ringing in the empty locker room.

He grinned, then guided her down, gently, so she was kneeling on the bench before him. The skirt rode up, her thighs exposed to the cold air, but she didn’t care. She let go of the racket, let it clatter to the floor, and put both hands on his cock, marveling at the girth. The skin was dark and smooth; the head shaped like a plum, the scent musky and intoxicating.

She opened her mouth and took the tip in, tasting salt and something sharp, nothing like Steve. Drew moaned, low and guttural, his hand threading into her hair. He didn’t force her—just held, guiding, letting her set the pace.

She ran her tongue around the head, then slid down, taking as much as she could. It stretched her lips, made her jaw ache, but the feeling was exhilarating. She stroked the base with one hand, the other fondling the heavy balls, rolling them in her palm. They were warm, the skin soft and crinkled, and she felt a rush knowing what was inside them, what would soon be inside her.

Drew rocked his hips, not aggressively, but with a rhythm that made her own hips sway in time. “Damn, Mrs. Hollis,” he groaned. “You got skills.”

She flushed with pleasure; the praise making her braver. She bobbed faster, letting drool slip down her chin, loving the mess of it, the way the shaft glistened each time she pulled away. She peeked up at Drew—his eyes were closed, head tilted back, muscles in his arms corded as he tensed and relaxed his grip on her hair.

He lasted longer than she expected, but when he finally stiffened, the first jet of cum hit the back of her throat, thick and hot and sudden. She choked, almost gagged, but Drew held her steady, not forcing but not letting her pull away, either. The rest spurted onto her tongue, salty and a little bitter, and she swallowed it all, surprised at her own greed.

She let go and leaned back, panting, lips swollen and tingling. Drew let out a long, shaky breath, then patted her cheek with a big, gentle hand.

“Good girl,” he said, voice soft now. “Knew you could handle it.”

He stepped past her, already half-hard again, and strolled back to the showers. He didn’t bother to shut the water off, just walked straight under the spray, letting it cool him down.

Jennifer stayed where she was, trembling, her head spinning. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, tasted the residue, and shivered at the memory. Her clit throbbed with need, but she didn’t dare touch herself—not here, not yet. She stood, smoothing her skirt, and looked down at the floor. The world seemed tilted, off its axis, but in a way that made sense.

She heard Drew call from the shower, voice echoing off the tile. “See you Wednesday?”

She found her voice, shaky but certain. “Yeah. Wednesday.”

She gathered her things, pausing at the mirror on the way out. Her lipstick was smeared, her cheeks flushed, eyes wild. She looked like someone else—a woman she’d always wanted to be, but never had the nerve.

Jennifer stepped out into the hall, feeling the world shift around her. She didn’t know how she’d face Steve, didn’t know what she’d tell Mary, but she knew one thing for sure:

She wanted more.

***

Jennifer lingered in her car for nearly ten minutes, parked at the far end of the drive, watching the lights flicker behind the kitchen window. She checked the rearview again, tracing her reflection in the dimming dashboard glow. Her lipstick was a blur, smeared in a ring around her mouth, the skin of her cheeks blotched and wild. There was a mark on her throat, a ghost of Drew’s hand. She spat into her palm and scrubbed at her mouth, but the stain wouldn’t come off. Her tongue tasted salt and something else—something alive, metallic, dangerous.

Inside the house, Steve was at his laptop, hunched over a spreadsheet, surrounded by piles of loose paper and two half-empty cans of diet cola. He didn’t look up when she came in, not even when she dropped her tennis bag onto the tile with a little extra force.

“Hey,” she called, voice brittle.

“Hey, Jen,” he answered, eyes glued to the glowing screen. “How was tennis?”

She hesitated. “It was…a workout.” Her face went hot. “Really intense.”

He grunted. “Glad you got your exercise.” He tapped a pen against his teeth, then frowned at the numbers. “God, these invoices are a mess. You think Lila could help me sort this, or is she still out with that migraine?”

Jennifer didn’t answer. She stood at the threshold, watching the top of his head, the swirl of thinning hair, the pale slope of his neck. She felt a pulse of anger, or maybe it was something else—something closer to pity.

She climbed the stairs, footsteps slow and heavy. The smell of the locker room clung to her: cheap aftershave, bleach, and the dark, ripe scent of Drew’s skin. It was like a second layer of clothing, one she couldn’t take off. She went to the bathroom, locked the door, and peeled away her tennis clothes. The bra was damp and see-through; the skirt stained with sweat at the waistband and hem. She dumped them into the sink, filled it with warm water, and watched the dye bleed out in little pink and blue clouds.

She found her reflection in the bathroom mirror. Her eyes were bloodshot, rimmed with the last dregs of mascara. Her mouth looked bruised, swollen, as if she’d been in a fight—or something worse. She touched her lips, running a finger along the edge of her mouth, then pressed the pad of her thumb into the sore spot on her jaw.

A wave of memory hit: Drew’s hand on her head, the rough drag of his cock across her tongue, the taste flooding her mouth as he finished. The moment flickered in her mind like a strobe, every detail thrown into sharp relief. Her knees buckling. His voice, thick with approval: “Good girl.”

She shook, just a little, her body buzzing with aftershocks. She rinsed her face with cold water, reapplied foundation and a quick dash of lip balm. She slipped into the bedroom and dug through her underwear drawer for the only black lace set she owned—a bra cut too low, panties that barely covered her. She put them on, savoring the cold cling of the fabric, then wrapped herself in the old silk robe she kept for “special nights.” The silk slid over her skin like a live thing.

She padded back down the hall, hesitated at the top of the stairs, and called out, “Steve? You coming up?”

He didn’t answer for a long beat. Then: “Yeah, just a sec. Let me finish this tab.”

She went into the bedroom, turned on the bedside lamp, and lay back on the comforter, arranging herself with careful artlessness—ankles crossed, knees just slightly apart, the robe parted to show the black lace. She pictured Drew again, the way he’d looked at her, the way he’d made her feel greedy and raw and alive. She tried to banish it, but it was like trying to stop a river.

Steve came in, still staring at his phone, thumb flicking. He set the phone on the nightstand, not even glancing at her.

She waited. When he finally looked up, he blinked. “Oh. You look—nice.”

She shifted, letting one leg slide out from under the robe. “You want to…?” She let the words hang, filling the space between them.

Steve looked back at his phone, then at her, then away. “I’m kinda wiped, Jen. Maybe tomorrow? I’ve got that audit call at eight.”

She laughed, a sharp bark that made him flinch.

He frowned. “What?”

“Nothing,” she said. “Never mind.”

She closed the robe and rolled away from him. She listened to the click of the lamp as he turned it off, then the crinkle of his pillow as he settled in. She heard his breathing even out, the little snorts and huffs he made as he drifted into sleep.

She waited until he was out cold, then got out of bed and went to the bathroom, taking her vibrator and dildo with her. She locked the door and leaned back against it, heart racing.

She lay on the bath mat, pulled her panties to the side, and let the toy slide inside her. It was cold at first, then blazing, the stretch almost too much. She turned on the vibrator, pressed it hard to her clit, and let the wave take her.

She closed her eyes, but instead of Steve, she saw Drew. She heard his voice, smelled his sweat. She imagined him holding her down, filling her, telling her how good she was, how much he wanted her. She pictured the look on his face when he came, the thick, wet taste of him on her tongue. The image drove her wild. She fucked herself hard, the air sharp with the slap of plastic on skin, her breaths coming in quick, desperate bursts.

The orgasm hit like an earthquake—violent, tearing through her, ripping a cry from her throat that she barely stifled with her fist. She kept going, chasing the aftershocks, tears leaking down her cheeks as the pleasure lapped over her, again and again, until she was spent and shaking.

She lay there for a long time, catching her breath, dildo still stuffed deep inside. It was preparing her for Drew; she imagined. The room spun, the air thick and sweet with her own scent.

She washed herself in the sink, careful to erase any trace. She tucked the toys away, dried her face, and smoothed her hair. She checked the mirror one last time. She looked tired, but not defeated. She looked like a woman who’d crossed a line and had no plans to go back.

She crept into bed, careful not to wake Steve, and curled into herself under the sheets.

As she drifted off, she pictured Drew’s hands on her, his mouth at her ear, his cock filling her up. She smiled, a slow, secret smile, and let the darkness take her.

Chapter 7 - All The Way

Jennifer was already wet by the time she left the house.

It wasn’t the heat, though the sun had been hammering the roof since dawn. It was the hour in front of the bathroom mirror—an hour she told herself was normal, but which had nothing to do with “just tennis.” She’d scrubbed her skin raw, shaved every inch, lotioned until her thighs shone. She’d considered the white skirt, then set it aside, then grabbed it back and forced herself to wear it. The top was sleeveless, ribbed, not quite see-through but close. She tried it braless for five minutes, staring at the mirror, then chickened out and put on the push-up, which did almost nothing to hide her nipples, anyway. She loaded the car with the tennis bag and a frozen water bottle, her heart already thudding, and drove with the windows up and the AC on blast, the cold air pooling in the space between her thighs.

She pulled into the parking lot at Polk Community College fifteen minutes early. The lot was empty except for a battered Corolla and a landscaping truck. For a minute, she sat with the engine running, fingers digging into her thighs. She checked her phone, scrolled through three unread emails, and ignored them all. In the rearview, her face looked different—tighter, maybe, or just over-made. She blinked hard, smoothed a stray hair, and got out, letting the full heat slap her across the chest.

She spotted Mary right away. Mary had claimed the best patch of shade on the bench, one leg propped on the seat, skirt hiked up so her tan was visible almost to her ass. She wore mirrored sunglasses and a tank so bright it made Jennifer’s eyes water. Mary saw her and lifted a hand in a slow, exaggerated wave.

“Well, if it isn’t the Wimbledon champ herself,” Mary said, voice loud enough to startle a pair of birds off the fence.

Jennifer hoisted her bag onto the bench, every move hyper-sensitive. She could feel the hem of her skirt fluttering, the top molding to her chest like a second skin. “Don’t start,” she muttered. “I barely made it out of the house.”

Mary eyed her up and down. “You look like you made it out of a casting call for ‘Real Housewives: The Athletic Years.’ Seriously, Jen, you could get arrested in that.”

Jennifer shot her a look, but Mary just grinned, showing all her teeth. “That’s the whole point, right? Give ‘em a show?”

“I just wanted to look nice,” Jennifer said, already hating how lame it sounded.

Mary snorted. “You look more than nice. Bet those basketball boys are about to pull a hamstring watching you. Bet they pull something else at home, thinking about you.”

Jennifer felt her face flame, but the words landed exactly where they were meant to.

The tennis courts shimmered, bleached to gray and edged with weeds. Even the lines seemed to sweat, blurring at the corners. Beyond the fence, the basketball court was alive—four, maybe five young men, all shirtless, dark skin slick with effort, voices and laughter ricocheting off the asphalt. She didn’t want to stare, but couldn’t help noticing Drew instantly: shoulders like an action figure, legs as thick as her waist, the tattoo crawling up his bicep almost black in the afternoon sun. She couldn’t help but notice his shorts and the secret she had tasted. He was mid-game, talking trash to a friend, the ball spinning lazy in his palm.

Mary noticed her stare and leaned in, lowering her sunglasses. “Our audience is punctual, as always.”

Jennifer tried to play it off. “You’re impossible.”

“Better than invisible,” Mary replied, and for a second her voice softened. She put a hand on Jennifer’s shoulder, squeezing just a little. “Hey, you look good. No one says you’re not allowed to feel it.”

The words made Jennifer want to cry, but she channeled it into a laugh instead. “C’mon,” she said. “You gonna play or just critique my wardrobe?”

Mary waggled her racket. “Let’s see if you can keep your eye on the ball with the view today.”

They warmed up, but Jennifer was useless. Every return came slow and sloppy, her mind bouncing between the heat, the clinging of her top, and the constant, lurching awareness of Drew’s body beyond the fence. Her serve was so weak it rolled across the net, barely making it to Mary’s feet.

“Wow. That’s the best you got?” Mary called, not bothering to hide her amusement.

Jennifer scowled, reset, tried again. The ball sailed two courts over, skidding to a halt near the basketball game.

Before she could react, Drew jogged over to scoop it. He bent at the waist, picked up the ball in one hand, and straightened with a little flourish, like he knew she was watching. Sweat beaded on his scalp, slid down his back in clean, wet lines. He turned toward her, his smile slow and crooked, and lobbed the ball underhand, clearing the fence as easy as breathing.

“Thanks,” Jennifer called, the word barely more than a squeak.

Drew winked, then pivoted back to his game. As he ran, Jennifer couldn’t help noticing the ripple of his ass, the way his calves flexed and released. She realized, with a start, she was standing with her knees locked and her mouth open.

Mary tossed the ball back. “If you’re done ogling, let’s try to finish a set.”

They tried. For a full twenty minutes, Jennifer did her best to focus, but every time she turned toward the fence, Drew was there—sometimes catching her glance, sometimes not, always with that unhurried confidence that made her stomach go tight. His friends were a blur of noise and movement, but he was the axis, the center of gravity. Even Mary seemed aware of it, intentionally pushing the rally to the edge of the court, making Jennifer chase balls closer and closer to the boundary.

After half an hour, Jennifer’s shirt was soaked through. The skirt clung to her, and she knew, from the way Mary looked at her, that the outline of her underwear was visible beneath. She’d chosen the lacy black, a detail she tried not to think about. Each time she bent to pick up a ball, she could feel her ass fully on display.

Mary called time-out and made a show of stretching her back. “Jesus, you’re leaking through your top,” she said, not unkindly. “Is this the part where you tear your clothes off and join the boys?”

Jennifer rolled her eyes, but even that felt performative.

They sat for water on the bench. Jennifer drained half her bottle in one go, then pressed the cold plastic to her forehead. Her heart was still racing.

Mary leaned in, voice low. “You know, you could go talk to him.”

Jennifer looked at her, startled. “Who?”

Mary gave her the stare reserved for small children and idiots. “Drew. Or whatever his real name is. He’s been watching you all day.”

Jennifer shook her head, but she knew it was true.

Mary nudged her. “Nothing wrong with a little fun, babe. Life’s short.”

Jennifer wanted to tell her no, that she was just there for the exercise, but the lie wouldn’t come out.

Mary checked her phone, thumb tapping fast. “Shit, I gotta bounce. Mike’s grilling tonight, and you know how he gets.” She got to her feet, shouldering her bag. “You staying?”

Jennifer hesitated, then nodded. “Yeah. I just…want to practice a few more serves.”

Mary’s smile was sly and full of teeth. “Sure. Practice.” Then, in a stage whisper, “Don’t forget: black dick is the best dick. I’m speaking from experience.” She snickered and sauntered off, hips swinging, shouting a goodbye over her shoulder.

Jennifer stood alone by the fence, racket dangling from her hand. She watched the basketball court, watched Drew in particular, as he set up a free throw. He wiped sweat from his forehead, bared his teeth in a grin, then drained the shot with barely a flick of effort.

She told herself she should leave, that she should go home and shower and erase the whole day. But she didn’t move. She knew what she wanted.

Instead, she walked to the edge of the fence, propped her foot on the baseboard, and pretended to stretch her calves. The position let her stare through the fence without being obvious, but she suspected she wasn’t fooling anyone.

Her thighs trembled, not from exertion but from the low, constant buzz inside her. She watched the flex of Drew’s chest, the slick arch of his back as he leapt for a rebound, the way his hands—so big, so careless—palm the ball like it weighed nothing.

She imagined those hands on her. The thought hit so hard she almost dropped her racket.

For ten minutes, she stood there, watching. At one point, Drew glanced over, caught her eye, and held it for a beat too long. Then he said something to a friend, and they all laughed.

Jennifer’s skin prickled, the heat almost unbearable.

Just after that the basketball crew gathered their things, voices echoing off the empty courts. Most of the guys headed toward the parking lot, their laughter trailing behind, but Drew peeled off and jogged the opposite direction, straight toward her.

He slowed as he neared, chest rising and falling in a perfect, practiced rhythm. The waistband of his shorts sagged just enough to show the lines of muscle at his hips, and his shirt was balled up in his fist, leaving his torso bare. His skin was the color of dark roast, gleaming in the low gold light.

He rested a palm on the fence, arm above his head, body loose and confident. “You always hang around after everyone else leaves?” he asked, the words soft and playful.

Jennifer’s mouth was dry. She tried to laugh, but it sounded forced. “Just didn’t feel like going home yet.”

Drew’s eyes flicked over her—up, then down, then back up, with zero subtlety. He took his time. He watched the way the skirt pooled around her thighs, the way the top stretched over her chest, the damp lines where sweat had made the fabric nearly transparent. He didn’t bother hiding his interest. If anything, he wanted her to know.

“Looks like you worked up a sweat,” he said. “Tennis must be serious business.”

She shrugged, but her hands twisted in her lap. She tried to hold his gaze, but it was too much. The air felt thick, full of invisible hands.

Drew leaned in, dropping his voice. “You want to use the locker room?” he asked. “Showers are open after five, and I doubt the janitor’s even there.”

She knew what he was really offering. She could feel it radiating from him—an animal hunger, but also a kind of playfulness. The kind that said, “You know exactly what this is, and I know you want it.”

Her heart rattled in her chest. She wanted to say no. She wanted to stand up and go home, to wash the day off and pretend nothing had changed.

But her body had already decided for her.

She stood, slinging the tennis bag over one shoulder and gripping her racket too tight. “Okay,” she heard herself say.

Drew smiled, all teeth. He stepped back from the fence, waited for her at the gate. She walked over, every step loud in the empty hush, and he held the door for her, palm broad and dark against the metal. The heat from his body was unreal; she could smell his sweat, the sharp tang of it making her mouth water and her nipples tighten under the thin fabric of her top.

They crossed to the lockers together, Drew a half-step ahead, moving with that predatory grace. The sidewalk was cracked, shaded in places by overgrown oaks, but she barely noticed. She could only focus on the line of his back, the flex of his calves, the absolute certainty in every move he made.

At the entrance, he caught her gaze, something gentler flickering beneath the swagger. “You sure you want to?” he said.

She nodded. She wanted him to keep going, to never ask her permission again.

Drew led her to the end of the hall, then stopped at the heavy, battered door of the men’s locker room. He pushed it open, gestured her inside.

She hesitated, just for a second, then stepped through.

The door shut behind her with a dull, final click.

***

The air inside the men’s locker room hit her first: a funk of bleach, damp towels, and ancient sweat, a top note of urinal puck and something sharp, like ozone. Rows of battered green lockers lined the walls, most dented or scarred with graffiti. Two wooden benches ran the length of the room, pitted and splintered, the kind of surface you didn’t dare touch with bare skin. Somewhere in the back, a leaky pipe dripped with metronome precision.

Drew locked the door behind them, the bolt sliding home with a mechanical thunk. Then he turned, a slow, dark smile peeling across his face, and closed the gap in three steps.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t ask. He just grabbed her by the waist, hands big enough to span both hips, and lifted her onto the bench. She squeaked, more shock than fear, dropping the tennis racket to the tile with a clatter. He stepped between her knees, body radiating heat, the sweat still glistening on his chest and arms.

He kissed her, hard and fast. His mouth was wet and hungry, tasting of salt and Gatorade and something electric. He bit at her bottom lip, tongue rough, hands sliding up under her top and flattening against her ribs. Jennifer moaned, the sound ricocheting off tile. She opened her mouth wider, sucking in his tongue, hands gripping his arms so tight she felt the muscle twitch beneath.

Drew’s hands were everywhere at once—one up under her bra, fingers pinching her nipple until it sparked pain, the other down and around her ass, squeezing, kneading, pulling her closer to the edge. Her skirt was up around her hips before she realized it, and his fingers were pressing the damp crotch of her underwear. He grinned when he felt how soaked she was.

“Told you tennis was serious business,” he whispered, voice a crackle.

Jennifer tried to answer but her throat locked. She arched her back, pushing her tits into his hand. He didn’t waste time; he hooked two fingers around the band of her panties and yanked them down in one motion, tearing the elastic so the fabric snapped her inner thigh. She gasped. The air on her skin was cold, but the heat from his body made her shiver.

He dropped to his knees, the move sudden and almost reverent. He buried his face between her thighs, tongue hot and wide, lapping at her cunt like he was dying of thirst. He sucked her clit, hard, then stabbed his tongue inside her, fucking her with it, hands pinning her legs open. Jennifer’s head snapped back, her spine bowing so her shoulders nearly left the bench. She dug her nails into the back of his skull, felt the bristle of his buzz-cut against her palms.

The orgasm hit without warning, a full-body seizure. She clamped her thighs around his head, rode his mouth through it, legs twitching with aftershocks. Drew stayed there, sucking her through the finish, not stopping until she sagged against the lockers, spent and shaking.

He rose, wiping his chin with the back of his hand, a smear of her wetness glistening in the hard light. He pulled off his own shorts, kicking them away, his cock already fully hard, dark and heavy and longer than anything she’d ever seen outside of porn. The sight of it made her shudder with equal parts fear and want.

