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What to Expect



Inever knew that the old, solid floorboards of my grandmother’s Victorian estate could creak in a rhythm so dark, so heavy, and so completely addictive.

When my fiancée and I first signed the rental agreements to fill the empty upper bedrooms of this massive mansion, I told myself we were simply balancing the books. I was twenty-five, slender, working a modest job at the local car rental counter, and overwhelmed by the property taxes. My bride-to-be was twenty-two, a petite, bubbly blonde college senior who went bare beneath loose oversized shirts around the house because she absolutely despised wearing bras. She had a voracious, untamed sexual appetite—and I foolishly thought I was the only asset that would ever satisfy it.

I was wrong.

The moment our new sixty-two-year-old tenant, Chuck, stepped into our lives, our traditional marital boundaries didn't just bend; they suffered a total psychological collapse. There is no protective jealousy left in me now. I have stood frozen in the dark shadows of our own living room, completely transfixed, watching the stark visual contrast on display as my gorgeous, petite blonde bride locked eyes with me. Her pale, smooth skin was pressed flush against the massive, smooth expanse of Chuck's dark skin, her narrow hips thoroughly stretched, filled, and claimed by the heavy, mature physical dominance of our Black older roommate.

I watched her nostrils flare. I watched that wild look of complete biological surrender take over her green eyes as she begged for his fluids. And when it was over, my functional role was reduced to stepping out of the dark to clean up his sloppy aftermath, comforting her trembling body while she counted down the hours until her next turn.

Now, Chuck’s sixty-three-year-old military veteran buddy—another powerful Black alpha male—has taken over the adjacent bedroom, and a permanent multi-partner household schedule has been hammered into place. This is the raw, unhurried chronicle of how our safe domestic routine became an open sharing operation—written entirely from my perspective as the husband who proudly facilitates, coordinates, and champions his own fiancée’s absolute submission.

	Perspective: 1st Person Past Tense Husband POV

	Archetypes: Fit, Petite 22-Year-Old Blonde Student & Mature Black Alpha Military Veterans (Ages 62+)
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one
The Grand, Empty House


The kitchen table was a mess of red ink and bad news, and I’d been staring at it long enough that the numbers had stopped meaning anything except dread. Property tax notice, gas bill, water bill, all of them spread out like a hand of cards nobody wanted to be dealt. I’d circled the totals in red pen, the same pen Chrissy used to grade her practice exams, and now every page looked like it was bleeding.

The kitchen itself didn’t help. It was enormous, built for a family three times our size, with crown molding overhead gone gray with dust and tall windows whose sills had started peeling white paint in long, curling strips. The refrigerator hummed in the corner, a newer unit that looked absurdly small against the old cabinetry, like someone had shoved a dorm fridge into a cathedral. My coffee had gone cold an hour ago. I hadn’t noticed until just now, when I picked up the mug out of habit and the liquid inside didn’t give off any heat against my palm.

I punched the numbers into the calculator again, not to check the math but just to hear the sound of something mechanical and definite. It was a useless gesture. My finger traced the itemized list on the gas bill, then the water, hunting for a typo, an error in their favor, anything to change the sum at the bottom. But the numbers held. They were correct, and they were immovable.

I heard her before I saw her: bare feet on the hardwood, a small yawn that turned into a hum. Chrissy came in from the hallway wearing a cropped athletic top that stopped a few inches above her navel and gym shorts riding low on her hips, her hair down and messy from sleep, still holding some of its shape from the pillow. No bra. There never was one, not at home, and I’d stopped registering it as anything but normal months ago, except this morning her nipples were visible through the thin fabric, and I registered it.

Her eyes moved around the kitchen first, the way they always did, cataloguing the room like she was checking that nothing had changed overnight, before they landed on me, hunched over the table with my shoulders up around my ears.

“Whatcha doing?” she said, not really a question, already crossing the floor toward me.

“Math,” I said. “Bad math.”

She came up behind my chair and leaned over my shoulder to look at the spread of papers, and her chest pressed warm and soft against my back, her chin dropping near my ear. She smelled of sleep and the coconut shampoo she used, and for a second the numbers on the table stopped being the most interesting thing in the room.

“That can’t be right,” she said, a high, breathy giggle riding under the words, and she reached past me and plucked the tax notice out of my hand before I could stop her.