He stroked himself, slowly, watching her. “You ever had a black man before, Mrs. Hollis?” he asked, that smile back again.

She tried to lie, but all she could do was shake her head.

“First time for everything,” he said.

He grabbed her by the knees, dragged her to the very edge of the bench, and lined himself up. He didn’t ease in. He pressed the tip against her, then thrust all the way, burying himself so deep she felt it in her stomach. The stretch was insane—she thought she might split apart—but the pain twisted into pleasure and she cried out, not even caring who might hear.

He started to fuck her. Not gentle, not slow. Hard, slamming strokes, every one pushing the air out of her lungs. She clung to his shoulders, her nails carving red trails down his back. His hands gripped her thighs, spreading her wider, pulling her onto him with every thrust.

She came again, fast, her cunt spasming around him. This one was brutal, the pleasure so sharp it was almost a kind of violence. She couldn’t speak, couldn’t beg him to stop or to keep going. She just held on and let herself be used, her whole body shaking on the cold wood.

Drew leaned in, his mouth right at her ear. “You like that, don’t you?” he growled. “Fucking love it.”

She nodded, tears streaming down her face, not even sure if it was from the pain or the joy or the fact that nothing had ever felt this good, ever.

He fucked her through it, changing angles, slamming deeper, grinding his pelvis against her clit so she felt the bones rub together. She came a third time, this one leaving her hollowed out, vision gray at the edges.

Drew slowed, just for a second, then pulled out almost all the way and slammed back in. He groaned, voice so low it vibrated through her body. Then, with one last thrust, he buried himself to the root and held there, cock pulsing as he came inside her. The warmth of it flooded her, leaked out around the edges, trickling down her ass to the bench below.

He stayed like that for a moment, his forehead pressed to hers, their breathing perfectly synced. Then he pulled back, softened, and stepped away, reaching for his shorts.

Jennifer just lay there, legs wide, dripping, not even trying to cover herself. She felt the wetness pooling under her; the air cooling the mess between her thighs. Her body was a ruined thing, shaking, but she’d never felt more alive.

Drew pulled his shorts back on, then tossed her panties in her lap. “You can keep those,” he said, a smirk on his face. “Souvenir.”

He walked to the showers, turned the water on, and disappeared into the steam.

Jennifer sat up, winced at the soreness, and started to dress. Her hands shook so bad it took her three tries to fasten her bra. The skirt was ruined—stained, wrinkled, hiked up to her waist—but she pulled it on, anyway. She wiped herself as best she could with the tattered edge of her top, then stuffed everything in her bag, moving in slow, dreamlike increments.

She waited for the sound of the shower to fade before slipping out; the bolt sliding open with a click that sounded too loud in the empty hall.

Outside, the sun was nearly gone, the parking lot washed in a pink, failing light. She got in her car, shut the door, and let herself cry—just a little, just enough to shake out the last of her fear.

When she looked at herself in the mirror, her mascara was smeared, lips swollen and red, hair tangled and wild. She looked like a different person.

She started the car, hands still trembling on the wheel, and drove home. The slick, aching heat between her legs didn’t fade. If anything, it made her want to turn back, to do it all again, harder.

She knew she would. She had to.

As she pulled out of the lot, she glanced in the rearview. Drew stood at the gym entrance, towel around his neck, watching her go. He grinned, slow and sure, and gave her a small, private wave.

She nearly drove off the road.

Jennifer didn’t know what this meant for tomorrow, for Steve, for her whole neat little world. She only knew that she’d finally found something that made her feel alive.

And she would not let it go.

Chapter 8 - Chlorine and Adrenaline

Every Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday, Jennifer played tennis. That was the story she told Steve, and the one she told herself. She was a creature of routine now: three weeks, nine sessions, nine identical afternoons melting one into the next like beads on a string.

It always started with Mary, hands on hips, grinning from behind mirrored sunglasses. Mary played with precision—her serves hard and low, her returns laser-straight—but as soon as Drew and the other basketball players showed up, her energy shifted. She’d push Jennifer to the baseline, make her chase impossible balls, all the while exchanging lewd asides about their "audience." Sometimes, when Jennifer lost a point, Mary would lean over and whisper, "You want them to see, don't you?" or "Somebody's hungry today." Jennifer always laughed, a little too loud, feeling the words heat her thighs.

Nearly every time, after an hour, Mary checked her phone, announced, "I gotta bail," and smirked in a way that made Jennifer feel completely transparent. Before leaving, Mary would squeeze Jennifer's shoulder and say, "Don't let the boys distract you. Unless you want them to." Then she’d glide off to her car, racket dangling, hips swinging, the queen bee leaving the rest of the hive to fend for themselves.

The actual game started once Mary was gone. Jennifer never looked directly at Drew, but she felt his attention like a hand at the base of her neck. She’d practice serves, missing wildly, or "accidentally" lob balls toward the fence. Inevitably, Drew would come over to return them, moving with a slow, deliberate swagger. His eyes followed her legs, her skirt, the sweat-damp clinging of her top. Sometimes he’d toss a ball underhand and say, "You need help with your technique?" The way he said "technique" made her quiver. Once, he just stood at the fence, arms folded, watching her without a word.

When the courts cleared and the sun was low and syrupy, Jennifer would gather her bag and walk toward the gym, her calves rubbery, her heart in freefall. She always pretended she was just going to use the bathroom, or maybe the vending machines, but she knew better. She told herself each time that this would be the last. She never meant it.

The men's locker room was a time capsule: mint green tile, chipped and patched with mismatched paint; banks of dented lockers with peeling name tags; two wooden benches, pitted and scored, lacquered with a thousand layers of sweat and gum and disinfectant.

Drew always waited for her. Sometimes he'd be at the sinks, splashing water over his face. Sometimes he sat on the bench, legs splayed, towel around his neck, texting one-handed. Every time, he looked up when she entered. There was never any greeting, just a slow, up-and-down appraisal that made her skin prickle and her breath shallow.

The first week, they barely spoke. That first day, Jennifer had lingered by the door, unsure, until Drew stood up and crossed the room in two steps. He kissed her hard, his mouth tasting of Gatorade and salt as he bolted the door. He shoved her against the lockers, hands everywhere—under her skirt, tugging at her waistband, squeezing her ass, pulling her in so tight the metal ridges dug into her spine. He yanked her underwear down to her ankles, then lifted her, just lifted her, like she weighed nothing, and impaled her on his cock.

The bench squeaked under their combined weight. She wrapped her legs around his waist, her sneakers skidding against the lacquered wood. He was huge, thicker than Steve ever was, and he pounded her so hard her teeth rattled. The pain was perfect, shocking, erasing every other thought except the feel of him splitting her open. He grunted, once, then twice, then came inside her with a series of shallow, almost angry thrusts. He held her like that for a moment, forehead pressed to hers, both of them gasping.

After, he just stood up, grabbed his shorts, and walked to the showers.

Jennifer sat on the bench, skirt bunched around her hips, panties twisted at her ankles, dripping onto the slats below. She watched the milky white semen trickle out of her, pooling under her thighs. She should have been ashamed—she was, a little—but mostly she felt a kind of relief. It was over. She could go home.

Except it wasn’t over. She craved it again two days later.

The second week, Drew upped the ante. He barely waited for the door to close behind her before hauling her onto the bench, bending her over so her face pressed into the crook of her elbow. He yanked her skirt up, spread her ass with both hands, and slid his cock in dry. She yelped at the stretch, but he kept going, fucking her in long, unbroken strokes. The sound was obscene, wet and slapping, echoing off the tile and metal. He leaned forward, biting the back of her neck, then reached around to pinch her nipples through the fabric of her top. When she came—loud, shaking, her clit throbbing—he didn’t slow down, just gripped her hips tighter and fucked her straight through it. He finished inside her again, pulling out only after he’d milked every drop. Then he tossed her panties at her, laughed, and headed for the showers.

The ritual was always the same: Drew used her, then left her to clean up the mess. She never complained. If anything, she was grateful for the lack of pretense.

The third week, it was her who initiated. She waited in the hallway, nerves buzzing, then marched into the locker room without knocking. Drew looked up, surprised, then smiled wide, showing all his teeth.

She dropped her bag, yanked her own top over her head, and stood there in just the skirt and a thin white bra, nipples dark against the mesh. Drew growled, actually growled, and swept everything off the bench in a single motion, sending sneakers and towels crashing to the floor. He lifted her up, set her on the wood, and spread her legs wide. She wrapped her ankles around his back, pulling him in. This time, she was already soaking, ready for him, and he slid in easily.

He fucked her rough, fast, lifting her ass off the bench with each thrust. She clawed at his shoulders, leaving crescent moons on his skin. When she came, it felt like a string breaking inside her, sudden and violent. She clung to him, shuddering, as he finished, grunting her name into her neck.

He withdrew, then slapped her inner thigh with the back of his hand. "Damn, Mrs. Hollis," he said, "you got me hooked."

She wanted to say something smart, but her tongue was numb.

As always, he headed straight for the showers, leaving her to wobble to her feet and piece herself together.

The showers ran hot, steam curling above the cracked tile. Jennifer sometimes lingered, pretending to fuss with her bag, but really just watching Drew soap himself down, arms raised, water beading and sluicing off his dark skin. He scrubbed his scalp, let the water pound his shoulders, then turned and caught her watching more than once. He always winked, or sometimes just stared back, letting her look as long as she wanted.

The walk to her car after was always the worst part. She moved slowly, thighs chafed, underwear damp and twisted under the skirt. Sometimes she glimpsed herself in the gym’s glass doors: hair tangled, lips bruised, the flush on her chest still visible through the mesh of her shirt. She looked like she’d been in a fight, or maybe something even messier.

She didn’t care. All she could think about was next time.

One afternoon, after Drew left, Jennifer sat on the bench for a full five minutes, legs trembling. She wiped herself with a rough gym towel, then pulled her panties back up, wincing as they stuck to her skin. She fished a tissue from her bag and dabbed between her thighs, then caught a whiff of herself—pungent, a mix of sweat and cum and disinfectant. The scent made her dizzy.

As she left, she glanced back at the bench. There, glistening on the lacquered wood, was a stringy white smear. She felt a rush of pride at the mark she’d made.

Outside, the sky was full dark, the parking lot empty. She unlocked her car, got in, and stared out the windshield for a long time.

She told herself she was done, that this was the last. But her hands trembled on the steering wheel, her thighs clenched, and she knew it was a lie.

***

By the fourth Monday, Jennifer’s tennis wardrobe was no longer accidental. She knew what she was doing. She loved the way the white skirt clung to her hips, how the micro-pleats barely brushed the under-curve of her ass when she bent over. She had to buy more of them—they needed laundering after every ‘match’ and often had to be thrown away from the ripping.

She picked her tops for how thin they were, even in the chilly afternoons—anything to make the outline of her nipples show when the breeze cut through. She pretended she was doing it for comfort, for “ease of movement,” but the real reason was the way she felt when she caught Drew watching from the fence, or how Mary’s eyes flicked to her tits before every serve.

At home, Jennifer kept up appearances. She wore baggy sweats and Steve’s old college tees, hair in a frizzy bun, no makeup except a swipe of chapstick. She was the model of good taste and domestic utility: dinner at six, laundry on Sundays, polite smiles and “have a good day” at the door. But on tennis days, she transformed.

She started prepping earlier and earlier. It became a kind of ritual, a meditation. She’d spend a full hour in the bathroom, showering, then exfoliating, shaving her legs, moisturizing everywhere. Then she’d stand in front of the mirror, naked, and try on each combination: the skirt, the sports bra (sometimes two at a time), the tank top, the crop, the thin mesh zip-up. She tested the effect of each, posing in profile, bending at the waist, checking the transparency of the fabric in different lights.

One Wednesday, she hesitated for a long time, staring at her reflection in the full-length mirror. She wore a neon yellow tennis skirt, the shortest she owned, and a blue mesh top with a built-in shelf bra. She usually finished the look with white bikini briefs, a nod to modesty, but today she paused with them in hand. She thought about Drew’s hands yanking them down, about the friction of his cock in her, about the time she’d caught her own wetness dripping onto the bench before he even touched her. Without the briefs, she’d be exposed, every move risky.

She dropped the panties into her bag and forced herself to leave it that way.

The air in the parking lot was muggy, not yet forming rain, but sticky. Jennifer walked to the courts, every step a new friction, the skirt swishing against bare skin. She felt the difference immediately: each stride; the fabric stuck and peeled from her ass; the motion stoked a raw, constant heat. She could feel herself getting wet, the lips of her pussy swelling and sticking, threatening to flash open with any careless move.

Mary was waiting, as always, this time in a bright pink skirt and a tank so tight her tits looked spray-painted. She noticed the change instantly.

“Damn, girl,” she said, one eyebrow arched. “You forget your undies or is this a new strategy?”

Jennifer laughed, tried to play it off, but the blood rushed to her face. “Laundry day. Desperate times,” she lied.

Mary grinned, her teeth dazzling. “You know the real pros play commando. Less chafing. And much, much faster to get to the good stuff.” She mimed a lewd up-skirt, then cackled, loud enough to draw looks from the adjacent courts.

They played, and Jennifer couldn’t help noticing the breeze, the way every movement threatened to expose her. She felt eyes on her, not just from Drew’s court, but from strangers walking the track. Every time she reached for a serve, she could sense the hem of the skirt creeping higher, the bare heat of her body visible if you looked just right.

It wasn’t shame. It was something else—an electric pleasure that ran up her spine and made her want to take bigger risks. She found herself stretching more, leaning into her shots, even intentionally bending a little further than needed at the net. She didn’t even care when Mary made a spectacle of picking up a dropped ball, peeking under Jennifer’s skirt and whistling.

After practice, they lingered on the bench, sweating, legs splayed and arms limp. Drew jogged past, shirtless, towel slung over his shoulder. He looked Jennifer in the eye, slow and deliberate, his gaze lingering below her waist for a fraction too long.

Mary caught it. She leaned over and whispered, “You’re killing him. Seriously. That boy can’t even look at a tennis ball without picturing your pussy.”

Jennifer shivered, the words hitting somewhere low and soft.

Mary nudged her, voice low. “You gonna do it today?”

Jennifer didn’t answer, but she didn’t have to. She left her bag on the bench and walked to the locker room with nothing under the skirt, feeling the swish and stick of skin-on-synthetic every step. She wanted Mary to see what a slut she had become.

Inside, Drew was waiting. His first move was to sit her on the bench, then slide the skirt up to her waist, exposing everything. He knelt between her legs, ran his tongue up her inner thigh, and groaned when he tasted her. The fucking was rough and fast, just the way she wanted, Drew’s cock raw against her bare skin, nothing to catch the mess. When he finished, he stayed inside her for a beat, then pulled out and wiped his cock with the skirt’s hem. She felt her own arousal and his cum leaking out, trailing down her thigh.

She went home that day wearing nothing but the skirt, her top damp and plastered to her skin, the evidence of her tryst sticky on her legs. She changed in the garage, dumping the ruined skirt in the washing machine before Steve got home.

It escalated from there. Each week, Jennifer went bolder: a braless white tank, a skirt so short it bordered on illegal, mesh shorts with nothing underneath, a zip-up crop with the zipper pulled down just shy of indecency. She started picking outfits for how easy they were to remove, how fast Drew could fuck her without resistance. At night, she’d lie in bed, thinking of new combinations, the next layer to shed.

Mary egged her on relentlessly. “I’m telling you, you’ve got a gift,” she’d say. “That ass is world class.” Sometimes she’d slap Jennifer’s butt as they left the court, leaving a stinging handprint for the rest of the day. Once, she brought Jennifer a new sports bra—a thin, black thing with cutouts at the side. “Try this. I want to see his eyes pop out of his skull.”

At home, Steve never noticed. He saw her in old pajamas, or the shapeless sweats she wore for “lounging.” If he ever caught a glimpse of the other Jennifer, it was only in fleeting moments: the ghost of perfume, a hint of skin when she reached too high for the flour, a flush on her cheeks after practice. He’d just smile, pat her on the hip, and go back to his laptop.

Jennifer liked the secrecy. She enjoyed having two versions of herself—the respectable suburban mom, and the dirty, needy slut who lived for Drew’s cock and Mary’s approval. Every day she played tennis, she stepped a little further away from the old version, a little closer to something wild and weightless.

One Monday, she put on the new black sports bra with the side cutouts and a neon skirt that barely covered her ass. She looked in the mirror, posing with one hip cocked, then spun to check the rearview. She pulled the zipper of her top down, exposing the swell of her breasts, then pinched her nipples until they jutted hard against the fabric. She ran her fingers down her bare thigh and smiled at her reflection.

She pictured herself walking onto the court like this, imagined the looks she’d get, the way Drew would stare, the way Mary would egg her on.

She felt a pulse of wetness, immediate and intense, between her legs.

She blew herself a kiss in the mirror, then grabbed her bag and went out the door, the sound of the zipper still echoing in the empty bathroom.

***

After three weeks, Steve finally noticed. It was a Tuesday morning, bright and clear, and Jennifer was humming as she poured coffee, spinning in socked feet from the stove to the fridge to the table. She’d already made a three-egg omelet and chopped a full fruit salad. She caught herself in the microwave's reflection, hair wild and cheeks flushed, and realized she hadn’t stopped smiling since she got out of bed.

Steve shuffled in, bleary, rubbing at his eyes. He eyed the table like it was a trap. “Did you win the lottery?”

Jennifer laughed—an honest, belly-deep thing she barely recognized as her own. “I just slept really well. You want toast?”

He shrugged, but looked pleased. “Sure. You’re in a mood.”

She slid the bread in the toaster and topped off his mug. “Tennis is getting easier,” she said. “I think I’m finally hitting my stride.”

Steve nodded, scrolling his phone. “You look good. Healthy.” He glanced up, eyebrows raised. “Happy, even.”

She smiled, feeling a genuine warmth bloom under her skin. “Maybe I am.”

He grinned, reached for her hand across the table. “Keep it up. You should play more, if you like it that much.”

She did. She added Wednesday sessions, citing “a round robin” Mary wanted to try. The first time, she lied easily: “We’re gonna mix things up, maybe play doubles, you know. It’s good cross-training.” Steve just grunted his approval, never questioning her new passion.

On Wednesdays, the courts were emptier, the whole campus nearly dead. Jennifer would play a perfunctory set with Mary, then kill time at the vending machines until Drew’s game ended. Sometimes, she’d sneak into the locker room before he arrived, hiding behind the rows of battered lockers, feeling her heart beat out of her chest as she waited, completely naked.

The midweek sex was even better. Drew was always worked up from the game, his body hot and jumpy, sweat still clinging to his scalp. He fucked her without preamble, bending her over the bench and ramming his cock inside her so hard she felt it for hours after. He didn’t talk, didn’t kiss, just pulled her hair and squeezed her ass, sometimes smacking it until the skin went numb. He finished quickly, most times, barely holding back, and then left her to mop herself up with the communal towels. The thrill of it—the speed, the violence—stoked something wild in her, a low constant hum that followed her home.

She came home on those days still dripping with him, Drew’s cum sticky inside her. Sometimes she’d stand in the kitchen, chopping vegetables for dinner, and feel it leak down the inside of her thigh. Once, she caught a drop running past her knee, shining in the light, and shivered at the obscenity of it. She wiped it away with a finger, then licked the finger clean, the taste bright and bitter and perfect.

Her attitude at home changed. She had more patience for Steve, less resentment. She smiled more, letting little slights slide, even offering to help with his projects or go to dinner with his work friends. She started flirting again, teasing him over breakfast, sometimes grabbing his ass as she passed in the hall. Steve responded, but in the familiar, half-absent way: a peck on the cheek, a hand on her lower back, a quick squeeze in bed before rolling away.

She didn’t mind. The old Jennifer would have fumed, would have lain awake, desperate for attention. The new Jennifer just lay back, thinking of the next locker room rendezvous.

Some nights, when she couldn’t sleep, she’d touch herself in the dark, remembering the feel of Drew’s hands, the slap of his hips, the way his cock stretched her open. She’d imagine him walking in the front door, pinning her to the kitchen table, fucking her where Steve could see. She’d come hard, biting the pillow to stifle her cries, then lie in the quiet, grinning to herself.

After a month, the routine was perfect. Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday: tennis, then Drew. Steve none the wiser, Mary her only conspirator.

Except for one thing. The more Jennifer got, the more she wanted. Drew never lingered, never touched her after he came. He didn’t care if she finished—some days, he’d pull out, tuck himself back in, and just leave her there, clenching around nothing, desperate for release.

It started to piss her off, a little. Not enough to stop, but enough to drive her crazy.

She tried to bring it up, once, after a particularly quick session. She caught Drew in the shower, water cascading over his body, every muscle alive and humming. She sidled up to him, soap still in her hand, and reached for his cock, hoping to coax him back to hardness.

He pushed her hand away, not mean, just firm. “Next time, Mrs. Hollis,” he said, voice muffled by the spray. “Somebody’s waiting for the shower.”

She left, her body buzzing with frustration, already plotting how to get what she wanted.

That night, as she made dinner, she felt Drew’s cum still leaking from her, and she thought: Next time, I’ll make him finish me.

She smiled, humming, as she mashed potatoes with one hand and texted Mary with the other.

Chapter 9 - Mo Better

By week six, Jennifer knew exactly how it would go. Tuesday afternoons meant tennis with Mary—three fast sets in the sun, trash talk and fake fouls, maybe a Gatorade from the campus vending machine. They’d pack up by 5:00, say their goodbyes at the cars, then go their separate ways. Mary back to Mike, Jennifer to the lockers, heart thudding so hard she sometimes felt dizzy.

Today was no different. Her skirt was a new one—pleated white with a fluorescent stripe, short enough that she had to tug it down every time she walked past a window. She’d gone braless, the heat and friction making her nipples stand out in perfect little points under the sleeveless crop top. She’d lost the final set, on purpose, just to see the mean little smile Mary flashed when she won.

As always, Drew waited for her in the men’s locker room, posted up at the far bench, scrolling his phone with two fingers. The air was thick with chlorine and mildew, the drone of the showers echoing off tile. He looked up when she entered, face split by a slow, predatory grin.

“Took you long enough, Mrs. Hollis,” he said, voice lower and rougher than it had been last week.

She dropped her bag by the lockers and peeled off her top. “I ran a set for you. I deserve a reward.”

Drew’s gaze didn’t leave her chest as she stripped the shirt up and off, tossing it over a bench. He stood, letting the towel fall away, and walked toward her naked, his hardening cock leading the way.

She met him halfway. His hands found her waist, lifting her clear off her feet and onto the nearest bench, ass pressed into the cold, lacquered wood. He slid his hands under her skirt, fingers warm and sure, and let them drift up the bare skin of her thighs, pausing at the crease where her legs met her body.

Jennifer’s pulse ratcheted up another notch. She spread her legs, let the skirt ride high, and gripped the edges of the bench so tight her fingers blanched. Drew sank to his knees, buried his face between her thighs, and lapped at her—slow, flat-tongued swipes, punctuated by the scrape of stubble against her inner thigh.

“Fuck,” she breathed. The word echoed off the green metal lockers.

Drew’s tongue flicked her clit, then pressed in, working her until she couldn’t keep still. She rolled her hips, grinding his face against her, one hand tangling in the short hair at the back of his head. He nipped her with his teeth—hard enough to leave a mark, then soothed it with soft licks. When he pulled back, his chin glistened, and his eyes were darker than before.

Drew leaned in, nuzzled her neck, and then said, voice low, “Turn around, baby. Show me that ass.”

She obeyed. She climbed off the bench, bent over it, and arched her back, giving him a perfect view. She felt his hands slide up the back of her thighs, thumbs spreading her open, the cool air on her pussy making her shiver. He lined up, pressed the tip of his cock against her entrance, and pushed.

She gasped. The stretch was always a shock, no matter how many times he fucked her. He filled her completely in one hard stroke, bottoming out so deep she saw sparks behind her eyelids. He gripped her hips and started to thrust—slow at first, then faster, the slap of skin-on-skin loud in the empty locker room.

She couldn’t help herself. She moaned with every thrust, voice high and shaking, the bench rattling beneath her. Her clit throbbed, her cunt clenching around him, desperate for more.

She opened her eyes for a second and nearly screamed. There, across the aisle, standing in the open shower with the water cascading over his body, was another man—a giant, dark-skinned, bald and beautiful, arms crossed over his chest as he watched them. For a second, Jennifer froze, panic jackknifing through her stomach.

Drew laughed, breathless. “Don’t worry about Mo,” he said, voice gruff. “He’s cool. He knows about us. Show him your stuff, baby.”

Jennifer’s heart hammered in her chest. She looked again. The man—Mo—was stroking himself, cock long and heavy in his hand, the tip gleaming as he slid the foreskin back. He watched her without blinking, eyes fixed on the place where Drew’s cock split her open.

The shame was gone, replaced by a hot, pulsing need. She bent lower over the bench, spreading herself wider, rolling her hips to let them both see everything. She felt Drew’s cock throb inside her as he pounded harder, the slap of his balls against her clit sending shocks through her. She caught Mo’s eye and grinned, licking her lips.

“Fuck,” Drew said. “Girl likes an audience.”

Mo stepped out of the shower, water streaming down his chest, and walked over, his cock bouncing with every step. He stopped just behind Jennifer, so close she could smell the clean sweat and soap on his skin.

Drew pulled out, leaving her gaping and slick, then said, “Why don’t you show Mo some love, baby?”

Jennifer twisted, propped herself up on the bench, and reached for Mo’s cock. It was thicker than Drew’s, even longer, so heavy it took both hands to wrap around it. She stroked him, feeling the pulse of blood under the skin, the heat of it. Mo grunted, low in his chest, and let her guide him to her mouth.

She kissed the tip, then ran her tongue down the length of the shaft, tasting the bitter salt of pre-cum. She licked his balls, then sucked one into her mouth, rolling it with her tongue while she stroked him with both hands. Mo’s breath came faster, his body tense, but he kept his hands at his sides, letting her do the work.

Behind her, Drew climbed back on the bench, lined up, and shoved his cock inside her again. The shock of it made her lurch forward, driving Mo’s cock halfway down her throat. She gagged, coughed, then swallowed, determined not to let go.

“Damn,” Drew said, “girl likes it from both ends!”

Jennifer worked Mo’s cock in her mouth, bobbing her head in time with Drew’s thrusts. She could feel her own wetness running down her thighs, pooling on the bench below. The smell of sex was everywhere—sweat, soap, pussy, cum.

Mo fucked her mouth, slow and deep, his hands finally tangling in her hair. She relaxed her jaw, let him push as far as he wanted, her nose buried in the wiry hair at the base. When he pulled out, she gasped for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to the tip. He slapped his cock against her cheek, then pushed it back into her mouth, groaning when she swallowed him whole.

Drew was losing control. His hands dug into her hips, his cock hammering inside her with a frenzy that bordered on violence. She felt the pressure building, her clit swollen and aching, her cunt spasming as she raced toward orgasm.

Mo pulled out of her mouth, stepped back, and jerked his cock over her face. Drew grabbed her by the hair, yanked her upright, and fucked her with fast, shallow thrusts. She saw stars. Her body convulsed, the orgasm ripping through her with such force she screamed.

Drew came inside her, groaning, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself deep in her cunt. She felt the heat flood her, leaking out as soon as he pulled free.

Mo stroked faster, his hand a blur, then roared as he painted her face with ropes of hot, bitter cum. It hit her lips, her chin, even her collarbone, dribbling down to pool between her breasts.

Jennifer stayed there, shaking, cum running down her face and thighs, the taste of Mo’s cock still in her mouth. Drew slumped onto the bench beside her, sweat slicking his body. Mo leaned against the lockers, breathing hard, his cock softening but still impressive.

“Goddamn,” Drew said, wiping his forehead. “You a fucking superstar.”

Jennifer looked up, saw both men grinning at her, and felt a surge of pride. She reached down, scooped some of the cum from her chest, and licked it off her finger, never breaking eye contact.

“Next time,” she said, “you’re both fucking me at once.”

Drew whooped, high-fived Mo, and then pulled Jennifer onto his lap, kissing her hard, not caring about the mess.

She knew it was insane, knew it was dangerous, but she didn’t care. She wanted more.

***

The next time, Jennifer barely made it through the tennis match. She’d chosen a different skirt—this one baby blue, with a scalloped hem and a slit that flashed her thigh every time she twisted for a serve. She wore a racer-back top, but underneath she’d gone commando, a detail that drove her mad all morning. Every movement on court, every sudden stretch or bend, she’d feel the cool air against bare skin, the brush of the skirt and nothing else.

She couldn’t concentrate. She double-faulted three times in one set, barely cared when Mary ribbed her about it. She was counting the minutes, the swings, the steps to the locker room.

When she arrived, Drew was already there, naked and gleaming with sweat, toweling off by the open showers. He greeted her with a nod, but his eyes were hungry, the whites showing around the pupils. Maurice was there, too, standing by the far wall in a tank top and gym shorts, arms folded, a quiet smile on his face.

Jennifer didn’t hesitate. She dropped her bag, stripped off her top, and pulled the skirt over her hips. Her nipples were hard, the areolas almost purple. She tossed her clothes on the bench and walked naked through the rows of green lockers, every step a dare.

Drew pulled her into a kiss, wet and hungry, hands on her ass. He pressed her up against the cool metal lockers, his cock already rock-hard between them. She reached down and stroked him, loving the way he twitched in her hand, the little gasp he tried and failed to stifle.

He spun her around, pushed her face-first into the lockers, and pressed the head of his cock against her opening. She was so wet he slid in instantly, no resistance, just the shock of fullness as he bottomed out.

He started slowly, then ramped up, fucking her hard, his chest mashing her tits against the cold metal. Jennifer braced herself, palms flat, arching her ass to meet every thrust. Her cheek slid against the locker, leaving a streak of sweat.

She was almost there, the orgasm building in her pelvis, when Drew suddenly stiffened and slammed home. He grunted, hard and deep, and she felt the flood of heat inside her as he came. He stayed like that for a second, cock twitching, then pulled out and stumbled back, catching his breath.

Jennifer stood there, quivering, desperate for release. She turned, eyes wild, and caught sight of Mo. He hadn’t moved, but his cock was out now, longer and thicker than Drew’s, the foreskin pulled back to reveal the wet, swollen head.

“Fuck me,” Jennifer said, voice ragged.

Mo didn’t smile, didn’t say a word. He crossed the distance in two strides, grabbed her by the waist, and lifted her up onto the bench. She spread her legs, exposing the mess Drew had left inside her, and watched Mo’s eyes go dark at the sight.

He lined up, pressed the tip to her opening, and pushed. The stretch was insane—pain and pleasure in equal measure—but Jennifer was too far gone to care. She grabbed his biceps, feeling the muscle cord under her fingers, and pulled him in.

He fucked her slow at first, deep, each thrust deliberate. She felt every inch, every ridge, her cunt stretched to its absolute limit. He was bigger than Drew, harder, and with every stroke she felt herself slip closer to the edge.

“God, yes,” she said, “don’t stop, don’t—”

He didn’t. Mo’s hands were huge on her hips, holding her steady as he picked up speed. The slap of skin was louder now, echoing off the lockers. Jennifer’s moans went higher, sharper, until she was almost screaming.

The orgasm hit her like a car crash—full body, her legs clamping around his waist, her back arching off the bench. She dug her nails into his shoulders, desperate to anchor herself as she shattered. Mo grunted, then sped up, fucking her straight through the aftershocks. He leaned in, one hand on her throat, and growled, “Take it, baby. Take it all.”

She did. She wanted everything.

When he came, it was a flood. She felt his cock pulse, felt the gush of warmth deep inside her, spilling out to mix with Drew’s. He stayed inside her for a moment, breathing hard, then pulled out, leaving her open and gaping, fluids leaking down to the bench and the floor below.

Both men drifted to the showers, talking shit, and laughing as if nothing had happened. Jennifer stayed on the bench, legs spread, chest heaving, arms limp at her sides. She watched them through half-lidded eyes, savoring the mess between her thighs, the ache in her cunt, the afterglow that left her shaking.

She waited for the tremors to subside, then dragged herself upright. Her tennis skirt was ruined, soaked through with sweat and semen, the waistband sticking to her hips. She pulled it on anyway, relishing the way the fabric clung to her, the way she could feel their seed leaking from her, running down her inner thighs.

She walked out of the locker room, past the empty courts and across the quiet campus. The world looked different—colors brighter, air sharper. Every step reminded her of what she’d just done, of what she’d become.

She drove home, windows down, the smell of sex still thick on her skin. She parked in the driveway, glanced in the rearview, and caught sight of herself: hair wild, cheeks flushed, mouth red and swollen.

She grinned. She looked like a whore, and she fucking loved it.

Inside, she went straight to the bathroom, locked the door, and stripped. She stood in the tub and looked down at herself—her pussy puffy, lips red and stretched, white streaks and pearls of cum painting her thighs.

She spread her legs and pissed, watching the cloudy mixture drip to the drain, feeling a hot surge of satisfaction at how ruined she looked.

She showered quickly, then dressed in clean panties and her loosest jeans, but the ache between her legs lingered, a reminder.

That night, she made dinner for Steve and pretended nothing had changed.

But every time she crossed her legs at the table, she smiled.

***

It became a routine. Every Tuesday and Thursday, sometimes Wednesday if the need was bad enough, Jennifer would drift through her morning with the distant hum of anticipation—a backbeat under every phone call, every grocery run, every fake smile at the preschool drop-off. She lived for 5:00, for the walk across the quad with her thighs already damp, for the strip-lit, chlorine-fogged air of the men’s locker room.

She felt an affinity with the locker room—reliable, always waiting for men to use it and walk away satisfied. No matter how grimy and dogeared, the men knew that the locker room and Jennifer were waiting for them. Something about the grubby used state of the locker room ignited Jennifer.

Drew always waited, perched on a bench, his shorts already peeled halfway down his hips. Mo was never far behind, sometimes coming from the showers, sometimes reading a magazine he’d found in the lost-and-found. The way they greeted her—no words, just hungry eyes—was enough to make her wet before she’d even dropped her tennis bag.

She lost her shyness. She’d walk in, pull her skirt off, and let her top fall to the floor, leaving her naked except for sneakers and an ankle sock that always seemed to slip halfway off. She’d present herself to them, and wait for one of them to claim her.

Sometimes it was Drew. He’d haul her up onto the bench and fuck her from behind, hands biting into her hips, cock driving into her until she felt dizzy. Mo would watch, stroking himself, waiting for his turn. Sometimes Mo went first, pushing her back against the lockers and pinning her wrists above her head, then sliding his cock into her so deep she whimpered. Drew would kneel in front, stuff her mouth with his cock, and they’d use her together, each taking their pleasure while she writhed between them.

It escalated every week. At first, Jennifer had been shy about the mess, the sticky filth that leaked from her and pooled on the bench or the floor. Now, she craved it. She wanted to be marked, painted, left dripping. She begged for it, moaning louder with every thrust, clenching around their cocks until she milked every last drop from them.

Sometimes, when they were really worked up, they’d fuck her together. Mo behind, Drew in front, their cocks pressing against each other through the thin wall of her body. The first time, Jennifer thought she’d die from the stretch, but after a few seconds the pain turned to pure pleasure, like nothing she’d ever felt. She screamed, bucked, came so hard she blacked out for a second. When she came back, both men were still inside her, Drew’s hands twisted in her hair, Mo’s breath hot on the back of her neck.

They’d finish inside her every time, sometimes pulling out at the last second to spurt over her ass or her tits, but usually filling her until she was overflowing. When they were done, they’d head for the showers, laughing, talking about classes or pickup games or which teacher had the best ass. They never looked back.

Jennifer would be left alone, knees shaking, sweat cooling on her skin. She’d wipe herself down with rough towels, try to scrape the semen off her thighs, but the scent lingered, sharp and musky. She’d dress in whatever scraps she had left, sometimes forgetting underwear or even her bra, then walk out into the suburban daylight like nothing had happened.

But everything had changed.

She started to look forward to the soreness, the ache that lasted for days after a good session. She stopped worrying about Steve noticing—he never did. She wore the stains as a secret, a mark of something only she knew.

One Thursday, as she walked to her car, she realized she hadn’t thought of Steve all day. The guilt was there, a faint whine at the base of her skull, but it was drowned out by the hum of satisfaction, the memory of being split open and filled, used and discarded.

***

Jennifer thought she’d seen it all—thought there was nothing left that could shock her, or make her knees go weak with hunger. She was wrong.

It was a Wednesday, a non-tennis day. She’d told Steve she needed to “run errands,” and spent the morning imagining the scene she’d make at the gym—how she’d stroll in, act like she was just there to use the restroom, then find Drew and Mo and offer herself up, a treat for their bored afternoon.

She wore a sundress, no bra, and a lace thong that barely covered anything. Her nipples poked the thin fabric, announcing her the second she entered the building.

The locker room was empty when she arrived—benches scrubbed, showers echoing. She was early, but she didn’t care. She stripped, folding her dress over the edge of a locker, then shimmied out of her thong and tossed it aside. The tile was cold on her bare feet; the air tinged with bleach and the ghost of sweat.

She was about to text Drew when the door swung open and Mo stepped inside, headphones slung around his neck. He stopped mid-stride, eyebrows up, a slow smile spreading across his face.

“Damn,” he said. “Somebody’s ready.”

Jennifer stood naked in the center of the room, every nerve ending lit up. “Where’s Drew?”

Mo shrugged. “Said he’s busy. Got a study date. Told me you might be here. Asked if I wanted a piece.”

He looked her up and down, pausing at the breasts, the curve of her belly, then the gleam of wetness between her legs. He unzipped his hoodie, peeled it off, then stepped out of his shorts. His cock was already half-hard, swinging as he closed the gap between them.

“You cool with this?” he asked, voice gentler than she’d ever heard.

Jennifer laughed, feeling bold and helpless all at once. “Fuck my brains out, Mo,” she said.

Mo grinned. “Alright, then.”

He surprised her by kissing her—soft at first, then harder, his lips hungry, tongue tasting her. He gripped her ass in both hands, lifted her as if she weighed nothing, and backed her up against the nearest locker. The cold metal made her gasp.

He held her there, one hand braced under her thigh, the other guiding his cock to her opening. He teased her with it, rubbing the head up and down, collecting her slick, then pushed inside.

The stretch was unreal—she could barely breathe. He worked slow, easing in, letting her adjust to the size, then started to fuck her in a deep, rolling rhythm. She wrapped her legs around his hips, arms around his neck, and held on.

“You love this, don’t you?” Mo said, voice low. “You love being a married slut.”

“Yes,” she gasped, “it’s all yours. Ruin me.”

He fucked her harder, the slap of their bodies echoing in the empty room. She could feel the head of his cock battering her cervix, the length of him rubbing places Steve had never reached. She dug her nails into his shoulders, desperate for more.

He shifted, letting her slide down the lockers until she stood again, then spun her around and bent her over the bench. He pinned her there, hands on her hips, and slammed into her from behind.

She came instantly, the orgasm so sharp it made her scream. Mo didn’t stop. He pounded her through it, using her body, grunting with every thrust. “You want my cum, right?” he said, “You want to go home full of me.”

“Yes,” she sobbed. “Please, Mo. Fill me up.”

He did. He shoved in deep and held there, cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside her. She felt the heat of it, the flood, the aftershocks wracking her body.

They stayed like that for a minute—her draped over the bench; him leaning over her, both panting. Then Mo pulled out, wiped himself with the edge of her sundress, and grinned.

“Drew was right,” he said. “You’re fucking wild.”

She smiled, face pressed to the wood. “Next time,” she said, “bring another friend.”

Mo laughed, deep and bright, then padded to the showers, whistling as he went.

Jennifer stayed bent over, cum leaking down her thighs, sweat drying on her back. She straightened up, pulled her dress on without bothering to clean herself, and left the thong behind on the bench.

She walked to her car barefoot, juice dripping down her leg with every step, the taste of Mo’s kiss still on her lips.

At a red light, she checked her phone. There was a message from Drew: “You take care of business?”

She sent a selfie—messy hair, bruised mouth, a streak of dried semen on her thigh.

Drew replied with a single emoji: a flame.

Jennifer laughed out loud, then drove home.

***

By Thursday, the urge was so bad that Jennifer could barely keep her hands off herself in the car. She’d worn her tightest skirt—red, high-waisted, no panties, the kind of thing you could only get away with on a college campus if you wanted to look like trouble. Her bra was thin and lacy, the straps showing through the white crop top she’d paired it with. She’d made sure to bend over for every serve during the match, and by the end she was throbbing with need.

She went straight to the locker room after, not even lingering at the courts. The room was empty, echoing. She took a seat on the cold wood bench, spread her knees, and let her skirt ride up her thighs. The air prickled her skin, making her even wetter.

She heard the showers turn off, then footsteps. Mo stepped out, towel around his waist, water beading on his chest and arms. He gave her a nod, then dropped the towel, his cock swinging free, already half-hard and thick as ever.

Drew followed a second later, fully dressed, backpack slung over one shoulder. He saw Jennifer and grinned. “Somebody’s eager.”

She didn’t wait. She stood, peeled off her top and bra, then bent over the bench, offering her ass to both of them. “Please,” she said, voice shaking with hunger. “Both of you. At the same time.”

Drew was on her first. He sat on the bench, pulling her forward and up, then lowered her onto his cock, sliding into her pussy in one slow, perfect thrust. She gasped, feeling the heat and stretch of him, the rush of being filled. He grabbed her hips, fucked her slow and deep.

Mo stepped in behind them, knelt on the bench, and stroked himself as he watched. He pressed a finger to her ass, then another, stretching her gently, opening her up.

“Ready?” Mo said, voice soft.