She straightened up to read it, and I watched her face in profile. The giggle drained out of it fast, replaced by something quieter and more focused, her eyes moving down the page twice like she wanted to be sure the number wasn’t a typo. It wasn’t the reaction of someone scared. It was the reaction of someone doing the same math I’d been doing for an hour, only faster.

“Huh,” she said, and set the notice back down on the table, squaring the corner of it with the rest of the pile without seeming to think about it. Then she crossed to the counter, pulled a mug from the cabinet, and poured herself coffee like the number hadn’t done anything to her at all.

“Four grand a quarter,” I said, watching her back. “That’s just tax. Then gas, then water, then whatever the roof decides to do this winter.”

“We knew it was a lot,” she said, stirring in creamer, not turning around.

“We knew it was a lot in theory. This is the actual number.” I tapped the calculator screen even though she wasn’t looking at it. “Between my check and your, what, nothing—”

“I have a work-study stipend,” she said, mock-offended, finally turning around with the mug cupped in both hands.

“Two hundred a month.”

“It’s something.”

“It’s not four thousand a quarter.” I leaned back in the chair and rubbed my eyes with the heel of my hand. “You’re in your last year. You’ve got, what, twelve credit hours and a thesis. I’m not saying get a job, I’m saying the math doesn’t work. My salary alone is supposed to cover a house built for a family of eight, on top of everything else.”

She leaned against the counter, hip cocked, mug held against her chest, and let her eyes drift up toward the ceiling, toward the crown molding and the light fixture that still had the original glass shade the grandmother probably picked out sixty years ago.

“It’s a beautiful house, though,” she said, and there was real feeling in it, not performance. She took a slow sip of coffee. “It would be a shame to let the county take it just because we’re broke.”

“Can’t sell it either, not without eating a loss on the market right now. And if we default on taxes—”

“They take it,” she said. “I know. My mom told me that part like four times at the funeral.”

I looked down at the papers again, the red circles, the totals that didn’t move no matter how many times I ran them. “Between everything, we’re short. Not a little short. Like, we need almost double what I bring home just to keep the lights on and the county off our backs.”

Chrissy took a slow sip of her coffee, her eyes still moving around the kitchen, up toward the ceiling, out toward the hallway that led to three empty bedrooms nobody used, like she was doing her own private accounting of all that unused space. Whatever was going on behind her eyes, it didn’t look like panic. It looked like she was already somewhere past the problem, standing at the beginning of a solution she hadn’t said out loud yet.

***

She set the mug down on the counter with a soft click, and before I could finish my sentence about the water bill, she was already crossing the kitchen toward me, bare feet quiet on the hardwood, her eyes gone dark and fixed on my mouth like the conversation had ended somewhere I hadn’t caught up to yet.

“Chrissy, I’m serious. If we don’t figure out—”

She didn’t answer. She climbed into my lap instead, straddling me in the kitchen chair, her knees braced against the wood on either side of my thighs, and her hips started moving before she’d even settled her full weight down, a slow grind that pressed her through her shorts against the front of my boxers.

Her hands found my face, both palms cupping my jaw, and she pulled me into a kiss that was already open-mouthed, her tongue pushing past my lips before I’d fully closed them. She breathed hard through her nose, little exhales against my cheek, and I could feel her nostrils flare with each one. My hands went to her hips on instinct, fingers digging into the soft give of her waist, and somewhere in the middle of the kiss the calculator tipped off the table and knocked against the floor, and neither of us pulled back.

She broke the kiss just long enough to reach between us, her small hands working fast, tugging my boxers down over my hips until I sprang free against my stomach. Then she rocked back on her knees, pulled the crotch of her shorts aside with two fingers, and sank down onto me in one slow, deliberate drop, her breath catching sharp in her throat as she bottomed out.

“Oh,” she said, just that, her eyes fluttering, her whole body going still for a second, like she needed to feel the size of it settle before she moved again.

Then she moved. She set the pace from the start, both palms flat against my chest, her hips rolling in slow, grinding circles before she picked up into something faster, something with more bounce, the chair creaking under both of us with every drop of her weight. Her eyes stayed locked on my face the entire time, bright and half-lidded, watching me watch her, and her mouth kept falling open in these broken little sounds, half word, half breath, none of them landing as anything I could repeat back to her later.