Jennifer moaned, “Yes, please.”

He lined up, spit in his hand, and pressed the head of his cock against her ass. She tensed, then forced herself to relax, wanting the pain, the burn. Mo worked the head in, then pushed deeper, stretching her wide, making her cry out.

For a moment, she thought she’d split in two. But then both cocks settled inside her—Drew in her pussy, Mo in her ass—and the sensation was so intense she nearly came from it alone.

They started to fuck her in sync, Drew thrusting forward as Mo pulled back, then together, then apart. The rhythm was relentless. Jennifer clung to the bench, nails digging into the wood, her whole body shaking with sensation.

She could hear them—Drew’s grunts, Mo’s breath, the wet slap of flesh against flesh. She could feel the cocks moving inside her, pressing together through the thin wall between her holes. Every thrust sent a jolt up her spine, making her moan louder.

She lost all sense of time. She only knew the feeling: stretched, full, used. She screamed, came, kept coming, her pussy clenching around both cocks, her body desperate to keep them inside her forever.

The men never slowed. They used her, fucked her, filled her. When Drew twitched, he groaned, “Gonna cum, baby,” and Jennifer begged him to do it, to fill her up. He slammed into her and held there, cock pulsing, heat flooding her cunt.

Mo wasn’t far behind. He slammed into her ass, deeper than ever, then froze, grunting as he emptied himself inside her. She could feel the cum filling her, leaking out, making a mess of the bench and the floor below.

Both men pulled out at the same time, leaving her gaping and dripping, legs shaking so bad she could barely stand.

Drew slapped her ass, laughed, and said, “See you next week, superstar, when your holes close.” He chuckled as he wiped himself off on her skirt, then headed to the showers with Mo.

Jennifer stayed bent over, panting, cum running down both her holes, pooling on her thighs and staining the bench. She felt ruined, destroyed, and so fucking alive she could barely breathe.

She pulled herself upright, wiped her face, and redressed—no bra, no panties, just the skirt and her bare, sticky skin.

She walked out of the gym, feeling every stare, every step, every pulse of the mess inside her.

In the car, she glimpsed herself in the mirror. Her hair was wild, her cheeks flushed, lips swollen. She looked like she’d just been ravaged, and she had.

***

On Saturday morning, Jennifer met Mary at the usual cafe. It was early, and the place was empty except for a pair of college girls hunched over laptops in the corner. Jennifer wore a black wrap dress, her hair pulled up, sunglasses perched high on her head. She felt clean, confident, and a little dangerous.

Mary arrived late, as always, swinging a designer tote and wearing tennis whites that looked brand new. She ordered a double latte and a croissant, then slid into the booth with a sigh.

“So?” Mary said, eyes bright. “You look like you just got off a jet from Paris. Spill.”

Jennifer hesitated for half a second, then said it all. “I’ve been seeing someone. Actually—two someones.”

Mary’s eyebrows shot up, then she grinned, wide and wolfish. “Do tell.”

Jennifer lowered her voice and started from the beginning—the post-tennis locker room, Drew’s slow seduction, the first time he fucked her over the bench. She didn’t skip a detail: the size of his cock, the way he tasted, the things he made her say. Mary hung on every word, nodding, sipping her latte, eyes sometimes flicking to Jennifer’s mouth or hands.

When Jennifer got to the part about Mo joining in, Mary gasped. “You’re fucking both of them?”

Jennifer nodded, blushing. “At the same time, sometimes.”

Mary leaned in, conspiratorial. “Oh, my god. That’s incredible. Which is better?”

Jennifer laughed, shaking her head. “They’re both huge. It’s—honestly, I didn’t know I could take it. The first time, I thought I was going to pass out.”

Mary reached across the table and squeezed Jennifer’s hand. “That’s my girl. I always knew you had it in you.”

Jennifer relaxed, let the words flow—how they filled her together, how she loved being used, the soreness that lasted for days, the way the cum dripped through her clothes and how she sometimes wore it home, on purpose. She told Mary about the time Mo fucked her alone, how it made her feel to be a “backup,” and how much she loved every filthy second.

Mary’s excitement grew with each confession. She offered tips—how to sit for maximum depth, which positions made it easier to take both at once, how to time it so the mess was extra obvious for Steve when he got home. She even suggested Jennifer try inviting more of the basketball crew, make it a real party.

When they finished, Mary hugged her tight outside the cafe, whispering, “Don’t stop, babe. You deserve it.”

Jennifer floated through the rest of the day, energized, her secret no longer a secret, her appetite validated and encouraged.

That night, she lay in bed next to Steve, who was snoring, and replayed the locker room in her mind: the heat, the stretch, the taste, the voices telling her how good she was, how much she was wanted.

She closed her eyes and smiled, knowing that everything in her life—her marriage, her insatiable need—could fit together perfectly. She didn’t have to choose.

Chapter 10 - Free Use

On Monday, Jennifer arrived at the Polk Community College gym ten minutes early, her tennis skirt still clinging to the sweat of her match. She expected to find the men's locker room empty except for Drew and Mo. That was the pattern now—she'd text, "done w/ tennis, 10 min?" and Drew would answer, "locker room, you know where." The ritual had the comfort of a good habit, something she could slip into without thought. She loved the way her sneakers squeaked on the linoleum, the way her pulse sped up as she passed the empty gym, and especially the way the locker room smelled: bleach, a stale haze of Old Spice, the metallic funk of old sweat.

She opened the door and saw Drew first, exactly where he should be: perched on the edge of a wooden bench, legs splayed, phone in one hand, towel slung low on his hips. Mo was on the bench behind him, already stripped to boxer briefs, arms folded, watching the door for her entry.

But a third man stood at the sinks, staring at himself in the mirror. He was huge—bigger than Mo, even. His cornrows were tight and glossy, his arms a sleeve of faded tattoos from wrist to shoulder. He wore basketball shorts so tight they looked painted on, and his shirt was already gone, revealing a chest so wide Jennifer felt her heart skip.

She hesitated in the doorway, her brain scrambling for protocol. Drew saw her, and his face split into a wolf's grin. "Hey, baby," he said, loud enough to echo off the green tile.

Mo didn't turn, just raised a hand in greeting, but the new guy locked eyes with her. He looked her up and down, slow as molasses, lingering on her skirt, her calves, her chest. For the first time in weeks, Jennifer felt the urge to cover herself.

She set her bag on the bench and tried to play it cool. "Hey," she said, voice steady, but her eyes flicked from Drew to Mo to the stranger.

Drew waved a hand, lazy. "This is Tyrell," he said. "Plays forward. He's cool."

Tyrell said nothing, just smiled at her in the mirror and peeled off his shorts. He wore nothing underneath. His cock hung low, thicker than her wrist, the head swinging with each move. He toweled off his chest, then sat down on the bench facing her, legs spread wider than any of the others, as if daring her to look.

She looked.

The air shifted. Mo kicked off his briefs, now fully naked. Drew didn't bother with the towel, just let it drop to the floor, his cock already stiffening, a bead of pre-cum glinting at the tip. Tyrell was slower, deliberate—he watched Jennifer as he stroked himself to full hardness, his forearm a corded rope of muscle.

Jennifer's mouth went dry. She realized her hands were still on the zipper of her track jacket, gripping it so hard her knuckles ached. The room was silent except for the muted drip of the shower and the faint, rhythmic sound of Tyrell stroking his cock.

She glanced at Drew, hoping for a cue. He stood and sauntered over, his body so close she could smell his soap and the animal reek of his armpit. He put an arm around her waist and whispered in her ear, "One black dick is the same as another, baby. Besides, it ain't fair Mo's the only friend who gets to share you."

His hand slid lower, over the curve of her ass, fingers kneading the fabric of her skirt. "You cool with that?" he murmured.

She didn't answer at first. She looked at the three men—Drew's expectant grin, Mo's careful watchfulness, Tyrell's silent dare. They were all waiting for her, and somehow that made her wetter than anything so far.

She swallowed and nodded. "Yeah," she said, voice almost a whisper. "I'm cool with it."

Drew's hand snaked up her back, pulling the zipper of her jacket down in one slow, teasing move. The locker room's chill hit her skin, raising goosebumps on her arms. She shrugged the jacket off, letting it fall to the floor. She wore a neon yellow tank top, sweat-soaked and nearly see-through. Her nipples poked through the thin mesh, hard and dark, and she saw all three men notice at once.

Mo stood, closing the distance. He cupped her face in both hands, kissing her full on the mouth, his tongue pushing past her lips. She tasted Gatorade and spearmint and the metallic edge of need. He broke the kiss and pulled her tank over her head, tossing it behind her.

Jennifer's bra was white and lacy, the one Mary had called "virginal." It was a joke now—she hadn't felt innocent in weeks. Drew unclasped it with a quick flick, letting her tits tumble out, heavy and flushed. Tyrell stared, his hand pumping slow and steady. He licked his lips but still didn't speak.

Drew bent down, sucking one nipple into his mouth, biting gently until she gasped. Mo slid a hand under her skirt, pressing his palm flat against her pussy. The skirt was so short it barely covered her ass, and she wore nothing underneath—her little rebellion for the day. Mo's fingers found her clit instantly, rubbing hard, the friction making her knees buckle.

Drew pulled away and grinned. "Damn, Mrs. Hollis, you came ready."

She laughed, shaky, and for a second she felt like she might float away.

Mo backed her up against the lockers, kissing her throat, her collarbone, then sinking lower. He knelt, pushing the skirt up over her hips, exposing her cunt to the room. She felt the cold air on her lips, the slick of her own wetness already glistening.

He buried his face between her legs, tongue flat and wide, lapping her in slow circles. Jennifer moaned, forgetting the audience, losing herself in the sensation.

Tyrell stood and walked over, his cock now fully erect, vein-laced and angry-looking. He stroked her hair, then pressed the head of his cock to her lips.

"Open up," he said, his voice low and gravelly.

She opened her mouth, taking the tip, then more, feeling the weight of him on her tongue. Tyrell held her by the hair, gentle but insistent, guiding her down the shaft until her lips pressed the ridge at the base. He pulled out, then in again, face impassive, eyes locked on hers.

Mo's tongue worked faster, two fingers joining in, curling up and inside her. Jennifer's legs shook. Drew moved behind, hands cupping her tits, squeezing hard, pinching the nipples between his knuckles.

She sucked Tyrell's cock, drool running down her chin, the salty-sweet taste of him mixing with the taste of her own arousal. He moved his hips slow, letting her adjust, then started to fuck her face in short, controlled thrusts.

Mo stood and spun her around, bending her over the bench. Her ass pointed up, skirt bunched around her waist. Drew lined up behind, the head of his cock probing her pussy, then slamming in all at once. The stretch burned, perfect and savage. He fucked her hard, hands gripping her hips, every thrust rocking her forward onto Tyrell's cock.

She choked, then adjusted, letting Tyrell use her mouth while Drew pounded her from behind. Mo watched, stroking himself, then stepped up and pushed his cock into her hand.

She jerked him off, the skin hot and taut, her fingers slick with spit and sweat.

Drew leaned forward, biting the back of her neck. "You like being our little slut, don't you?" he said.

She tried to answer but Tyrell's cock was deep in her throat. She gagged, then swallowed, moaning around the thickness.

Drew fucked her harder, slapping her ass with each thrust. The pain and pleasure blurred together—she wanted more, needed more, couldn't get enough. She felt Tyrell tense, his cock swelling, then he pulled out and stroked himself, spraying a jet of cum across her cheek, then another over her tits.

Mo stepped behind, pushing Drew aside, and took his place in her pussy. He was thicker, the stretch brutal, but she craved it. He drove into her, fast and punishing, hands gripping her waist. Drew moved to her mouth, pressing his still-hard cock between her lips.

She sucked him, tasting her own cunt on the shaft. He grabbed her by the hair and fucked her face, eyes rolled back in pleasure.

Mo grunted, thrusting deep, then pulled out and shot his load across her ass, streaking her skin with white. He collapsed onto the bench, breathing hard.

Drew finished in her mouth, filling it with a flood of hot, salty cum. She swallowed, then licked the last drops from the head.

She collapsed onto the bench, body trembling, covered in sweat and semen and spit. The smell in the room was overpowering—chlorine, musk, her own arousal mixed with theirs.

Tyrell wiped his cock on her skirt, then bent down and kissed her, tongue pushing into her mouth. He tasted of salt and sweat.

Drew leaned over her, smiling. "You did good, baby. You're one of us now."

She laughed, breathless, and lay back on the wood, legs spread, not caring who saw.

***

By the end of April, the lines in Jennifer’s life blurred to nothing. Mornings were for domestic routine—breakfast, lunch packing, a brisk walk in the subdivision, sometimes a quick fuck with Steve when he wasn’t distracted by work or his phone. Afternoons were for tennis, but the real event happened after. In the men’s locker room, her new life unfolded with a kind of inevitable logic: she was there to be used, and the basketball team never missed an opportunity.

It wasn’t always Drew. Some days it was just Mo, or Tyrell, or a new face whose name she didn’t bother to learn. Sometimes two or three at once, sometimes they rotated, one fucking her while another waited, sometimes switching mid-stroke. Drew was the ringleader, but he seemed to take pride in passing her around, making her available to whoever wanted a turn.

The first time Drew skipped a session, she was almost relieved. She’d lost three sets to Mary, legs wobbly and shirt soaked through by the end. When she pushed open the locker room door, she expected Drew’s calm smile, maybe a quick quip. Instead, three men waited for her: Tyrell, Mo, and a skinny, hyperactive freshman she recognized from the sideline of the courts. The kid wore glasses, had a tattoo of a barcode on his shoulder, and stared at her tits like he’d never seen a woman before.

She hesitated, hand on the doorknob, a little voice in her head telling her to bail. Then Tyrell smiled, a slow, wicked thing, and patted the bench.

“C’mon, baby,” he said. “We don’t bite.”

Mo grinned. “Unless you want us to.”

The kid just gawked, tongue flicking nervously at the corner of his mouth.

Jennifer set her bag down. She kept her eyes on Tyrell, daring herself not to break. She peeled off her shirt and skirt, leaving herself in nothing but the tiny triangle of mesh panties she’d worn for tennis. Mo whistled, Tyrell nodded approval, and the kid’s jaw went slack.

She faced them, hands on her hips. “So,” she said, “who’s first?”

Tyrell stood and walked over, the outline of his cock already pushing against his shorts. He ran a hand down her side, then turned her around and bent her over the bench. The panties barely slowed him down—he yanked them aside and shoved two fingers into her, testing how ready she was. Jennifer gasped, her knees going weak.

“Shit,” he said, “you’re wetter than the showers.”

The kid laughed, nerves spilling out. Mo was behind her now, tugging off his shirt, his cock already out and glistening at the tip. Tyrell lined up behind her and slid in, the stretch brutal but right. He started slowly, then picked up speed, each thrust slamming her hips into the hard edge of the bench.

The kid dropped his shorts and started stroking himself, eyes wide as he watched Tyrell fuck her. Mo stepped up, cock aimed at her face, and pressed it to her lips.

“Open up,” he said.

She did, taking him deep, letting him set the pace. He held her hair and moved his hips, slow and steady at first, then faster as Tyrell’s rhythm increased behind her. The locker room filled with the wet slap of skin, the groan of the bench, the low, needy noises Jennifer made when both holes were filled.

Tyrell didn’t last long. He pulled out and painted her ass with a thick rope of cum, some of it dripping down the crease and onto the bench. Mo fucked her face until he came, spilling down her throat and over her chin, the taste salty and sharp. The kid was last—he stepped up, trembling, and jabbed his cock inside her cunt, barely lasting three thrusts before he grunted and shot his load inside her.

When they finished, Jennifer stood up, legs shaking, cum leaking down her thighs. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and smiled.

Tyrell laughed, slapping her ass. “You alright, girl?”

She nodded. “Better than alright.”

She dressed slowly, savoring the stickiness on her skin, the lingering ache between her legs. She left the panties behind, a token for the next time.

After that, everything was a blur. Each locker room visit was a surprise: sometimes Drew alone, sometimes Mo and a friend, sometimes four or five teammates hanging around after practice, waiting for her to walk in. The first time she saw a true crowd, she hesitated for real—six guys, half of them still in basketball jerseys, all grinning like they’d won the lottery. But the hunger in their eyes, the way they jostled and whispered as she walked in, made her feel invincible.

Drew stepped forward, his hand warm and familiar on her lower back. “Don’t be shy, baby,” he said. “You know you like the attention.”

He kissed her, deep and slow, while the others watched. Then he peeled off her skirt and lifted her onto the bench, spreading her thighs so the entire room could see. One of the new guys, dark-skinned and rail-thin, knelt and buried his tongue in her cunt. She moaned, arching her back, while Drew fed his cock into her mouth. Mo and Tyrell stroked themselves, waiting their turn.

It was a frenzy: hands and mouths and cocks everywhere, every sense overloaded. At one point, Jennifer felt a cock push into her ass while another filled her pussy; she didn’t even know whose was whose, only that it was perfect. She sucked one man while another fucked her from behind, then they swapped, her holes always filled, her mouth always busy.

They came on her tits, in her mouth, on her back, on her face. She licked it up, swallowed what she could, smeared the rest across her skin. The smell was overwhelming—cum, sweat, disinfectant, her own slickness. She reveled in it.

By the end, her legs were weak, her hair glued to her cheeks, her tennis top soaked through with sweat and semen. The guys offered her a towel, but she declined. She wanted to go home marked, wanted Steve to see the streaks on her thighs, the bruises on her hips, the redness around her mouth.

She barely remembered the drive home. She sat on a towel to keep the seat clean, but the mess soaked through, anyway. She wore nothing under her skirt, the cool air on her cunt a constant reminder of what she’d done.

That night, she made love to Steve, riding him hard, her nails digging into his chest. She came twice, clenching around him, imagining Drew and Mo and Tyrell watching, cheering her on. Steve lasted barely five minutes—he finished with a surprised grunt, then lay back, eyes closed.

Jennifer didn’t mind. She got up, showered off the worst of the cum, then stood naked in the bathroom, staring at herself in the mirror. She looked wild: hair matted, lips swollen, faint bruises on her thighs and arms. She touched her clit, found it still sensitive, and fingered herself to a quick, trembling orgasm, biting her fist to keep from crying out.

***

Jennifer started to plan her outfits around how easy they were to get off. She wore skirts so short they barely covered her ass, mesh tops that left nothing to the imagination, bras that unclipped with a flick. She stopped wearing panties altogether—she liked the way it felt, liked the idea that anyone could bend her over and fuck her whenever they wanted.

She started taking more initiative, too. One Wednesday, she showed up to find two guys she didn’t know—one tall and pale, the other short and stocky—sitting on the benches, nervously checking their phones. Drew was late, so Jennifer just walked up, pulled off her tank top, and dropped to her knees between them.

“You know what to do,” she said, looking up with a sly smile.

They did. One shoved his cock in her mouth, the other in her cunt. They fucked her hard, barely pausing to breathe. When Drew finally showed up, he just laughed and watched, stroking himself until it was his turn.

Jennifer loved the feeling of being used, loved the way the guys talked about her like she was a toy, an amenity, a team mascot whore. She even recognized the patterns—how Mo liked to finish in her ass, how Tyrell wanted to come on her face, how the new guys always tried to be gentle at first but ended up rougher than the rest.

She learned to direct them, too. “Slower,” she’d say, or “Harder,” or “Fuck my ass, I want to feel it tomorrow.” They listened, eager to please, but more eager to see how much she could take.

There was one afternoon, late in the semester, when they really tested her limits. Four guys, including Drew and Tyrell, waited for her in the showers. The air was thick with steam, and they’d propped open the locker room door so anyone passing could hear the sounds inside.

Drew pulled her into the showers, pressed her against the tile, and fingered her until she was dripping. Tyrell knelt behind and tongued her ass, then shoved his cock in, slow at first, then all at once. She screamed, but it wasn’t pain, not really—it was the shock of being so full, so stretched, so completely dominated.

The others took turns in her mouth and cunt. She lost track of whose cock was whose, whose hands pulled her hair, whose voices called her slut and whore and “best thing to ever happen to the team.” She came over and over, the orgasms blending together, leaving her a trembling, used-up mess.

When they finished, she was left slumped on the shower floor, cum leaking from every hole, the tile smeared with it. The guys toweled off, dressed, and left, high-fiving and joking about the next game. Jennifer stayed behind, shivering, then slowly cleaned herself in the cold water.

She glimpsed herself in the metal faucet: eyes wild, cheeks flushed, streaks of cum and spit drying on her skin. Instead of shame, she felt pride. She was the team’s free use whore. She loved it.

She dressed without underwear, knowing the cum would seep through her skirt on the drive home.

***

Jennifer sat on the metal bleachers overlooking the basketball courts, legs parted just a little too wide for modesty, tennis bag dropped at her feet. Her match with Mary had ended an hour ago, and she should have gone home, but she couldn't stay away from the afterglow of the men's pickup game. She wore her shortest skirt—the white one with the rainbow stripe—and no panties. Her top was thin, sweat-damp from before, and with every movement her nipples pushed through, hard as marbles.

The men played hard, but not for points. Every block, every dunk, every swish came with extra drama, shoving, and taunts. Jennifer recognized most of them: Drew, Mo, Tyrell, and at least three others who rotated through the gym depending on who had class or work. They played meaner when she watched, the trash talk louder, the moves showier. She caught snatches of their jokes over the thump of the ball and the echo off the gym walls.

"Winner gets first round with the white lady," one of them called, loud enough to make her flush.

"Nah, man, loser gets sloppy seconds!"

The men laughed, eyes flicking to her, then away, then back again. Drew winked when he caught her gaze. Mo grinned, tongue sliding along his teeth. Tyrell cupped his balls and made an obscene gesture, grinning as if he knew she was watching.

Jennifer felt their eyes. She let them see. She shifted on the bleacher, sliding the skirt an inch higher on her thighs. She pretended to text on her phone but angled the screen to catch her own reflection: a flash of pink, the shadowed fold between her legs, her pussy already wet and gleaming.

A timeout called, the men huddled, hands on hips, sweat dripping down their arms. Mo pointed at her, then mimed a throat-fuck. The others laughed, then fell into debate: whose cock was biggest, who could make her squirt, who’d get her ass first. Jennifer’s face burned, but she didn’t look away. She wanted them to talk about her, to imagine what they'd do, to compete for the right to use her.

The game started again, rougher than before. At one point, Drew leapt for a rebound, crashed into Tyrell, and both men sprawled on the floor. Tyrell hopped up first, strutting like he'd just landed a killing blow. He looked at Jennifer and mouthed, "You’re next, princess." She smiled, leaned back, and let her knees drift apart until she was sure Tyrell could see everything.

He did.

The game wound down with a buzzer shot from Drew, who immediately peeled off his sweaty shirt and used it to wipe his face, his chest shining with sweat. He walked over to the bleachers, planting himself a row below her, eyes at thigh level.

"Like the view?" she teased, voice low.

He grinned, not shy at all. "Love it. You gonna let us take it for a spin?"

She shrugged, letting the top slip further off one shoulder. "Depends who wins."

Drew laughed, glanced over his shoulder at the others. "Oh, we'll all win. You know that."

The rest of the guys drifted over, forming a loose knot around the bottom of the bleachers. They tried to play it cool, sipping Gatorade or slouching with arms folded, but their eyes never left her legs.

Jennifer crossed her ankles, then slowly, deliberately uncrossed them. She leaned forward, elbows on her knees, and let the skirt ride up. She saw their glances—furtive, greedy, some embarrassed, some bold. She felt her cunt pulse, wetter than ever.

One of the new guys, a tall, light-skinned guard with baby dreads, muttered, "Shit, she got no shame."

Mo laughed. "That's why we like her, man. She got more balls than the whole team."

Jennifer smiled, letting the words land. She reveled in their attention, in the way they talked about her like she wasn’t even there. She was the team’s toy, their post-practice treat, the dirty secret they all shared.

When the courts finally cleared, she stood and stretched, arms high over her head, the move pulling her shirt up to expose her bare midriff. She grabbed her bag and started toward the locker rooms, hips swinging with every step.

Behind her, the men fell in line, their voices a low, rumbling chorus.

"Which hole you want today?"

"I call mouth first. She does this thing with her tongue, swear to god—"

"Bro, she's leaking down her leg already. Somebody better catch that."

Jennifer's heart pounded. She loved the parade, the way the men crowded her, their hands quick to touch, to guide, to stake a claim. She paused at the edge of the locker room, turned to face them, and decided.

"No fighting," she said, "or you don't get any." The words surprised her, the tone sharp and bossy. She liked it. She saw the effect it had: the men straightened, eager to obey.

Inside, she dropped her bag, slipped off her shirt, and hopped up on the nearest bench. She parted her knees, spreading herself for their inspection.

"Come get it," she said. "Use my cunt, ruin my asshole. I want to taste you all at once."

They rushed her, jostling for position. Mo took her mouth, enormous hands gentle on her face. Tyrell climbed up behind, his cock already nudging her asshole. Drew knelt between her legs, spreading her pussy with his fingers, licking her clit until she shuddered.

She was filled in every way: cock in her throat, cock in her cunt, cock in her ass. They moved in rhythm, fucking her hard, never pausing. She gagged, drooled, moaned around Mo's cock, taking all of it, loving the stretch, the pain, the mess.

The men passed her back and forth. When one came, another took his place. Her holes dripped with cum, her skin was glazed with sweat and spit and semen. She came again and again; the orgasms wracking her body until she was limp, barely able to hold herself up.

The talk was constant: "You see her squirt?" "Fuck, she's choking on me," "Stretch that white ass, man, make it gape." The filthier they talked, the hotter she got.

She lost track of time. She lost track of whose cock was where, who was in her, who was painting her face or tits or back. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was the heat, the hunger, the hands pinning her down; the voices calling her a whore, a slut, a good team bitch.

When it was finally over, Jennifer lay on the bench, spread-eagled, covered in cum, every hole used and raw. The men dressed, laughing, congratulating each other on "breaking her in." Some patted her head, some squeezed her tits or ass one more time.

She sat up, wiped the mess from her lips, and grinned.

"I'll see you next week," she said.

Drew winked. "You know it, baby."

She walked out of the locker room, head high, the taste of them still on her tongue, the stickiness on her skin a badge of honor. She liked the ache, the slow drip of cum from her pussy as she walked. She enjoyed knowing that next time, they'd try to use her even harder.

She was their trophy, their team slut, and she was proud of it.

Chapter 11 - Party Invite

Jennifer finished the third set with a final, clumsy backhand, and the ball sailed wide, smacking the chain-link fence with a flat clang. She let the racket dangle from her fingertips, breathing hard, sweat slicking the inside of her elbows and making her short white skirt stick to the backs of her thighs. The sun had baked the courts for hours, and every step sent up a shimmer from the green paint, heat radiating up through her sneakers. She was so hot her skin felt glazed. The AC in her car seemed as remote and impossible as Antarctica.

Across the net, Mary was barely winded. She cocked a hip, twirled her racket, and said, “You slowing down on me, or did that last round of doubles with your boy-toy finally break you?”

Jennifer rolled her eyes, but her lips twitched at the edges. “You wish.”

“I do,” Mary said, and there was a flash of something hungry in her gaze, gone in an instant. “But I’m nothing if not generous. You want to play it out, or surrender now and grab Gatorade?”

Jennifer hesitated, the answer obvious. Her body ached, not just from exertion but from the persistent, throbbing buzz that had set up shop between her legs three weeks ago and never left. “Let’s get a drink,” she said, voice softer than she meant.

Mary grinned like a shark and led the way to the bench in the shade. Jennifer trailed after, aware of every bounce of her breasts under the tight mesh tank, every flash of thigh in the sun. She felt watched, even with no one visible on the adjacent courts.

Mary sat, peeled the lid off her water bottle, and eyed Jennifer over the rim. “So what’s the plan after this?” she asked. “The way you were looking at the lockers, I assume there’s an extracurricular activity on your schedule.”

Jennifer’s cheeks went hot. “I just wanted to practice my serve some more.”

Mary’s laugh was quick and dirty. “You’re such a shit liar, Jen. Is he meeting you in the locker room again?”

Jennifer looked away, the question sliding into her like a finger. “Maybe. I don’t know.” She took a sip from her own bottle, the water lukewarm but soothing on her tongue. “It’s not like it’s an everyday thing.”

Mary stretched, lifting both arms high overhead, ribs and breasts stretching the pink crop top. She said, “He’s got you dickmatized, babe. Be careful or you’ll end up like me, waking up with unfamiliar stains and no memory of how they got there.” She paused, watching Jennifer for a reaction, then added, “But who am I to judge?”

There was a lull, broken only by the squeak of rubber soles from the distant basketball court.

“Did you ever do something like this?” Jennifer blurted.

Mary’s smile grew sly. “Like what?”

Jennifer fumbled. “Just…casual. With someone you barely know.”

Mary shrugged. “That’s half my twenties.” She leaned in, lowering her voice to a confidential pitch. “Honestly, Jen, the only thing that surprises me is how long it took you to get here.” She nudged Jennifer’s knee with her own. “You play it all wholesome, but the slut was always in there, waiting for a reason.”

Jennifer went quiet. She felt exposed, every nerve tuned to the frequency of want. Her thighs pressed together on instinct, the damp friction setting off little sparks.

Out on the far end of the blacktop, the basketball game broke up. The men wandered off, some toward the parking lot, some to the shade. But one peeled off and headed directly toward the tennis courts, moving with an easy, predatory confidence that made Jennifer’s stomach drop and then spike. Drew’s shirt was tucked into the waistband of his shorts, his skin beaded with sweat, basketball tucked under one arm. Even at a distance, he looked impossibly young, hard and loose all at once.

Mary caught the direction of Jennifer’s gaze and let out a low whistle. “Jesus, he’s something. And you’ve been tapping it.”

Jennifer bit her lip. “Shut up.”

But Mary was laser-focused now, sunglasses sliding down her nose. “You’re telling me that’s just a gym thing? He’s not texting you at midnight, sending you those ‘what you wearing’ messages?”

Jennifer shook her head. “He’s not like that.”

Mary laughed again, softer this time, almost fond. “Honey, they’re all like that.”

Drew closed the gap, rolling the basketball across the pavement until it hit the fence. He waved, then ducked through the gate, coming to a stop a few feet away. He had that post-workout glow: slick skin, every muscle alive, a gleam in his eyes like he already knew every secret Jennifer was hiding.

He nodded at Mary first. “Hey.”

Mary grinned up at him, all teeth and attitude. “Hey yourself.”

“Ready for the lockers?” Jennifer asked, despite Mary’s presence. She needed what she needed, and Mary knew anyway.

“Nah, I got a thing with the guys. But Friday night,” he said, voice thick. “There’s a party. My boys will be there. I want you to come.”

Jennifer’s brain short-circuited. “A party?”

“Party with the team and some other friends. You’re invited.”

She tried to process it, but her body was screaming for release. “How about now?” she managed, voice shaky.

He laughed, a low rumble. “I can’t stay today. Gotta get home.”

Her face fell, the need turning into a low-grade ache.

He touched her cheek, then said, low and sexy, “Save it for Friday night, baby. There’ll be more than you can handle.”

He stepped back, checked her impossibly short skirt, then gave her a long, hungry look. “You’ll come, right?”

Jennifer’s breath shuddered. “Yeah,” she said, “I’ll come.”

He grinned, grabbed his basketball, and left without another word.

Jennifer stood for a long minute, legs splayed, hands trembling. Her pussy throbbed, the emptiness inside her a physical wound. She wanted to scream, or cry, or both.

She realized Mary was standing, watching, sunglasses perched on her head, smile sharp as ever.

“Well?” Mary asked, voice bright, “Are you actually going to do it?”

Jennifer looked over, lost. “Do what?”

Mary rolled her eyes. “The party. Drew’s invitation. I saw your face, Jen. You looked like a cartoon wolf.”

Jennifer slumped, hating how obvious she was. “I mean, I kind of have to go, right? It’d be rude not to. But I have no idea what I’d even say to Steve. I have to find an excuse to be away, maybe overnight.”

“Aren’t you worried about his friends? Sounds like there will be a lot.” She looked at Jennifer over the rim of her glasses, “And I think he implied you’d be the entertainment, so definitely plan for overnight.”

Jennifer chewed the inside of her cheek, then said, quietly, “That’s not what I’m worried about.”

“Then what is it?”

Jennifer’s voice was almost a whisper. “I can’t stop thinking about it. Not just the party—the idea of all those guys. It’s like I want them to…” Her face flushed; the words wouldn’t come.

Mary didn’t press. She just waited, eyes locked Jennifer.

Jennifer forced the confession out: “I keep imagining it. Me, in the middle, them all around. Lined up. Like I’m some kind of…” She swallowed, the word thick and sticky. “Like I’m a fucking porn star.”

Mary didn’t laugh, didn’t even smile. “That’s not a bad thing, you know. Most women fantasize about it. They just don’t have the nerve to say it out loud.” She leaned forward, her tone shifting, lower and more intimate. “You know what I think? I think you’re finally letting yourself want what you really want.”

Jennifer picked at the skin around her thumb. “It’s just, the more I do it, the more I want. Like nothing’s ever enough. Isn’t that supposed to be a sign that you have a problem?”

Mary barked a laugh. “No, darling. It’s a sign you’re human. Besides, it’s not like you’re selling your body on the street.” She paused. “Not unless you want to. I bet you’d make a killing.”

Jennifer rolled her eyes, but the joke loosened the knot in her chest.

Mary returned to her unflappable self, “You want to come over? I have vodka in the freezer and you have a couple of hours before Steve expects you home.”

Jennifer almost said no—she needed a shower, she needed to figure out what she was going to tell Steve; she needed to get her head right. But instead, she heard herself say, “Yeah. Sure.”

Chapter 12 - Two Worlds, One Wife

The drive to Mary’s house was less than ten minutes, but Jennifer spent all of it in thought, driving on autopilot. Every time she pictured the party, her stomach twisted. Not the party itself, exactly. More the image of herself at it: a forty-three-year-old woman in a room full of sweaty, collegiate bodies, desperate not to stick out, and desperate to stick out all at once.

She was so distracted that she ended up at her house, then cruised by, looping around and heading to Mary’s again. She tried to focus on the drive, but couldn’t shake the vision of black penises, hard and yearning for her. She liked the idea of completely unknown men inside of her as she came over and over again.

Mary’s neighborhood wasn’t like hers. Instead of lawns, there were drought-resistant plants and wild grass. The houses were low slung, mid-century, with carports instead of garages. Jennifer parked at the curb, engine idling, hands glued to the wheel as she summoned the will to go in.

She caught her reflection in the rearview. Her hair had frizzed, the tennis ponytail now limp and fraying. She looked tired, not in a tragic way, but in the sense of someone who’d been waiting a long time for something, and might wait a lot longer.

She killed the engine and walked up the cracked driveway.

Mary answered the door on the first knock. She wore nothing but a pale blue silk robe, loosely belted, and the left shoulder was already sliding off her arm. The flash of breast was so brief that Jennifer wasn’t sure it wasn’t deliberate.

“Hey, superstar!” Mary sang, waving her in. “I was about to start drinking without you.”

“I made a wrong turn, sorry.”

Jennifer stepped into the entryway. The house was clean but cluttered: walls crowded with black-and-white family photos; the credenza stacked with unopened mail, a half-dead plant on every flat surface.

Mary handed her a glass of red, the meniscus trembling almost to the rim. “Drink, hon. You look like you need it.”

Jennifer sipped, winced at the tannin, then took another, longer pull.

They settled in the living room. Mary curled onto the end of a sectional, folding one knee under the other, the robe riding high. Jennifer sank onto the opposite cushion, clutching her wine in both hands.

Three bottles stood like soldiers on the coffee table, only one opened.

Mary followed her gaze. “I call it a challenge,” she said, grinning. “Let’s see if we can kill them before Mike gets home.”

Jennifer wanted to relax, but her nerves stayed knotted. She kept rolling her wedding ring, spinning it with her thumb until the skin beneath turned red.

Mary caught the gesture. “You okay?” she asked, softer now.

Jennifer forced a smile. “Just tired. And…” She trailed off, not wanting to finish the sentence.

Mary propped her elbow on the couch, chin in hand. “You’re obsessing about Friday, aren’t you?”

Jennifer shrugged. “A little.”

Mary sipped her wine, eyes sharp. “You shouldn’t be. You’re hot, you’re fun, and the worst thing that can happen is you drink too much and end up on Instagram. Which, honestly, would do wonders for your follower count.”

Jennifer barked a laugh, then covered her mouth.

Mary’s tone shifted, conspiratorial. “Do you need an alibi?”

Jennifer hesitated. “No, I just—I haven’t lied to Steve about anything real before. Not since…” She let it hang, hoping Mary would pick it up.

Mary didn’t. She just plowed ahead. “Easy fix. Tell him you’re sleeping over here. We’ll even take selfies, put them on the ‘gram, make it look like a marathon of old Real Housewives.”

Jennifer twisted her ring harder. “And if he checks? Or drives by and sees the house is empty?”

Mary’s smile went sly. “Why would he do that?”

Jennifer didn’t answer, but she could feel her own paranoia growing roots. “What if he does?”

Mary poured herself another glass, spilling a drop on her thigh. She wiped it with her finger, then licked the finger clean. “Don’t worry, honey. I have it covered.” She let that hang, like a secret she was daring Jennifer to ask about.

Jennifer picked at the cuticle of her thumb. “You really don’t think it’s stupid?” she asked, voice small. “Me going to this party?”

Mary sat back, the robe now open to her midriff. “I think it’s overdue. I think you’ve been a Stepford Wife too long, and you deserve a little chaos. What’s the worst that happens? You get drunk and fuck someone? That’s the purpose of the party, right?”

Jennifer set her wine down. “Steve finds out. There is someone I know there.” Mary gave her a look, “OK, low likelihood.” She dropped her voice “What if I like it?”

Mary laughed so loud Jennifer startled. “Jesus, babe. It’s a party, not a purity test. Do you think I’ve never cheated on Mike?” She gestured at the wine bottles. “That’s why Merlot exists. For self-forgiveness.”

Jennifer stared at the table. “Have you?”

Mary’s face went slack for a beat. “Let’s just say…what happens at the party stays at the party.”

Jennifer felt the blush rise, flooding her ears. She crossed her legs, then uncrossed them, then tucked her feet under her. “I just don’t know if I can do it.”

Mary refilled Jennifer’s glass. “You can. You want to. And if you do, I’ll run interference. I’ll even tell Steve I got you too drunk to drive home so you can stay overnight.”

Jennifer managed a shaky laugh.

They sat in silence for a while; the room growing dim as the sun slipped behind the hedge. The only sound was the tick of the ice-maker in the kitchen, and the occasional glug from the wine bottle.

Mary got up to turn on a lamp, her robe slipping further so that the curve of her ass showed, a peek of pale skin above the thigh. She caught Jennifer looking and grinned. “Sorry. It’s one of those days. Robe is all that fits.”

Jennifer wanted to ask if that was the truth, but her mouth was suddenly dry.

Mary flopped back onto the couch. “So, are we set? Friday night, you’re sleeping here. Steve won’t blink. And you get to be your wildest self, no guilt.”

Jennifer nodded, then shook her head. “Can I be honest?”

Mary lifted a brow.

“I’m more scared of wanting it than I am of the guilt after.”

Mary’s smile was slow. “Wanting is what makes it worth it, babe. Trust me.”

Jennifer finished her glass in three long swallows. The warmth spread, taking the edge off the fear but not the restlessness.

She glanced at her phone. Two unread messages from Steve: one about dinner, the other a question about the water bill. She didn’t reply.

Mary clinked her glass against Jennifer’s. “Here’s to girls’ night.”

Jennifer smiled, but inside, she was already at Friday’s party, already lost in it, and already wondering who she’d be when it was over.

***

Mary poured another glass without asking, slopping a little on the table. “You keep worrying about Steve, but honestly, honey, that’s the least of your problems.”

Jennifer blinked, the world already slightly soft around the edges. “What does that mean?”

Mary grinned, tongue pinched between her teeth. “Just that you’re not the first married woman to need a cover story. There’s a system. I’m the system.”

Jennifer laughed, but it came out hollow. “What if he calls?”

“We selfie, we FaceTime, we talk about how we’re getting blitzed on rosé and trashing our exes.” Mary raised her glass, the robe gaping at the chest. “You really think Steve cares what goes on here after dark?”

Jennifer opened her mouth to answer, but Mary cut her off.

“And anyway, you’re not going to be at some rando’s house. The party is here.” She paused, a self-satisfied smirk curdling her face. “Your car is here. It’ll look totally normal. Steve could drive by a hundred times and all he’d see is your car in my driveway. Easy.”

Jennifer stared, not understanding. “Wait, what?”

Mary set her glass down with a gentle clink. “The party. It’s here. At my place.” She stretched, robe riding up her thigh. “It always is, at least when it’s the real party.”

Jennifer’s brain snagged on the word “always.” She squinted. “Why here?”

Mary looked at her, serious. “Because I trust my house. Because the liquor is better. And because, let’s be honest, you’re not the only one who likes to let loose after tennis.” She held up a finger, ticking off the reasons. “It’s a safe neighborhood. No one’s gonna call the cops. And it runs all night, so you can come as hard and as often as you want.”

The words made Jennifer’s ears ring. She twisted her ring, unable to meet Mary’s eyes. “Who else is coming?” she asked, barely above a whisper.

“Drew, obviously. Mo, if he can get out of a late shift. Some of the guys from the courts, sometimes their girlfriends, if they’re cool.” Mary took a drink, then fixed Jennifer with a gaze sharp enough to cut glass. “Usually about a dozen of Drew and Mo’s friends. I love strange dick. But mostly it’s for us.”