I gripped the backs of her thighs, holding her steady, and I couldn’t stop cataloguing it, the flush climbing up her throat in a blotchy pink wave, the way her nipples pressed hard and visible through the thin cropped fabric of her top with every bounce, the wet, slick sound of her body working against mine that got louder and more obscene the faster she rode.

“Fuck, Toby,” she said, breathless, her nails dragging down the front of my chest through my t-shirt, “don’t stop looking at me.”

I wasn’t going to. I couldn’t have if I’d tried.

and when she came, she made a sound like something giving way, sharp and unguarded, her whole body going rigid for a half-second before the shaking started, her nails dragging down my chest, her thighs squeezing so hard around my hips I felt it in my back.

For a while, neither of us moved. She slumped forward against my shoulder, her forehead pressed into the curve of my neck, both of us breathing hard, our chests rising and falling out of sync. The chair creaked once more under our combined weight as she shifted, settling deeper into me instead of climbing off. I could feel the wet warmth of her seeping down where we were still joined, and when she finally did lift off me a minute later, I glanced down and saw the stain spreading dark across the front of my boxers, still pooled around my ankles on the kitchen floor, soaked through in a widening patch that needed no explanation.

Chrissy let out a long, satisfied giggle into my neck, her whole body loose and warm against mine, boneless in the particular way she only got right after.

“Okay,” she said, muffled against my skin, still catching her breath. “We should probably talk about the house some more.”

“Yeah,” I said, my hand still resting on her thigh, not moving to let go of her yet. “We probably should.”

She laughed again, softer this time, and pressed a lazy kiss below my ear, and for another minute we just sat there in the kitchen chair together, tangled and sweaty, the tax notices still spread across the table a few feet away, patiently waiting for us to come back to them.

***

We ended up in the sitting room, still half-dressed, the tax notices tucked under my arm like a case file. Chrissy had only tugged her shorts back into place, and I hadn’t bothered with anything more than pulling my boxers up.

The sitting room had the same worn grandeur as the rest of the house, high ceilings, a fireplace gone cold and dark with a marble mantle cracked clean across one corner, wallpaper peeling in long strips at the seams where the humidity had worked at it for decades. The late afternoon light came in slanted through the tall windows, cutting bright bars across the floor and catching all the dust suspended in the air, so the whole room looked like it was breathing slow motes of itself.

Chrissy curled into the corner of the couch, a faded green thing that had probably been reupholstered once sometime in the seventies, and swung her legs across my lap once I sat down beside her. I spread the tax notices and a legal pad out across the coffee table; the surface scarred with old water rings from mugs nobody had ever bothered to set on a coaster.

She traced slow, idle patterns on my knee with one finger while I worked the numbers again, and there was something loose and satisfied in the way she’d arranged herself, shoulders relaxed into the cushion, one arm draped over the back of the couch, still riding the tail end of what we’d just done in the kitchen.

“So we’re agreed we can’t do this on our own,” I said, tapping the pen against the pad.

“We’re agreed,” she said. “And we can’t sell it either, right? Not without losing money.”

“Not in this market. And if we default on the taxes, the county eventually takes it anyway, except we get nothing for it.” I underlined the total again for no real reason, just to have something to do with the pen. “So we’re stuck holding a house we can’t afford and can’t get rid of.”

Chrissy stopped tracing patterns on my knee and went quiet for a second, her eyes drifting up toward the ceiling and the crown molding the way they had in the kitchen. Then she said it, almost offhand, like the idea had been sitting in her back pocket the whole time she’d been kissing me.

“What if we rented out some of the rooms?”

I looked at her. “What?”

“There’s like three empty bedrooms up there just sitting there,” she said, sitting up a little straighter, warming to it now that she’d said it out loud. “We’re not using them. We haven’t used them since we moved in. People rent rooms all the time.”

I turned it over for a second, and the more I turned it, the more it made sense in a way that annoyed me a little, because she’d landed on it faster than I had with all my circled red numbers.

“Three bedrooms,” I said, working it now on the legal pad, “each one probably worth, what, six, seven hundred a month easy in this neighborhood, more if we furnish them. Say we get even two filled to start.”

“That’s already fourteen hundred,” Chrissy said.

“That’s almost the whole quarterly tax bill in a single month, between two rooms.” I did the multiplication out to the side, the pen moving faster now. “Three rooms filled, we’re not just covering the tax, we’re covering utilities too, with room left over.”

“See,” she said, poking my thigh with her toe. “Rich.”

“Not rich. Solvent.” But I was already nodding, already seeing it laid out clean on the page in a way the tax bill never let me see anything. “Okay. So we rent the rooms. But we need the right kind of person.”

“Obviously,” she said. “No parties. No random people coming in and out at three a.m.”

“Older, ideally. Someone with a real job, a stable income, not gonna skip rent.” I wrote OLDER on the pad. “Single too. Less chance of some whole family situation happening on our second floor.”

“Quiet,” Chrissy said, and I wrote that down next, the letters getting bigger as I went: SINGLE, QUIET, until the three words sat stacked at the top of the page like a header.

I underlined the whole line twice, hard enough that the pen nearly tore through the paper.

Chrissy tucked her feet up under her on the couch and leaned her chin against my shoulder, looking down at the pad with me, her hair falling loose across my arm.

“No weirdos,” she said, half-laughing, and I wrote that too, right underneath, NO WEIRDOS, and she laughed again, a real laugh this time, bright and easy, like the whole conversation had turned into a game now that the actual math had worked itself out.

“No weirdos,” I agreed.

We sat there a while longer, not saying much else, the light shifting slowly across the floor as the sun dropped lower behind the houses across the street. The house held its usual quiet around us, that particular stillness old houses get in the late afternoon, floorboards settling somewhere upstairs, the refrigerator humming faint from the kitchen. I looked down at the legal pad one more time, at the four words underlined twice at the top of an otherwise blank page, and something in my chest eased for the first time all day.

It felt simple. Older, single, quiet, no weirdos. A short list, easy enough to hold in my head. Sitting there with Chrissy’s chin on my shoulder and the late light cutting gold across the dusty floor, all I felt was relief, the specific relief of a problem that finally had an answer written down in ink.


two
The Screening Process


The first candidate arrived twenty minutes early on a Sunday, while the house still felt empty. I hadn’t finished my coffee when I saw her on the porch, squinting through the glass like she was trying to solve a puzzle.

I opened the door. She had a cane in one hand and a reusable grocery bag in the other. Her hair was a perfect gray helmet, and her handshake was surprisingly firm. The cane wasn’t for show; she planted it before every step, then moved her foot to catch up, a two-part process I guessed came from physical therapy.

Chrissy came down the stairs at the sound of voices, already smiling, still in her sleepwear—a threadbare t-shirt that hung loose at the neck and gym shorts rolled at the waistband to make them even shorter. She hadn’t bothered with a bra, and the old lady’s eyes tracked the motion of Chrissy’s chest for a half-second before shifting to her face. If Chrissy noticed, she didn’t show it. She just did her practiced hostess thing, pulling out the only unbroken chair at the dining table and gesturing the woman to sit.

The table itself was a mess of bills, the tax and utility envelopes stacked in plain sight at one end, my red pen still sitting on top like a prop. I moved them off to the side, but not before the old woman’s eyes flicked over the numbers and the double-underlined total on the top page. Her own grocery bag landed on the floor with a soft thunk—she didn’t let go of the cane.

“So,” I said, “the listing was for the third-floor suite. It’s a big space, a full bath, good light. Whole floor’s private. You’d have a lock. Only shared areas are the kitchen and laundry.”

She nodded like she’d heard the script before. “Stairs?” she said.

I gestured up at the staircase, which was visible from the table. “Old house,” I said. “No elevator. But the suite’s the only one with a private bathroom.”

She stared up the stairs, eyes a little shiny, and I could see the math running behind them. Then she smiled, all the teeth, and said, “Could I see it?”

I stood up, and so did Chrissy, who always offered to help with the tour, but the woman shook her off. “I’m fine,” she said, gripping the cane with both hands. “My son says if I don’t keep moving I’ll stop altogether.”

We started up, her behind me, Chrissy trailing in the rear. The first flight was wide; the original wood, scuffed but solid. The problem was the second flight, the one that started just past the landing. The runner on those steps had come loose in two places, and when her cane caught the first edge, she went sideways, bumping into the banister hard enough that the whole thing shuddered and one of the balusters gave a dry crack like a knuckle being pulled. She didn’t fall, but she froze there, both hands gripping the rail, and then shook her head once, fast, like a swimmer clearing water from her ear.