Jennifer’s heart thudded in her throat. “Why didn’t you tell me before?”

Mary snorted. “I thought you’d figure it out.” She grinned. “Babe, I told you I had a wild phase in college. I didn’t outgrow it.”

Jennifer put her glass down, missing the coaster by an inch. “Wait. Are you saying—”

Mary rolled her eyes. “Yes, hon. I sleep with them. With Drew. With Mo. Usually here, sometimes in hotels if we want to change it up. But mostly here. Sometimes on this couch.” She patted the cushion between them for emphasis.

Jennifer’s hand froze in midair. The room spun. “But they’re with me—”

“On your days,” Mary finished. “Weekends, or nights when Drew isn’t with you, he’s here. Or with someone else. He gets around.” She shrugged, perfectly at ease. “So do I, to be honest.”

The implications came slow and thick, like honey. Jennifer opened and closed her mouth, grasping for words. “You just—don’t care?”

Mary leaned forward, her face inches from Jennifer’s. “You think Mike cares? He gets off on it. Most of the time he watches while I get off on black cock. Sometimes he joins.” She giggled, then covered her mouth in mock horror. “You never asked, but yeah. It’s an open marriage, babe. We swing. A lot.”

Jennifer’s vision tunneled. For a moment, she felt like a teenager again—overwhelmed, out of her depth, but also a little excited.

Mary poured another glass, her hand steady despite the amount they’d already put away. “I figured you’d want to know before Friday. Not that it’ll matter. Once you have three black cocks in you, you won’t care about the rest.”

Jennifer’s mouth fell open. She stared at Mary, words gone.

Mary raised her glass. “To new experiences.”

Jennifer stared back, the full meaning of “girls’ night” still vibrating through her.

She raised her own glass and drank, not sure if she was terrified or turned on.

***

Jennifer couldn’t stop looking at Mary’s legs. Or rather, at the triangle of bare skin visible every time Mary shifted on the couch. It felt suddenly like a trap, one she’d wandered into on autopilot.

“So,” Jennifer started, “Mike just… doesn’t care?”

Mary’s eyes sparkled over the rim of her glass. “Care? Babe, he gets off on it. He’s almost always here when it goes down.” She snorted. “Most of the time he’s watching. I think he enjoys it as much as I do when a guy blows his nuts into me.”

Jennifer’s lips parted, but no words came. She glanced at the stairs, half-expecting to see a shadow lurking there.

Mary saw the look and grinned wider. “He’s not here now. You’re safe.” She hesitated, then set her glass down. “Actually—show and tell.”

She loosened the belt of her robe, letting it fall open. Underneath, she wore nothing. There was a tattoo on the swell of her left breast: a Queen of Spades, sharp black lines, the letter Q crowned above the symbol. Mary traced it with a painted nail. “Means what you think it means,” she said, voice low.

Jennifer’s eyes dropped, tracking the robe as it slid further apart. Mary lifted her hips, pulling the silk open. There, just above her bare mound, was another tattoo in blocky, jailhouse script: “BLACK ONLY.” The letters were dark, angry, and impossible to miss.

Jennifer’s hand froze, wine glass hovering in midair. She felt her face go hot, then cold, then hot again.

Mary laughed, a full-bodied cackle. “You’re not the first to be surprised. But, sweetie, this is my thing. This is my life. I’ve been getting fucked by black guys since I was eighteen.” She grinned. “Still do. Drew and Mo, mostly, but sometimes more.”

Jennifer set her glass down, missed the coaster, red wine sloshing onto the table. She didn’t move to wipe it up.

Mary leaned in, breasts now fully exposed. “You want to know the best part? Mike likes me sloppy. He likes to taste them on me. He’s not a cuck, not really, but he loves the mess. The more, the better.”

Jennifer’s mind reeled. “So, the parties—”

“Every few months, yeah. Drew throws them. Used to be just me, but now the guest list got big. They needed more girls, so…” She waved her hand at Jennifer.

The world tilted. “So you—what? You recruited me?”

Mary nodded, slow and deliberate. “Of course. I knew you’d be perfect.” She reached out, ran a finger over Jennifer’s thigh. “You’re already addicted, aren’t you? You want it as bad as I do.”

Jennifer shivered at the touch, unable to look away from the dark letters above Mary’s slit.

Mary pulled her hand back, then clapped them together, excited. “Now, you and I get to have fun together! No more tennis bullshit. No more pretending we’re just boring wives. We can be who we really are.”

Jennifer’s head buzzed. “I’m not like you,” she managed, but the words rang false.

Mary shrugged. “Sure you are. You just didn’t have a name for it. You do now.” She stood, letting the robe fall to the carpet, and stretched, unabashed in her nakedness. “Black-owned. That’s what I am, I guess what we are, Mike and me.”

“Owned?” Jennifer asked, stomach churning at the revelation and extremeness of it.

“Yeah. Drew, Mo, a dozen others. They want some, they come get it. You know how many times Mike eats dinner at the table while I get fucked senseless on the other end? Sloppy seconds is his dessert.”

“Welcome to the club, babe. Now we just have to get you marked.”

Jennifer looked up, mouth still open. “Marked?”

Mary smiled, wide and white. “You’ll see.” She sat back down, thigh pressed to Jennifer’s. “Friday’s going to be the best night of your life. I promise.”

Jennifer believed her. She wasn’t sure if that was a good thing or not.

***

Jennifer sat numbly, pouring herself a third glass—then a fourth—while Mary wandered around the living room in nothing but her tattoos and a lopsided grin. The wine tasted metallic, but it was better than silence. It quieted the shaking in her hands, the noise in her brain.

She was halfway through the last glass when the front door opened and Mike stepped in. He was in work khakis and a faded polo, but his eyes were clear, almost predatory. He took in the scene—the empty bottles, Mary’s bare ass as she bent to pick up a coaster, Jennifer’s flushed and frozen expression—and he smiled like a man who’d just hit a jackpot.

“Party started early?” he asked. He set his laptop bag on the credenza, then ambled into the room, hands in pockets.

Mary grinned at him, not bothering to cover up. “Just pre-gaming for the Friday Fuckfest.”

Mike nodded, like it was perfectly normal. He grabbed a glass, poured the dregs, and drank it in a gulp.

Jennifer watched him, waiting for a flicker of shame or anger or anything that would make sense. Instead, he looked at her and smiled wider.

“So you’re in, huh?” he asked.

Jennifer’s mouth was dry. “Yeah, I guess.”

Mike set the glass down, then stood over Mary, hand sliding around her waist. “You’ll love it,” he said, tone warm. “First time’s always a trip.”

Mary pressed her ass into Mike’s crotch, then turned, wrapping her arms around his neck. “She’s a natural,” Mary said, “Drew said so.”

Mike met Jennifer’s gaze. “Do you ever get off on being watched?”

Jennifer’s memory flashed: the locker room, Drew’s friends, the sting of humiliation mixed with hunger.

She felt the old ache, but this time it didn’t scare her. It thrilled her.

She smiled, slow and uncertain at first, then let it build. “I think I do,” she said.

Mike grinned back, feral. “You’re gonna put on a show for us, gorgeous. I can’t wait to see it.”

Jennifer’s whole body hummed. She twisted her ring, then let go, letting her hands rest open on her knees.

Mary poured another glass, sloshed some on the floor, and offered it to Jennifer with a wink. “Here’s to the show.”

Jennifer clinked the glass, drank deep, and met Mike’s gaze—this time without fear.

She knew what she was now.

Chapter 13 - Friday Night Fuckfest

Jennifer parked across from Mary’s house, engine idling, heart doing double-time. The sun was gone, but the sky still held a fading afterglow, painting the eaves and succulents with a half-light that made everything feel staged and unreal. She studied the house: curtains open, lights ablaze in the kitchen, front door painted a dirty pink. A Jeep she didn’t recognize was parked in the drive alongside Mike’s truck. There was no sign of Mary, but through the picture window, Jennifer caught a flash of movement—bare skin, maybe, or a tight shirt pulled over breasts. It sent a charge through her stomach, jittery and hot.

She checked herself in the mirror. Her makeup was heavier than usual—thick lashes, red lips, a sweep of shimmer on her cheekbones. She’d fought with herself over the skirt for ten minutes, finally landing on a pleated black mini that just barely covered her ass, and a tennis tank that fit like a second skin. She’d brought a bag with backup clothes, just in case she lost her nerve or needed to go “full PTA mom” at a moment’s notice. The logic felt dumb now. She would not be blending in.

She walked up the drive, knees almost buckling, and rang the bell. The door yanked open before she could even pull her finger back.

Mary grinned from the threshold. She wore nothing but a see-through mesh crop shirt with the word SLUT ironed across the chest in raised black vinyl and a pair of white panties so small they disappeared into the cleft of her hips. Her nipples were dark and visible, the shirt cut low to reveal the blue-black Queen of Spades tattoo peeking just above her left breast. When she turned to let Jennifer in, her ass was bare except for the floss of panty string. Above her mound, in a heavy, jailhouse font, “BLACK ONLY” stared out from her tan skin.

Jennifer’s breath caught. She was hit with a rush of jealousy and awe, followed by something heavier and more dangerous.

“Damn,” she managed, trying to play it cool.

Mary laughed and tugged her inside, arm looping through Jennifer’s. “You like?” She gave a little shimmy, letting her tits bounce. “This is a judgment-free zone, babe. Dress code is slut or dick.”

“I’m overdressed,” Jennifer said, and felt her face flush.

“Not for long.” Mary winked, then called out: “Mike! Look who’s here!”

Jennifer followed Mary into the living room, every step a revelation. The house was transformed. The credenza had been swept clean, now covered with a full bartender’s kit: bottles of vodka and tequila, neat lines of lemon wedges, three brands of beer on ice in a metal tub. The air smelled faintly of furniture polish, citrus, and something medicinal—alcohol or maybe latex.

Mike emerged from the kitchen wearing a white T-shirt that simply read HUSBAND in block letters. The effect was so dorky it circled around to intimidating. He gave Jennifer a quick once-over, nodded in approval, and started pouring drinks without a word. He looked completely at ease.

Jennifer tried not to stare, but everything in the house was a new detail. The ottoman was topped with a crisp stack of towels. Every table had a coaster and a box of tissues. Discreet bottles of lube sat in little baskets by each couch. On the kitchen counter, two party-sized boxes of condoms—one labeled “Magnum,” the other “Standard”—sat open, gold and silver wrappers glinting like Halloween candy. Every surface gleamed. Even the couch had a throw sheet draped over it, as if expecting a mess.

It was all so… matter-of-fact.

Mary watched Jennifer absorb it. “We like to be prepared. Fewer stains, fewer regrets.” She ushered Jennifer to the bar and handed her a shot glass. “Salt?”

Jennifer shook her head, too busy staring at Mary’s breasts.

Mary grinned, threw her own shot back, and licked the rim of her glass clean. “First party jitters? Or just excited?”

“I’m both,” Jennifer admitted, and took her shot. The tequila hit her tongue sweet, then burned all the way down, a heat that spread to her toes and ears. “God, I’m so nervous I could scream.”

Mike slid a beer her way. “You’ll be fine,” he said, voice soft. He sounded like he meant it.

Mary set her glass down with a thunk and eyed Jennifer’s outfit. “Cute, but you’re about to get upstaged. I got you something special.”

She disappeared down the hall, hips swaying with every step. Jennifer sipped a beer, letting her eyes roam the room. She was buzzed already, but the nerves didn’t fade—they just changed flavor, going from sharp to hot and low. She pressed her knees together, squeezing out the feeling.

Mike started slicing limes. “You okay?” he asked, without looking up.

“Yeah. Just—this is a lot.”

He nodded. “It’s a party. You don’t have to do anything, but you will.”

Jennifer didn’t know what to say, so she sipped more beer. The bottle sweated in her hand, condensation dripping down her wrist. She realized her hands were shaking.

Mary reappeared, arms raised in triumph, holding a wisp of white mesh and a thin blue skirt. “Try it on!” she crowed. “You’ll be the fucking star.”

Jennifer took the outfit and ducked into the guest bathroom. The skirt was baby blue, pleated, and so short it would have violated any dress code on the planet. The top was a tennis-cut mesh with “FUCKTOY” printed across the chest in varsity letters, the fabric so thin her nipples poked through before she’d even put it on. She peeled off her tank and bra, then shimmied out of her skirt, leaving her own pale blue panties on for decency. When she checked herself in the mirror, she looked like a bad porn parody of herself, but better. She felt taller, younger, rawer. The rush was instant.

She stepped out into the living room, heart pounding. Mike stopped pouring and stared, mouth ajar.

Mary whooped. “YES. Now ditch the panties.”

Jennifer laughed, high and breathless, but didn’t argue. She ducked back into the bathroom and slipped them off, feeling the air hit her bare skin in a way that made her nipples harden even more. She left them in a neat pile on the counter, like she was checking her last bit of shame at the door.

When she came out, Mary was waiting. She spun Jennifer by the shoulders, eyeing her from every angle. “Perfect,” she said. “You look like a fucking snack.”

Mike watched the whole thing with a crooked smile. “You two are dangerous,” he said.

Mary shimmied up to Jennifer, sandwiching her between Mike and herself. “Are you ready for the grand tour?”

Jennifer nodded, letting the tequila and attention smooth her nerves.

They started in the living room, which had been stripped of family photos and knickknacks. The TV had been switched to a music channel, currently playing an old-school hip-hop playlist. The dining room table was cleared except for a fresh stack of red plastic cups and a mound of individually wrapped wet wipes.

Down the hall, each bedroom door was open, the beds made but with extra sheets and pillows piled high. In the guest bathroom, a fresh box of wipes sat on the tank, next to a little tray of mouthwash and disposable toothbrushes. Jennifer caught her own reflection in the mirror, mesh top clinging to her breasts, lipstick smeared at the corner of her mouth. She liked what she saw.

Mary led her to the backyard, where the pool glittered under string lights, and a folding table was already loaded with coolers and solo cups. She heard voices from next door, but no one seemed to care. This was the safest place in the world for what they were about to do.

Back inside, Mike handed out another round of tequila shots. “The guys will be here soon,” he said. “Just be yourselves. The rest takes care of itself.”

Mary clinked glasses with Jennifer, then downed her shot in one move. She ran a hand down Jennifer’s back, then grabbed her ass, squeezing hard. “Don’t worry,” she whispered. “The first one is always the hardest. After that, you’ll be hooked.”

Mike chuckled, “They’re all hard, baby.” He winked at Mary, “Especially when they see you.”

Mary yipped, “Not hard when they’re done.”

“Slut,” Mike joked.

“Guilty. But you love me full of black cum, don’t you? Perv.”

Mike approached her, kissed her lips. “Full of black cock and cum. Your purpose in life.”

Mary giggled.

Jennifer was surprised when Mike turned and kissed her on the lips, meeting her eyes, “Your purpose, too, I think.”

Jennifer took the shot, let the heat bloom through her, and grinned. She looked at Mary, then at Mike, then at the room around her—so clean, so ready to be ruined. She felt a wildness rising in her, something she hadn’t let out in decades.

When the doorbell rang, Mary bounced up, tits jiggling under the mesh. “Showtime,” she sang.

Jennifer tried to ignore the panic rising in her chest, but it was drowned out by something hungrier and more powerful.

She glanced down at the letters on her chest—FUCKTOY, proud and unambiguous. For the first time all day, she felt like she belonged.

She squared her shoulders, smoothed the tiny skirt, and followed Mary toward the door.

***

Mary flung open the door, and the noise from the outside came flooding in—a rush of voices, the slap of sneakers on concrete, and the trailing scent of weed and cologne. Drew stood at the front, one hand on the frame, a six-pack in the other. His grin was cocky as ever, gaze immediately sweeping from Mary’s nearly bare tits to Jennifer’s mesh top and the nothing skirt.

He whistled. “Damn, ladies. Didn’t think you’d really dress code it.”

Mo trailed in behind, already shirtless, biceps gleaming in the porch light. He carried a brown paper grocery sack; the logo stamped with a green leaf, and set it on the credenza before making a beeline for the bar. Mike was there, ready, already pouring four shots. He offered them up, and the guys grabbed them without hesitation.

“Welcome to the show,” Mary said, clinking glasses.

Drew took his shot, then leaned in and whispered, “You ready for some real fun tonight?”

Jennifer tried to smirk, but her face went hot. “That’s why I came,” she heard herself say, the words popping out on pure adrenaline.

He laughed, deep in his chest, then nodded at her outfit. “Good girl. You know what’s coming, right?”

Before she could answer, Mary hooked an arm around her waist and said, “The only rule is you have to try everything once. After that, you can set limits.” She winked. “Or not.”

The next moments happened fast: Drew grabbed Jennifer by the back of the neck, firm but not rough, and steered her to the leather couch. He was already unzipping, his cock swelling thick and dark before he even sat down. Mo did the same with Mary, dragging her to the floor and pushing her onto her knees, her ass wobbling as she knelt.

Jennifer knelt beside Mary, the skirt riding up until she was bare-bottomed. She felt her cunt pulse; the wetness running slick down her thigh. Drew’s cock hung in front of her face, the smell tangy and hot. He stroked it once, then tapped the head against her lips.

“Open up, Mrs. Hollis,” he murmured.

Jennifer opened. Drew pushed in, slowly at first, letting her adjust to the size. His cock filled her mouth, the tip pushing past her tongue and making her lips stretch wide. The salt and heat of him filled her senses. She moaned around it; the vibration making Drew hiss through his teeth.

Beside her, Mo had Mary by the hair, feeding her his own cock. He was even thicker; the head flared and slick. Mary took him like a pro, hands behind her back, eyes closed in bliss as he pumped her mouth. Mo called over to Mike, “Gonna ruin your wife tonight, buddy.”

“She deserves it,” Mike laughed, downing a shot.

Drew gripped Jennifer’s ponytail, using it as a handle, and started to fuck her mouth in earnest. He went slowly, but each thrust went deeper, until her nose mashed against his abs and drool ran down her chin. He watched her the whole time, never breaking eye contact.

“You love that, don’t you?” he whispered, voice thick. “You love choking on it.”

Jennifer couldn’t answer, but her whole body buzzed with agreement. She reached up and stroked the base of his cock, spit slick and messy. He pushed deeper, making her gag, then pulled out, letting a string of drool and pre-cum drip to her chest.

On the floor, Mary coughed around Mo’s cock, then licked her lips clean. “Bring it, boys,” she rasped, already flushed. “We’re just getting started.”

There was a knock at the door, then two more. Mike moved to answer, letting in a new group: four more black men, young and hungry, all familiar from the basketball courts. One—Tyrell, if Jennifer remembered—made a beeline for the beer cooler, but his eyes never left the sight of Jennifer’s lips on Drew’s cock.

Another—slightly older, beard and gold chain—stood by the kitchen, arms crossed, and sized up the entire scene. He grinned, then nodded at Jennifer. “She’s the new one?”

Mike said, “She’s the main event.”

The men laughed, traded high-fives, and started peeling off their clothes. Shirts first, then pants, all of them with cocks swinging loose and already half-hard. The house was filled with the smell of sweat, weed, and sex.

Drew stepped back from the couch, letting his cock bounce free. He grabbed Jennifer under the arms, lifted her up, and tossed her onto the couch on her back. The skirt rode up to her ribs, mesh top doing nothing to hide her tits. The men crowded close, taking in the sight.

Drew got on his knees, lined up his cock, and pressed it to Jennifer’s cunt. She was soaking; the lips parted and ready. He shoved in with one stroke, bottoming out so deep she saw stars.

She screamed—first in shock, then in pure pleasure.

The new guys laughed, slapping each other’s backs. Tyrell moved behind the couch, grabbed her hair, and stuffed his cock in her mouth. For a second, Jennifer thought she’d panic, but instead the feeling sent a jolt through her—a sense of being used, totally and without apology.

“Damn, she’s tight as fuck,” Drew grunted, pounding away.

“She got a wet mouth too,” Tyrell said, fucking her face.

Mary was already on her hands and knees, another man behind her, slapping her ass with each thrust. Mo stood in front of her, jerking his cock, waiting his turn.

Mike hovered nearby, refilling drinks, tossing out used tissues and towels. He watched everything, face split in a huge, goofy smile, eyes never leaving Jennifer’s gaping holes.

The men rotated through. Whenever one came, he’d pull out and spray it over Jennifer’s face or tits, then another would slide in to take his place. Some wanted to fuck her pussy, others her ass, some just wanted her mouth. Jennifer tried to keep count, but lost track after the fourth or fifth round. Every new cock was a fresh shock, stretching her wider, filling her more than Steve ever had.

They talked about her the whole time—how she “took it like a pro,” how they were going to “stretch her out for good,” how “this is what a white bitch is made for.” Jennifer loved every word, every filthy nickname. She moaned for them, begged them not to stop, told them over and over that they were better than her husband.

She even said it once with her mouth full, her voice muffled by Tyrell’s cock: “Black dick is better. Fuck me harder.”

The men whooped and cheered.