“I don’t think this is going to work,” she said, voice low but not embarrassed. “I’m sorry.”

I offered to help her back down, but she just pivoted on the landing and one-stepped it back to the foyer, Chrissy flying ahead to open the door for her. She paused on the threshold, took a deep breath, and said, “You have a lovely home. I hope you find someone.” Then she was gone, cane tapping down the porch steps, slower than when she came up.

Chrissy closed the door with a soft click and leaned back against it, arms folded under her chest. “That was a disaster,” she said.

“Not really,” I said. “At least she didn’t die in the hallway.”

She grinned at that, a sharp little flash of teeth, and pushed herself upright. “Next one’s in twelve minutes. Do you want to do the script or should I?”

“You do the intro,” I said. “I’ll do the logistics. Split the awkward.”

She kissed my cheek, then disappeared toward the kitchen, probably to grab another coffee or check her phone. I gathered the bills into a single stack and shoved them into a drawer. The next candidate arrived exactly on time.

He was middle-aged, forty-something, hair combed flat to the skull, shiny at the temples. He wore a shirt that was one size too tight, so every button looked like it was holding back a full exhale. His handshake was damp and brief, but he lingered a fraction of a second longer than needed, then wiped his palm on his pants like it was my fault.

He introduced himself as “Gerry with a G,” which I wrote down only because it was so pointless I didn’t want to forget. His first question wasn’t about the rent or the room, but about whether we ever had issues with “urban wildlife.” I thought he meant mice, but he clarified: “Rats. Possums. Raccoons.” Then he smiled, a hopeful, waiting smile, and I realized he wanted a story.

“We’ve seen some raccoons,” I said. “But they don’t come inside. No issues in the house.”

He nodded, eyes scanning the baseboards like he could spot a droppings trail from across the room. Then his eyes landed on Chrissy, who had come back with her mug, and he did a fast head-to-toe scan that wasn’t even trying to be subtle. His gaze hit her legs, stalled there, then snapped up when she looked back at him. Her smile froze on her face, which didn’t happen often.

He talked a lot but didn’t say much: accountant, works from home now, likes quiet, needs reliable internet. He never actually asked about the suite itself. When I offered a tour, he hesitated, then said, “Actually, would you mind if I just used the restroom first?”

“Second door down the hall,” I said.

He went, and the moment he was out of earshot, Chrissy let her smile fall off. A thick, sour cheese smell bloomed in his absence, something like a lunchbox left in a hot car. Chrissy pinched her nose. “Incredible,” she whispered.

“It’s like someone microwaved a lunchbox,” she said, pinching her nose.

I snorted, and she grinned again, but her eyes stayed flat, all shine gone.

The flush of the toilet echoed down the hall, and he was back in less than a minute, shirt even tighter now around the midsection. “I think I’ve seen enough,” he said. “When would the space be available?”

I told him we were interviewing a few more candidates, and we’d let him know in a week or two. He shook my hand again, this time even wetter, and gave Chrissy a parting look that left her jaw tight.

When the door closed behind him, I went straight to the kitchen window to watch him get into his car. He opened all four doors to air it out, then sat for a full minute with the engine running before backing down the driveway.

Chrissy joined me at the window, leaning against my side, her hair brushing my shoulder.

“You’re not going to rent to him, right?” she said.

“No,” I said. “Never.”

She laughed, a real one this time, and let herself hang off my arm. “I thought he was going to ask if I was part of the rent.”

“He was.”

She hummed, not quite a laugh, and said, “He’s not the first.”

I turned to look at her. “You want me to do the next one solo?”

She shook her head; her smile back to normal now. “No. I like watching you work.”

The next interview was in thirty minutes. I poured us both fresh coffee. Chrissy slid into my lap instead of her own chair, her leg bouncing with a nervous energy that didn’t match her smile as we waited for the doorbell.

***

The third candidate parked crooked in the drive, his car nose-deep in our side hedge, and kept the engine running for a full minute before cutting it. We watched him from the kitchen window, both of us silent, Chrissy’s hips perched on the countertop and her heels drumming a slow pulse on the cabinet doors. He was heavier than his email picture, and wore a powder blue button-down so tight across the chest I thought it might split if he tried to sit. His jeans were a size smaller than his actual legs, and the back pocket held a phone in a neon green case. His face was a permanent squint, like he’d spent too many years in harsh light and didn’t trust any of it now.

The first thing he did, even before saying hello, was to lock eyes on Chrissy’s chest. He barely made a detour to my face, didn’t even register the handshake I offered. His attention hit her crop top, then her waist, and then her face, only when she said, “Hi, I’m Chrissy.” His mouth stayed half-open through the whole sequence, and the skin under his chin went a shade redder as he watched her move around the dining table.

Chrissy had changed outfits since the earlier interviews, but only colors: still a crop top, this one black, and the leggings were red instead of blue, a stripe down each side like she was in a vintage aerobics video. The crop top was thin enough to leave nothing to the imagination; a draft from the old kitchen window made her nipples stick out like thumbtacks. The man’s eyes did not leave them for an entire sentence.

“Name’s Drew,” he said, and I wrote it down. “Saw the listing, looks great, nice neighborhood, love the house.”

“Thanks,” I said. “Can I get you coffee, water?”

He shook his head, still not looking at me. “I’m good.”

We went through the interview. Most of it was the same script as the others: current job, income, move-in date, any pets or overnight guests. His answers were all stock. He sold medical equipment. He worked remotely three days a week. He didn’t cook, didn’t party, was “just looking for a chill place with good people.” He said “good people” while staring at Chrissy’s mouth, which she covered with her fingers to hide a smile.

I asked if he wanted to see the third-floor suite. “Definitely,” he said. This time, Chrissy led the tour, her ponytail flicking from side to side as she moved. He followed close behind her, almost bumping into her on the landing, and at the top of the stairs he waited for her to go first into the suite, his eyes locked at ass-level the whole time. From halfway up the stairs, I watched his gaze stay locked on her, his head bobbing slightly to keep her in frame.

Inside the suite, he didn’t ask any questions about the space. Instead, he walked right to the window, peered out, and then turned to lean against the sill, arms crossed so the blue shirt stretched even tighter. He looked at Chrissy for a full count of three, then said, “So, you two are the only ones here?”

I said yes. Chrissy said, “Unless you count the ghosts,” and Drew grinned, though he kept his eyes on her chest even when he laughed.

“Cool,” he said. “Less drama that way.”

We walked back down to the dining room. He asked about deposits and move-in dates, but didn’t seem interested in the details. The whole time, he sat with his knees splayed, taking up twice the space the chair allowed, and when Chrissy leaned across the table to grab the legal pad, his face went slack for a second, like he’d forgotten there were words being said.

When the interview wrapped, he stood up, ran a hand through his hair, and said, “Hope to hear from you soon.” He didn’t shake my hand on the way out, just did a two-finger salute and then walked to the door, his head swiveling once more toward Chrissy as he left. She smiled and waved, holding it until the door clicked closed.

I let out a low breath and stared at the table, where his ass had left two faint damp spots on the wood. “He’s not getting the room,” I said.

Chrissy laughed, walked over, and perched on my thigh, facing me. “But he was so chill, Toby,” she said, squeezing my knee. “Just good people.” She giggled into my neck, her lips grazing my skin.

“Jesus,” I said, “he didn’t even bother looking at the room. He stared at you the whole time.”

She nodded, like she was considering it, then took my hand and pulled it up under the hem of her crop top, pressing my palm flat against the center of her chest. Her heart was hammering so hard I could feel it through her ribs.

“Do you have any idea how wet that made me?” she whispered, the giggle almost a squeak now. She pressed in closer, hips grinding once against my thigh, then let go of my hand and used it to cup her own breast, thumbing her nipple through the thin fabric. Her pupils had eaten almost all the color from her eyes, and when she kissed me, she bit my lip hard, just to feel my reaction.

She let go after a second, breathing through her nose, her cheeks flushed and bright. “We should do this more often,” she said.

The doorbell rang again, and she hopped off my lap, her leggings already damp where they’d pressed against me. I stood, tried to adjust myself under the waistband of my sweatpants, and walked to the front hall, feeling her eyes on my back the entire way.

She called after me, “You got this one, babe.”

“I know,” I said, and pulled the door open for the last interview of the day.