After an hour, Jennifer was covered in sweat, spit, and cum. Her makeup ran down her face, lips swollen and red. She’d never felt so alive.

Mary was beside her on the rug, also a mess, her Queen of Spades tattoo now smeared with white. She glanced at Jennifer, grinned, then leaned over and licked a streak of cum from Jennifer’s cheek.

“See?” she whispered, voice thick with pride. “You’re a natural.”

Jennifer panted, jaw sore, body humming. “More,” she gasped. “I want more.”

The men obliged. They lifted her onto the dining table, bent her over, and started again. Drew and Tyrell double-teamed her, one in her pussy, one in her ass, their hands gripping her hips and shoulders so tight she knew she’d have bruises.

Mike watched from the kitchen, mixing drinks. He caught Jennifer’s eye, raised a glass, and winked.

“You okay?” he asked, voice warm.

Jennifer laughed, or maybe sobbed—it was all the same now. “Never better,” she said.

The party rolled on: new men arrived, some left and came back. At one point, two started fucking her at once, one in her cunt, one in her mouth, then swapped places without missing a beat. She felt the cum leaking from her holes, pooling on the sheets and her thighs, and reveled in it.

The men got rougher as the night wore on—harder thrusts, slaps on her ass, even a light choke around her throat as she sucked cock. Jennifer let herself go, becoming what the shirt said she was.

The filthier they treated her, the more she wanted it.

Mary matched her stride for stride, even talking shit with the men, daring them to use Jennifer even harder. “She can take it,” Mary told them, voice hoarse. “She’s obsessed.”

The house was a blur of noise and bodies, every surface a crime scene. Beer and sweat soaked the couch, handprints and ass-prints marked every mirror and window. Jennifer lost track of time—lost track of herself. She was just need, just hunger, just holes to be filled.

At some point, she ended up on the backyard table, four men surrounding her, each taking a turn. The string lights above blurred and spun as she got fucked from every angle. She screamed herself hoarse, her cunt and ass stretched and leaking, mouth numb from sucking.

The best part was the talk.

They told her she was ruined, that she’d never want white cock again, that she belonged to them now. Jennifer felt something inside her unlock, and she said yes, yes, yes, she wanted to be theirs; she wanted to be the team’s dirty secret, the housewife whore they could use whenever they wanted.

The next time Drew fucked her, she came so hard she nearly blacked out. Her legs gave out, and she collapsed to the deck, gasping, tears streaking her cheeks.

She heard Mike’s voice above her, warm and close: “You want to stop?”

Jennifer shook her head. “No. Please don’t stop.”

They didn’t.

The men went on until she was limp, fucked raw, mindless with need. Even after they finished, some just stayed near her, stroking themselves to get hard again. Tyrell smeared a line of cum across her tits, then licked it off, laughing. Mo bent her over the patio table and fucked her ass until she begged for mercy.

Mary was sprawled nearby, equally wrecked, giggling and cheering Jennifer on.

“Girl, you took more dick tonight than I did all last month,” Mary whispered, awed.

Jennifer felt proud—no, she felt alive, more than she’d ever felt with Steve or anyone else.

The last thing she remembered was Drew and Mo dragging her back inside, flopping her onto the living room couch, and feeding her more beer. She sipped, then spat it out, grinning, her jaw too sore to do anything but laugh.

The room spun, the bodies blurred. The party would go all night. Jennifer was ready.

She’d never had so much to look forward to.

***

It wasn’t until her face hit the wood that Jennifer realized she’d been carried to the dining room. The world wobbled for a second, then resolved into the grain of the table, her cheek pressed flat, the smell of lemon oil and stale sweat right under her nose. Her hair was a rat’s nest, clumped with spit and drying cum, makeup half-melted into raccoon eyes. She blinked and saw the room was full—at least eight black men, all standing around the edges, some talking, some jerking themselves, all staring straight at her.

She tried to sit up, but someone’s palm pressed between her shoulder blades, holding her down. She felt her knees pushed wider, her ass hoisted into the air so that her cunt was splayed open to everyone. There was a moment of anticipation, almost ceremonial, as if they were waiting for a cue.

Mike’s voice rang out from the kitchen: “Who’s got next?”

The men laughed, then started moving. One stepped up behind her, lined himself up, and shoved his cock into her pussy. The stretch was familiar but always a shock, her cunt so sore and swollen that it felt like every nerve in her body was packed between her legs.

He fucked her hard, using her hips as handles, the sound of flesh on flesh sharp and constant. His cock battered her insides, pushing her forward on the table with each thrust. She moaned, drool leaking from the corner of her mouth and onto the wood.

Another man stepped up beside her, grabbed a fistful of her hair, and fed his cock into her mouth. She took it, eager, loving the salt and the taste of sweat. The head mashed against her tongue, filling her throat, cutting off her air until she gagged.

Behind her, the man fucked faster, slapping her ass with every stroke. His hands left prints on her skin, red and rising. He grunted, then pulled out and spurted a heavy load onto her back. Before the cum even started to drip, another man took his place, plunging in with even more force.

Jennifer lost herself in it. Every sensation was dialed up: the stretch, the heat, the sting of nails on her ass, the pain and pleasure blurred. The men didn’t talk to her—they talked about her, over her, like she was a new toy being demoed at a trade show.

“She can fucking take it.”

“Look how wrecked that pussy is.”

“Bro, you see her gape?”

“Shit, that’s some wife material right there.”

Each time a cock left her pussy, it was replaced with another. Sometimes two men would line up, one for her cunt, one for her ass, and they’d joke about who could fit in best. Sometimes a third would come around and jam his cock in her mouth, so she was plugged in every hole. She felt more like an object than a woman, and it was perfect.

She begged for it, too. Every time a cock left her empty, she’d whimper and plead, “Please, don’t stop. Please fill me again.” The words came out slurred, lips numb and jaw throbbing, but she meant every one.

At one point, she glimpsed Mary in the living room, naked and straddling Mo’s lap. Two men stood beside her, each taking a turn in her mouth. Mary’s face was covered in cum, her body slick and shining, the Queen of Spades tattoo smeared with handprints. She looked over at Jennifer, eyes wide and wild, and winked.

Back at the table, the men kept rotating. They switched holes, traded jokes, bet on who could make Jennifer squirt again. The sensation built and built—her cunt ached, her clit throbbed, her body begged for release. When one man pressed his thumb against her asshole and forced his cock in beside it, she screamed and came, her legs spasming so hard she almost kicked the table over.

The men cheered, high-fived. Someone called out, “We got a squirter!” and two more men jumped in to test the theory. They fucked her back to back, never letting her catch a breath.

Jennifer’s world narrowed to the rhythm of their bodies, the slap of skin, the blunt force of cock after cock using her. She felt cum inside her, running out with every thrust, pooling on the table and dripping down her thighs. She’d never felt so ruined, so worshiped.

Mike kept the drinks flowing. He wiped up spills, passed out towels, made sure everyone had what they needed. But his eyes always, always returned to Jennifer’s wrecked body, watching the way she took every new cock like it was oxygen. She felt a thrill run through her every time she saw her friend’s husband watching her degradation.

The line never seemed to shrink. If a man finished, he’d go to the backyard, smoke a joint, and come back for seconds or thirds. Some men lasted forever, others shot their load in thirty seconds and laughed about it, but they all came back for more.

At one point, Jennifer was picked up and flipped onto her back. Her legs were pushed up, knees by her ears, exposing her completely. Two men pressed in at once—one in her pussy, the other in her ass—fucking her together so that their cocks rubbed against each other through the thin wall inside her. She screamed again, and this time it felt like her brain exploded.

Her vision blurred. The only thing keeping her tethered was the hands on her body—holding, squeezing, guiding her. They fucked her until her holes dripped with cum, until her clit was so swollen she could barely stand to be touched.

She heard herself say, over and over, “I love it. Please don’t stop. I want all of you.” She believed it, too. She wanted more.

Mike’s voice rang out again: “Let’s fill her up. Every hole. Airtight, boys.”

They lined up, three at a time. One in her mouth, one in her cunt, one in her ass. They fucked her together, rhythm synchronized, the sensation so overwhelming she thought she might die from it. When they came, they did it together—one down her throat, one in her pussy, one flooding her ass. She swallowed, gagged, screamed, then begged for more.

She was so wet, so stretched, that every new cock just slid in. She felt the men’s cum oozing out, smearing her thighs and belly, streaking her breasts and face. Her makeup was gone, her eyes wild and ringed in black. She was filthy, degraded, perfect.

In the background, Mary’s moans rose and fell, mixing with the men’s shouts and laughter. At one point, Mary crawled into the dining room, hair clumped with cum, and licked a puddle off the floor beneath Jennifer’s dangling tits. The men cheered, then took turns filling both women at once—pussy, ass, mouth, whatever they wanted.

Jennifer’s cunt never got a break. If she ever lay still for more than a few seconds, someone would slide in behind and start fucking her again. Sometimes they used toys—a big black dildo that stretched her even wider, or a vibrating wand pressed to her clit until she sobbed. But mostly it was cock, endless cock, wave after wave.

The table became a lake of cum and sweat. Every inch of Jennifer’s skin was glazed. Her thighs were bruised, her nipples red and chewed, her hair matted to her face. She felt herself start to float, the sensation so intense it blurred into a kind of bliss.

The men kept talking:

“You got her leaking, man. Look at that drip.”

“She’s gonna need stitches after this.”

“That’s what I call a party favor.”

Jennifer’s mind recorded it all. She reveled in it, took it as worship. She wanted to be used up, destroyed, broken in for good.

It went on for hours. The men rotated in and out, taking breaks only to pound more drinks or reload on weed. Mike kept the place moving, wiping down the table when things got too sticky, handing out fresh towels and water bottles, making sure Jennifer never went empty.

Hours later, the line of men finally thinned. One by one, they finished, dressed, and left—some with a high five, some with a slap on the ass, all with the promise to see her again at the next party. The last few stragglers lingered, taking their time, savoring every fuck. Jennifer took every load, every slap, every joke about her gaping holes, and begged for more.

At last, it was quiet. Only the soft hum of the fridge and the buzz of Mike’s phone remained. Jennifer lay sprawled on the table, legs shaking, cunt and ass gaping open and leaking steady streams of cum onto the wood. She felt destroyed, used, but more alive than ever.

Mike stood over her, hand gentle as he stroked her hair. “You did good,” he whispered.

Jennifer tried to laugh, but her throat was raw. “Thank you,” she whispered back.

Mary flopped down beside her, head on Jennifer’s shoulder, hair tangled and crusted. “You’re my fucking hero,” she slurred, kissing Jennifer’s cheek.

Jennifer grinned. “Is it over?”

Mike nodded his head, eyes gleaming. “Everyone’s gone.”

He scooped her up, carried her to the couch, and cradled her in his arms. Mary curled up beside them, still licking traces of cum from her lips.

***

By four in the morning, the house was a battlefield. Empty cans and bottles rolled on the tile; the air was warm and thick, soured with the smell of sweat, latex, and beer. All the guests were gone, except for Mike, Mary, and Jennifer, who lay together on the living room sofa, tangled in blankets and each other. The TV glowed in the corner, muted, playing infomercials to no one.

Jennifer felt bruised everywhere—tiny finger-marks on her hips, a crescent of teeth imprinted on her left breast, the insides of her thighs sticky with layers of dried and fresh cum. Her makeup was gone except for a few stubborn black lines under her lashes. Her hair was a disaster, spiked and glued to her scalp in places, trailing down her back in others. Her legs, still bare, trembled with every slight movement.

Beside her, Mary was in a similar state. Her Queen of Spades tattoo was nearly obscured by handprints and bites. Her mouth was swollen, lips shiny with spit, her chest glazed with streaks of white. She grinned, head lolled back, looking more blissed-out than Jennifer had ever seen her.

Mike moved quietly around the kitchen, loading the dishwasher, running towels under hot water. Every few minutes, he’d glance at the women on the couch, eyes lingering on their bodies. When he finished, he came over, knelt by the coffee table, and set down a tray of water and snacks.

“You girls alive?” he joked, but his voice was reverent, full of awe.

Mary just giggled, then burped. “Barely. Jen, how you doing?”

Jennifer tried to answer but her jaw wouldn’t move right. She managed a thumbs-up, then croaked, “I’m… amazing.”

Mike smiled, and the look was so tender it almost hurt. “You were fucking incredible,” he said, directed at Jennifer. “I’ve never seen anyone take that many in one night. Even the guys were impressed.”

Mary elbowed Jennifer, her eyes sparkling. “I told you, babe. Once you start, it’s like Pringles—once you pop, you can’t stop.”

Mike offered a towel, but Jennifer only used it to wipe her face. She didn’t want to lose the feeling, the evidence of what she’d done. She noticed Mike’s gaze locked on her legs, where a slow trickle of cum was still leaking down her inner thigh.

He reached for another towel, but hesitated. “Can I?”

Jennifer laughed, feeling bold. “Yeah, clean me up. I’m a mess.”

He did—gentle, precise, the opposite of everything that had happened tonight. He dabbed at her thighs, then slid the towel between her legs, cleaning her with almost medical care. The touch sent a fresh wave of heat up her spine.

Mary watched, then nudged Mike with her toe. “Go on. You know you want to.”

He looked up, confused. “Want to what?”

“Reclaim her,” Mary said, her voice soft but sure. “You always want to, after.”

Mike blushed, actually blushed, but his cock was already hard and rising from his lap. Jennifer saw it, smiled, and spread her legs wider, the soreness delicious.

“Come on,” she whispered. “Fuck me. I want you to.”

Mary rolled onto her side, propping her head on one hand. “Do it right here. I’ll watch.”

Mike needed no more encouragement. He climbed between Jennifer’s legs, kissed her—slow, sweet, his tongue tracing her lips. He lined up and pushed inside, his cock so different from the parade of men before. Smaller, yes, but his touch was careful, and he moved with a kind of awe, as if he was grateful to be inside her at all.

He fucked her slow, holding her face in both hands, kissing her forehead and cheeks, whispering little praises. Jennifer felt herself melt under him, the soreness and exhaustion replaced by a new, softer pleasure.

Mary stroked herself as she watched, murmuring encouragement. “That’s it, baby. Make her yours. Show her what a proper husband does.”

Mike’s pace quickened, his breathing ragged. He pressed his face into Jennifer’s neck, moaning her name as he fucked her. Jennifer wrapped her legs around him, pulled him closer, feeling the rawness inside her bloom into something close to love.

When Mike came, he cried out, shuddering all over. He didn’t pull out—just collapsed onto Jennifer, holding her tight. She stroked his back, whispered, “Thank you,” into his ear.

Mary crawled over and kissed them both, her hands warm and sure. “You two are beautiful,” she said, and she meant it.

For a long time, they just lay there, Mike between Jennifer’s legs, Mary curled up beside them. The room was still, the air heavy with the memory of what had happened.

Eventually, Mike sat up, wiped his face, and laughed. “I’m going to need a week to recover from this.”

Mary snorted. “You and me both. Jen’s a fucking legend.”

Jennifer smiled, a genuine smile, not the tight one she wore at home. She felt owned, yes, but also claimed, seen, adored.

She wondered if Steve would ever know.

Probably not. But it didn’t matter. This was hers, now.

Mary saw the look on Jennifer’s face and drew her close, kissing her forehead. “You’re one of us, babe. Anytime, anywhere.”

Mike grinned, hand resting on Jennifer’s thigh. “You can come over whenever you want. For parties, or just… whatever.”

Jennifer looked at the two of them, their faces so open and eager, and felt a warmth she hadn’t felt in years.

Chapter 14 - Happy Wife, Double Life

Jennifer woke up to the taste of dust and salt in her mouth, and the relentless, itchy ache of her own battered body. Light crawled through the blinds in pale stripes, catching on the rumpled bedding where she lay sprawled and half-naked. Her legs were open, her thighs sticky with a crust of dried semen and sweat, her hair matted into stiff ropes that clung to the side of her face. Someone had laid a towel under her hips, but it had soaked through to the mattress, anyway. She felt a surge of humiliation, but it was bright, almost sweet, like the after burn of tequila.

She moved, and every muscle protested. Her ass was bruised and sore, her knees scraped raw, her throat so tender it hurt to swallow. When she rolled onto her side, her ribs twinged, and the bruise there radiated heat. She forced herself upright, swung her feet to the floor, and stood—her balance swaying for a second, vision going white at the edges. She caught herself on the dresser and inhaled, the air thick with stale sex and the faint, medicinal funk of lube.

She padded to the guest bath, but someone had left the door locked from the inside. So she wrapped a towel around her sticky waist and wandered into the hallway, half-expecting to bump into a house full of hungover men. But the place was quiet, sunlit, and smelled faintly of coffee and lemon wipes. A memory flashed: her body bent over the kitchen counter, a black hand gripping her hair, another man’s cock slapping against her cheek, laughter ringing off the tile. She smiled, despite herself.

She found the master suite by the sound of running water. The door was ajar. Jennifer poked her head in and saw a tub, already filled, steam rising in waves from the surface. She let the towel drop, not caring if anyone saw, and slid into the water. The heat hit her instantly. She moaned, arching her back, letting every sore muscle relax and bloom in the liquid.

When she pulled her knees up, she saw the evidence written on her skin: bruises like thumbprints on the inside of her thighs, a smear of red across her left breast, fading teeth marks on her shoulder. Her cunt was puffy and raw, the lips swollen and still a little sticky with leftover seed. She squeezed her legs together and felt another jolt of pleasure and pain.

The water made her dizzy, but she stayed, floating, until the ache receded into something manageable.

After five minutes, Mary padded in. She wore nothing but a loose black tank, no bra, nipples obvious and sharp. She carried a mug of coffee in one hand and a bottle of Advil in the other.

“Look at you, girl,” Mary said, her voice warm and lazy. “You survived.”

Jennifer’s face flushed, but she grinned. “I’m not sure I did.”

Mary perched on the edge of the tub, handed her the coffee, and shook two pills into her palm. “Take these. You’re gonna need them.”

Jennifer gulped them down, then let the mug warm her hands. “How many guys did I…?” She trailed off, embarrassed, then laughed.

Mary’s eyes danced. “Babe, nobody was counting after the first hour. You were like the main event. Drew said he’s never seen anyone go like that.”

Jennifer blinked, the memories coming back in bits and pieces: cocks in every hole, mouths pressed to her tits, her own voice screaming for more, begging not to be emptied, not even for a minute.

“Did I—” she began, then stopped. The question sounded insane out loud.

Mary finished it for her. “Did you get used up? Oh, honey, yes. You should see yourself. I mean—” She reached out and traced a thumb across one of Jennifer’s breast bruises, her touch soft and clinical. “That’s a perfect handprint, by the way. Somebody’s got a firm grip.”

Jennifer leaned back and sipped her coffee. “I thought I’d feel gross, but I just—don’t.” She tilted her head. “Is that weird?”

Mary shrugged. “Not for girls like us. You ever been this hungry in your life?”

Jennifer thought about it. “Never. Not even close.”

Mary grinned. “See? You’re addicted already.”

Jennifer floated her hands across her own skin, feeling every dent and mark with a detached pride. “You think they’ll want me back?”

Mary snorted. “They’re texting me already. Mo said you’re the new team mascot. Mike can’t stop talking about how you took Tyrell and Drew at the same time.” She let her gaze drift over Jennifer’s body, a glimmer of something sly in her eyes. “You want to know a secret?”

Jennifer nodded.

“Mike wants to fuck you. Like, just you. He keeps asking if you’d be up for it.”

The idea shocked her, but only for a second. “He watches you all the time,” Mary said.

Mary’s smile was lazy, proud. “He loves it. The more black cum, the better. That’s his thing. But I bet he wants to know what you taste like, too.”

Jennifer felt a flush rise under the hot water. “He’s really nice,” she said, then bit her lip.

Mary laughed, smacked her own thigh. “Don’t be shy, babe. He’ll make you cum so hard you’ll see stars. Plus, I get off on watching.”

They both cracked up at that, the sound ringing off the marble.

When the water turned lukewarm, Jennifer climbed out, wrapped herself in a fluffy towel, and went to Mary’s closet. She borrowed a loose cotton dress, no underwear, and wandered into the kitchen, where Mike was making breakfast. He wore boxers and the “Husband” shirt, bare legs and forearms still tanned from the summer.

He looked up, saw Jennifer, and his eyes widened for a second before he smiled. “Hungry?” he asked.

Jennifer’s stomach answered for her. “Starved.”

He made her a giant omelette and set it on the counter. Jennifer perched on a stool, legs crossed, feeling the air on her freshly bathed skin. Mary came in behind, hair still damp, and draped herself across Mike’s shoulders, planting a kiss on his cheek.

“Good morning, lover,” Mary purred.

Jennifer watched them, a strange warmth growing in her chest. They looked so comfortable, so in tune, like this whole setup was the most natural thing in the world.

She checked her phone. Two missed texts from Steve: “Hope you and Mary had fun! We’re ordering pizza tonight,” and “Let me know when you’re headed home, I’ll pick up some ice cream for you.”