***

The man at the door had to duck to clear the threshold. When he stepped inside, he filled the whole entryway, like a piece of furniture being delivered. His hair was buzzed short and mostly gray, and his jaw looked like it had been carved for efficiency rather than looks. He wore sweatpants, and a faded Navy hoodie, the kind with the branch name cracked across the chest, and a pair of battered running shoes with no socks.

He made direct eye contact with me, then extended a hand. His handshake was perfect—not a contest, just pressure and done. “I’m Chuck,” he said. His voice was deep but didn’t strain to get there.

I gave my name, and he repeated it back, then nodded once, cataloguing me as done. He didn’t even look around the foyer, just stood still, hands folded behind his back.

Chrissy appeared at my side and offered her hand, her smile dialed down from the high-watt version she’d used with the other candidates. Chuck took it, gave a single, careful shake, and then let go, stepping back to give her personal space.

“Nice house,” he said. “Older than me, by the looks.”

“Pretty close,” Chrissy said, and he let out a low, controlled laugh.

I gestured toward the sitting room, and we all walked in together. Chuck’s stride was slower than you’d expect, but he moved in a straight line, no detours. He chose the one sturdy chair by the window, sat with his knees apart and his arms braced lightly on the armrests, not slouched but fully relaxed. Every movement read as practiced, from the way he leaned back to the way he took in the whole room in a single pass.

I opened with the usual spiel about the third-floor suite.

He cut me off with a single nod. “Retired. Navy, thirty-one years. Pension’s steady, and I keep it quiet. I get up early; I run; I read. No late nights, no guests.”

Chrissy asked, “Any food allergies, pet issues, things like that?”

Chuck smiled, but just with one corner of his mouth. “No allergies. I do my own meals. I can pay a month or two up front if that makes things easier.”

He looked at her for only the length of the sentence, then returned his attention to me.

I said, “Do you want to see the room?”

“Sure.”

We walked up together. He took the stairs with no effort, didn’t touch the rail, and at the second landing he paused to check the condition of the treads. “Nice wood,” he said, then kept moving.

At the suite, he did a complete scan: the window, the floor, the built-in shelves, the small closet. He poked his head into the bathroom and said, “Old plumbing?”

I said, “A little. Hot water takes a minute, but it gets there.”

He nodded. “Any issues with heat or AC?”

“Gets warm up here in July,” I said, “but we have a window unit.”

“Fine,” he said, and looked out the window for a long pause, taking in the back yard and the next street over.

He turned. “Utilities in the rent, or separate?”

“Split three ways,” I said. “We’re pretty efficient.”

He nodded again. “Is there a dedicated parking space, or just the street?”

I explained the driveway rotation. He listened, then said, “Works for me.”

That was the end of his questions. He seemed content to stand in the room and absorb the air, the light, the way the floorboards creaked when you shifted your weight. I tried to imagine him living up here and couldn’t see any reason it wouldn’t work.

Back in the sitting room, we took seats again. I glanced at Chrissy. Her face was neutral, but she had her arms crossed over her chest—a posture I’d never seen her use before.

I said, “We’d like to offer you the room, if you want it.”

He didn’t hesitate. “Sure,” he said. “I can start moving my stuff tomorrow, or whenever works for you.”

I told him tomorrow was fine. He said, “Appreciate it,” and gave us both a handshake, same as before.

On the porch, he glanced back at the house, then at me. “They poured concrete like they meant it back then,” he said.

He walked down the steps, got into a long, low sedan, and reversed out without touching the hedges. Even after he was gone, I could still feel the weight of him in the foyer, like he’d left a shadow behind.

Chrissy closed the door and looked at me.

“So that’s our new roommate,” she said.

“Yep.”

She leaned into my side, warm and loose, and said, “He’s going to be the most normal person in this house by a mile.”

I didn’t argue. I just watched the late light move across the floorboards. Upstairs, a room that had been empty for years was already waiting for him to fill it.


three
Late-Night Confessions


The first night with Chuck in the house, we both made a show of pretending nothing was different. He spent the evening hauling boxes up to the third floor, each trip steady as clockwork, barely a sound except the weight of him on the stairs and the slap of rubber soles on old wood. Chrissy and I ate takeout in the sitting room, watched a streaming series she half-ignored, then drifted upstairs in sequence: me first, her second, like we’d always done, even though by now she was never more than ten steps behind.