Jennifer typed a reply: “Still alive! We’re having so much fun, I think I’ll stay over again tonight if that’s okay?” She hit send, then glanced up and caught Mary and Mike exchanging a quick look—surprise, maybe, or delight.

After she hung up, Jennifer set the phone aside and took a long drink of coffee. “I think your husband wants me for himself,” she said, voice teasing.

Mary laughed, loud and open. “Of course he does. Who wouldn’t?”

Mike blushed, but his cock bulged against the thin boxers as he wiped the counter. He glanced at Jennifer, then at Mary, then back again. “You two are trouble,” he said, shaking his head.

Mary slung an arm around Jennifer’s neck, grinning. “That’s why you love us.”

They ate in companionable silence, the sounds of cutlery and coffee and the faint echo of a Spotify playlist drifting from the living room.

After breakfast, Mary took Jennifer’s hand and led her to the couch. They lounged, sipping coffee, feet tangled together under a throw blanket. Mike hovered, cleaning and tidying, never going far from the room.

Jennifer pressed her cheek to Mary’s shoulder and sighed. “I could get used to this.”

Mary kissed her forehead. “It only gets better, babe.”

Across the room, Mike caught Jennifer’s eye and smiled.

Jennifer smiled back, a pulse of want running through her, low and steady.

***

The house settled into a slow, syrupy calm as dusk thickened outside. Jennifer wandered the living room in Mary’s robe, letting it hang loose so the cotton brushed her skin with every step. Her thighs still ached, and her cunt was tender in a way that felt like a brand, but the memory of the night before made every twinge a badge of honor. The plan for the evening was clear—there were no pretenses, no plausible deniability. She had told Steve she’d be here another night, and she intended to make the most of it.

Mary called her into the master bedroom, voice low and playful. The room was dark except for a pair of dim lamps; the bed turned down and sheets crisp as a hotel. Mike stood by the window, silhouetted by the faint glow from the yard, his “Husband” shirt gone, just gray sweatpants hanging on his hips. He looked at Jennifer with a focus that was almost shy, like he was afraid to spook her.

Mary flopped onto a chair in the corner, tucking her feet under her. She wore a red silk kimono, tied loosely, and nothing underneath. Her hair was still wet from the bath, strands clinging to her neck and cheekbones. She grinned at Jennifer, then at Mike. “You two don’t need a referee, right? Just a fan?”

Mike’s cheeks flushed, but he didn’t look away from Jennifer. “No referee needed.”

Jennifer shrugged out of the robe, letting it fall to the floor. She went to the bed, climbing in and drawing the sheet to her waist. For a moment, she lay there, nervous and exposed, hands knotted in her lap.

Mike crossed the room, slow and careful, and slid in beside her. He reached for her cheek, stroked her jaw with surprising gentleness. “You okay?” he murmured.

Jennifer nodded. “Better than okay.”

He smiled, relief flooding his face. He leaned in and kissed her—soft, at first, then deeper, his hand threading into her hair. She opened for him, tasting the warmth of his tongue, the edge of mint and coffee on his breath. His hands were large, the skin rougher than Steve’s, but the way he touched her was almost reverent.

He shifted the sheet down, exposing her breasts. “God, you’re gorgeous,” he said, more to himself than her. He cupped one breast, thumb circling the nipple until it peaked, then bent to suck it into his mouth. His tongue was wet and hungry, the suction building slow and easy. Jennifer moaned, arching into him.

From the corner, Mary’s voice floated over. “She likes that, Mikey. More tongue.”

Mike obliged, swirling his tongue over Jennifer’s nipple, then kissing his way down her belly. He lingered on every mark, every bruise, tracing them with his lips. When he reached her thighs, he paused, fingers grazing the still-fading handprints.

“You feel everything, don’t you?” he whispered.

She laughed, the sound thick with want. “Yeah. I do.”

He nudged her knees apart, kissed the inside of her thigh, then licked a long stripe up her pussy. She was still sore, still puffy, but his tongue was gentle. He licked slow, flat and wide, never rushing. Jennifer let her legs fall open, every muscle melting. She could hear herself, wet and needy, the sound obscene and perfect in the quiet room.

He ate her for a long time, alternating between tongue and fingers, never pushing too hard. He only stopped when her hips bucked, her hands gripping his head, her moans climbing to a steady whine.

He climbed up, mouth shiny, and kissed her again. She could taste herself on his lips.

Mary’s voice, low and smoky: “You want him to fuck you, babe?”

Jennifer turned her head, locking eyes with Mary. “Yes,” she whispered. “I want it.”

Mike shed his sweats, his cock rising hard, already leaking at the tip. He lined up with her cunt, rubbing the head against her clit until she gasped, then slid in slowly, giving her time to adjust to the stretch. He bottomed out and held there, the pressure perfect.

He fucked her slow, using long, grinding strokes, never taking his eyes off her face. Every time he pushed deep, Jennifer felt a jolt all the way up her spine. She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into his back, and pulled him closer.

“You feel so good inside me,” she moaned, voice ragged.

He buried his face in her neck, kissing and biting, his breath hot on her skin. “God, you’re loose. You’re perfect. Just tell me if it hurts.”

Mary watched, her own hand moving under the kimono. “She likes it when you go deeper, babe. She wants to feel you in her guts.”

Mike smiled, then thrust harder, hips slapping against her ass. The sound filled the room: wet, heavy, animal. Jennifer’s cunt clenched around him, the soreness fading into pure heat.

He shifted her legs up, pressing her knees to her chest, then slammed in deep. The angle made every thrust hit her G-spot, and Jennifer cried out, the sound primal and raw. She felt herself start to come; the orgasm rolling up from her core and breaking across her whole body.

She screamed, clung to his shoulders, shaking. He didn’t stop, fucking her through it, never slowing down.

“Look at you,” Mary said, voice thick. “You’re a fucking mess already.”

Mike’s hands dug into her waist, holding her steady as he fucked. He pulled out for a second, rubbed his cock against her swollen clit, then pushed back in. Jennifer’s whole body went liquid.

He fucked her harder, faster, sweat beading on his chest. She came again, this time sobbing his name. He grunted, pace stuttering, then shoved in deep and held there, cock pulsing as he flooded her.

He collapsed on top of her, both of them gasping, skin slick and sticky. Jennifer wrapped her arms around his neck, holding him tight, feeling his heartbeat hammer against her ribs.

Mary came over, knelt on the bed, and stroked Jennifer’s hair. “That’s my girl,” she whispered, kissing her forehead.

Mike rolled to the side, dragging Jennifer with him so she was spooned against his chest. Mary lay on the other side, arm thrown over both of them.

They lay like that for a while, just breathing.

Jennifer felt more than full—she felt worshiped, remade. The pain in her body was gone, replaced with a deep, purring satisfaction.

Mary broke the silence. “This is perfect. You can have both worlds now.”

Jennifer blinked, tears stinging her eyes, and nodded. “Yeah,” she said. “I think I want to.”

Mike squeezed her tight, kissing the top of her head. “We want you to, too.”

They stayed there, tangled together, until sleep crept in. Jennifer drifted off, her dreams sweet and hungry and full of promise.

***

By the time Jennifer pulled into her driveway, the suburban world looked brighter, as if the weekend had bleached her vision clean. She carried nothing but her tennis bag and a borrowed dress, but it felt like she’d returned from some distant planet. The faint ache between her thighs was gone, but the memory of it pulsed under her skin, a metronome for the next move.

Inside, Steve was waiting at the kitchen counter, assembling a sad little salad and sipping from a water glass. He lit up when he saw her, the lines around his eyes folding in genuine relief.

“There’s my baby,” he said, putting down the knife and meeting her at the door. He kissed her, tentatively at first, then deeper when he caught the clean, unsweet scent of her neck. “I missed you. How was the girls’ weekend?”

Jennifer smiled, letting him hold her. “Exhausting. We went hard.” She laughed, the double meaning thrilling her. “We got drunk and gossiped until two in the morning. You’d have hated it.”

Steve grinned, unconcerned. “You look amazing.” He scanned her face, pausing at her collarbone. “I swear you have color in your cheeks I haven’t seen in months.” He bent to her neck, nuzzled a spot near the hairline, and hummed. “Was Mary as wild as always?”

Jennifer’s brain supplied the image of Mary sprawled across Mike’s lap, cum still dripping from her chin. She bit back a laugh. “Wilder, honestly.”

They moved into dinner, the clink of plates and the soft shuffle of ice in Steve’s glass a comforting lullaby. He watched her eat, eyes flicking from her hands to her mouth to her eyes, like he was trying to memorize the new her.

Midway through the meal, he put down his fork and reached across the table. “Can I say something?”

Jennifer nodded, mouth full of pasta.

“I know things have been… weird. For a while. But you seem happier than you have in forever.” He squeezed her hand, his thumb circling the base of her ring. “Whatever you’re doing with Mary, just—keep doing it. You glow when you come home from those matches—and this weekend.”

Jennifer squeezed back, her heart skipping a beat. “It’s exactly what I needed.”

Steve looked down, a little embarrassed. “I was worried, honestly. You were always so tired, and I kept thinking it was my fault. Like I was smothering you.”

Jennifer shook her head. “No, babe. Never.”

Steve’s smile was open, boyish. “Good. Because I like you like this. I like you a lot. Our life seems less–stressed.”

After dinner, they cleaned up together, Jennifer humming to herself as she loaded the dishwasher, Steve trailing her every move. When the kitchen was done, he caught her by the wrist and pulled her in, kissing her harder than he had in years. His hands were warm and soft, the touch familiar and yet charged with something new.

They climbed the stairs together, giggling like teenagers. In the bedroom, Jennifer peeled off her borrowed dress, letting it puddle at her feet. She stood in front of him, naked except for the tennis tan lines and the faint, healing bruises scattered along her thighs.

Steve’s breath caught. “You’re beautiful,” he said, and it didn’t sound like a cliche at all.

She pushed him onto the bed, straddling his hips, and ran her hands up under his shirt. “My turn,” she said, pulling it off over his head and tossing it aside.

He laughed, surprised by her confidence, then moaned when she bent to his chest, kissing and biting gently, her tongue tracing the same circles Mike had traced on her. She worked her way down, hand stroking him through his boxers, then pulled those off, too.

His cock was hard, thicker than she remembered, or maybe it was just the contrast. She took him in her mouth, slow and deep, letting her tongue swirl around the head. She used every trick she’d learned, every move she’d seen the men enjoy: the twist at the base, the slow drag of her lips, the way she looked up at him and held his gaze as she sucked him down.

Steve gasped, one hand twisting in her hair, the other gripping the sheets. “Jesus, Jennifer, where did you learn to do that?”

She pulled off, grinned. “Mary’s fault.”

He laughed, breathless, and rolled her onto her back. “I love you,” he whispered, kissing down her body. He slid two fingers into her pussy, found her already wet, and groaned. “God, you’re ready.”

She nodded, pulling his head up to kiss her again. “I want you to fuck me.”

He didn’t wait. He slid in, the stretch familiar but satisfying. He set a steady rhythm, one hand on her hip, the other on her breast, kneading and pinching the nipple. She rocked against him, meeting every thrust, urging him deeper. She moaned loud, pretending—she needed more than him now..

He came quickly, collapsing on top of her, face buried in her hair. They lay like that for a long time, breathing together, sweat drying on their skin.

Finally, Steve rolled to the side, tucked her into the crook of his arm, and kissed her cheek. “That was…amazing. I feel like we’re in college again.”

Jennifer giggled, trailing a finger along his chest. “It can be like this every time, if you want.”

He closed his eyes, satisfied. “I do. I really do.”

Jennifer stared at the ceiling, her mind racing but her body perfectly calm. She had done it. She’d bridged both worlds, kept her secret, and come home more herself than ever.

***

She hoped it would never end.

For the next three weeks, Jennifer’s life divided cleanly in half: her old self, diligent and motherly and sweetly wifely, and her new self, wild and unslakable, thrumming with a hunger she’d never dared admit before. The lie about tennis held up with almost no effort. Steve was so thrilled at the new, energetic Jennifer that he encouraged her to play as often as she wanted—“It’s done wonders for you,” he said, more than once, with a brief gleam in his eye.

But there was no more tennis, not really. Instead, every Tuesday through Thursday, Jennifer drove straight to Mary and Mike’s house, parked a block away so her license plate wouldn’t be seen by any nosy neighbors, and let herself in the back. Sometimes she’d find Mike in the kitchen, slicing fruit or lining up water bottles on a tray, phone never far from his hand. Sometimes Mary would wait in the bedroom, sprawled on the bed in a robe or, more often, already naked, texting the men who’d be joining them.

The routine was always the same: Mary and Jennifer would gossip and giggle, taking turns with the flatiron and powder brush, picking out which mesh top or micro-skirt was the sluttiest, which pair of heels would make their asses pop most. Jennifer discovered a taste for latex, for the slickness and the squeak, for the way it gripped her skin and made her feel like a toy fresh out of the wrapper. Mary had a closet full of costumes—nurse, cheerleader, “bad cop”—but mostly they just wore the thinnest things they could find.

Mike would stick his head in from time to time, watching the ritual, a silent sentinel. He always looked at Jennifer like he wanted to eat her alive, and sometimes, when Mary was feeling extra bratty, she’d make a show of kissing Jennifer in front of him, letting their tongues tangle while Mike watched, hands clenched on the doorframe.

The men arrived around four. At first, it was Drew and Mo, sometimes Tyrell, sometimes a pair of strangers who never gave names. Mike was in charge of all the logistics, texting directions and parking instructions, even running a little group chat to coordinate schedules. It was all very businesslike, as if he were organizing a PTA bake sale and not a gang-bang in his own living room.

Mary called it “Cocktoberfest,” and Jennifer loved the way she said it, like it was an inside joke that only they would ever get.

Each time, the anticipation ramped higher. Jennifer and Mary would do one last makeup check in the master bath, each sneaking little pills for nerves or energy, giggling as they kissed in the mirror. Then, with the world spinning and the air alive with the scent of perfume and expectation, they’d walk out together, arm in arm, ready to be whatever the men wanted.

Sometimes, it was Mike, waiting with a glass of wine and a smile, leading her to the bedroom where Mary waited in her voyeur chair. No matter how horny Jennifer was, she enjoyed her time with Mike. It made her feel warm and loved, different from Steve. She loved Steve, but made love with Mike. Mary joked Steve was her backup husband now.

***

The house was louder than ever, a humid tangle of male voices, laughter, and the heavy, inescapable thud of flesh on flesh. Jennifer had lost count of how many men were in the house—seven? Nine?—but it didn’t matter, because every time she lifted her head, there was a new face, a new cock, a new set of hands guiding her hips or gripping her hair.

She was bent over the dining table, cheek mashed to the wood, ass bare and high in the air. One man held her by the shoulders, pinning her in place as another drove into her from behind. She moaned around the cock in her mouth, the taste of latex and sweat mixing with the faint tang of lemon cleaner from the tabletop. Her cunt was so swollen and used that every thrust sent shocks of pain and pleasure up her spine; she reveled in it.

The men barked encouragement and insults over her back.

“Fuck, she can take all of it—look at that gape.”

“Bet her husband’s never even stretched her out. We’re gonna ruin this bitch.”

“Hold her open, I wanna see it when you pull out.”

They all had different styles: some pounded her rough, their hands bruising her ass, others slowed down and took their time, savoring the way she clenched around them. She wanted them all, every single one.

A hard slap rang out, and the man in her ass grunted. “You see that ripple? Shit, that’s so fuckin’ tight.”

The man in her mouth fucked her face with short, fast strokes, holding her head steady with both hands. Jennifer drooled, the spit pooling at the edge of her lips and running down her chin. She loved the mess of it, the helplessness, the sense that she was just a thing to be used.

Off to her left, Mary was kneeling between two men, stroking them both while she took turns sucking their cocks. Her face was shiny with spit, mascara running down her cheeks in thick black lines. She winked at Jennifer and mouthed, “You got this, babe.”

Mike moved through the room like an air traffic controller, handing out beers, snapping photos on his phone, making sure the men knew who was up next. Every so often, he’d stop to caress Jennifer’s hip or whisper in her ear, “You look fucking incredible. They can’t get enough of you.” Then he’d move on, already planning the next round.

The rotation never stopped. When one man finished in her mouth, another would take his place, sometimes smearing his cock against her lips, sometimes shoving it in so deep Jennifer’s eyes watered. She gagged and drooled, but never pulled away; she wanted to be filled in every way, to be emptied and used up and then started again.

The dining room stank of sweat, cum, weed, and the sharp, metallic scent of sex. The table under her belly was sticky, the wood streaked with pearls and smears of jizz. Jennifer’s hair clung to her face, her chest, everywhere; her body was a mess of handprints, bite marks, and a sticky sheen of spit and semen.

A new man lined up behind her, thicker than the last, his hands massive on her hips. He spit on his cock, then shoved in slow, making Jennifer whimper and buck. The pain was exquisite; the fullness overwhelming.

“Fucking shit, she’s still tight,” he muttered, fucking her hard.

From the hallway, another man called out, “Don’t break her, we need her for the next round.”

Someone laughed. “You act like she ain’t built for it. Watch this.”

He pulled out, then jammed his cock into her ass, forcing her open wider. Jennifer screamed, but it was a scream of pure hunger. She felt herself start to come; the orgasm grinding through her insides and spilling out in a hot, messy gush down her thighs. The men saw it, whooped and egged each other on.

“God damn, she’s leaking all over the place. That’s a pro, right there.”

“Her pussy’s like a fuckin’ water slide. You see that?”

Jennifer couldn’t speak, but she didn’t want to. She surrendered, let them use her, let herself become nothing but holes and heat and need.

When they finally pulled her off the table, she dropped to her knees, legs shaking. Two men stroked their cocks over her face, aiming for her mouth. She opened wide, let them shoot onto her tongue, her cheeks, her forehead. The cum was salty and thick, running down her chin and onto her chest.

She licked her lips, then turned to Mary, who was already kneeling beside her, arms around her shoulders. They kissed, mixing the cum and spit between them, tongues fighting for dominance. The men watched, then started to jerk off again, eager for another go.

Mike crouched down, lifted Jennifer’s chin, and stared into her eyes. “You want more?” he asked, voice low.

Jennifer nodded, smiling through the cum and tears. “More,” she whispered. “All of it.”

He kissed her, slow and sweet, then handed her a bottle of water. “You’re amazing,” he said. “They’ll remember you forever.”

Jennifer drained the bottle, then wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She felt raw, ruined, perfect.

Mary dragged her up by the hand, led her to the shower, where they washed each other, giggling as they scrubbed away the filth. Mary kept sneaking kisses, sometimes reaching between Jennifer’s legs and making her gasp all over again.

When they were clean, they dressed in fresh underwear and t-shirts and flopped onto Mary’s bed, bodies still buzzing with the memory of what had just happened.

Jennifer checked her phone. A text from Steve: “Miss you! Can’t wait to see you tomorrow. Let me know when you’re on your way. Love you!!”

She smiled, typed back: “Love you too. Can’t wait.”

Mary read over her shoulder, then grinned. “Double life looks good on you, babe.”

Jennifer laughed, hugged her friend close, and closed her eyes.

Later, on the drive home, every bump in the road sent a twinge of ache through Jennifer’s ass and thighs. She relished the reminder, the proof that she belonged to two worlds: the warm, safe life with Steve, and the wild, filthy freedom of Mary and Mike’s secret kingdom.

She drove slowly, savoring the soreness, the aftertaste of cum and sweat and laughter still thick in her throat. She didn’t want it to end, not ever.

And she knew it wouldn’t—not as long as she wanted both lives and was willing to do whatever it took to keep them.

She was ready for anything.
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Sarah’s Jamaican Awakening: A Wife Works the Streets 

Sarah's world has always been one of normality. Her sister Holly, however, thrives in sensual chaos. Her string of black-skinned "Bulls," as she calls them, tells of a life of untamed passion, a world far removed from Sarah's comfortable existence with her loving husband, Barry. But when Barry encourages Sarah to explore her desires during a conference trip to Jamaica, everything changes.

Sarah finds herself surrounded by a sea of attractive dark bodies and hungry smiles. The allure of their lust is undeniable, and Sarah suddenly understands her sister’s cravings. When Sarah meets Jocko, whose powerful personality matches his physique, she feels a connection she's never felt before. What starts as a flirtation turns into nights of brutal passion, releasing the true submissive Sarah.

Jocko’s spell over Sarah is so complete that when he passes her around to his friends, as someone would lend a tool, she happily complies, returning after each is finished using her, eager to see the satisfaction in Jocko’s eyes.

Sarah quickly realizes that she enjoys being treated as an object more than she ever imagined, and agrees to be another of Jocko’s girls, available for sale on the street for any act. Her new life feels so exciting and real, that she is jolted when her trip to Jamaica ends, and Barry takes her back to her life of normality.
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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.


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
Taken by the Block
Black Lights, Blacker Nights
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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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