The marital bedroom was the only room in the house that still felt like ours, but the sound from the ceiling made it clear we weren’t alone. It was subtle at first, a faint footfall, but by the time I finished brushing my teeth I could hear him pacing slow lines across the length of his new suite. The ceiling muffled most of it, but the sound was a new weight, a constant reminder of the man upstairs whose rent check was the only thing keeping us from going under.

I sat on the edge of the bed, back against the headboard in my boxers. I had my phone out, but I wasn’t looking at the negative balance in our checking account. I was just staring at the plaster, listening to the creak of old joists settling under the feet of a stranger, and feeling the house shrink around me.

Chrissy padded in barefoot, her hair in a topknot that didn’t survive the walk from the bathroom. She wore a cropped tank that looked like it had been through a hundred laundromat cycles and a pair of shorts rolled at the waistband to an inch above indecent. I didn’t say anything. She looked at me, half-smiled, then crossed the room in three steps and flicked off the overhead light. Only the lamp stayed on, throwing the corners of the room into a blur, turning her skin a shade warmer than real.

She stopped at the window, peeled back the edge of the curtain, and stared out into the night for a few seconds. I watched her back, the ridges of her shoulder blades sharp and symmetrical in the glow, the tank top clinging tight enough to make the lack of a bra obvious even from behind. Then she let the curtain fall, turned, and in a single movement peeled the tank off and over her head, dropping it on the floor. Her nipples were already hard points against the curve of her chest, and she didn’t cover herself or slow down. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband of the shorts and wiggled out of them, leaving nothing underneath.

She climbed onto the bed, knees first, and settled cross-legged at the foot, her arms loose in her lap. The movement made her breasts bounce a little, just a natural response to motion, but I catalogued the details anyway: the way she didn’t bother to sit demure, the way she drew her knees up so her pussy flashed and disappeared in the space between her thighs, the way her whole body radiated comfort like she’d always been naked and the clothes were the real disguise.

She looked up at me. “He’s really moving in up there, huh?” she said, and jerked her chin at the ceiling. Another thump, then silence.

“Guess so,” I said. My mouth had gone dry at some point, so the words came out rough.

She grinned at the tone, tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, and bounced a little on the mattress. “When I helped him with the boxes earlier… he’s so careful. The way he lifted that file cabinet, like it weighed nothing. But slow. Deliberate.”

“He’s strong,” I said.

She cocked her head. “He’s huge.”

I swallowed, made my eyes meet hers, even though it was a struggle not to stare lower. “Yeah, he’s a big guy.”

She went quiet for a second, looking at her knees, like she was thinking how to phrase the next part. When she spoke, her voice dropped to a near-whisper, a tone she used for secrets or gossip or the opening move in some private game.

“When we were in the mudroom, he was carrying that duffel, and I saw…” She trailed off, then made a gesture with both hands, spacing them apart, her palms curved like she was describing a fish she’d caught. “It was—like, the outline in his sweats. I actually stopped talking. I don’t even think he noticed.”

I kept my expression blank, but a pulse thumped in my throat.

She looked down at her hands, then at me, then back at her hands. “Seriously, Toby. It was insane. I know the stereotype, but I never thought—” She snorted, then covered her mouth, her cheeks gone high pink. “I’m not exaggerating. I wanted to take a picture and show you.”

She was laughing now, but I could tell by the way her nipples had gone even stiffer, and the way she kept stealing glances at my crotch under the sheet, that she wasn’t just playing it for laughs. She was picturing it, maybe already fantasizing, and the thought made my own dick stir against the inside of my thigh.

I didn’t interrupt her. I let her keep going. She looked tiny on the massive mattress, a girl playing dress-up in her grandmother’s old bed, talking about something that would split her in two. The contrast was the whole point. The room made her look even smaller, but she held the space with a confidence that made her the only thing worth looking at.

She licked her lips, wetting them unconsciously. “It was long, but, like—also thick. I saw the tip move when he adjusted the bag, and I almost said something. I mean, can you even imagine? What it would feel like?”

She wasn’t asking as a joke. She wanted an answer, or at least a reaction. Her eyes were on me now, bright and locked.

I cleared my throat. “I can imagine,” I said.

She giggled, and in the same motion uncrossed her legs and crawled up toward the head of the bed, her ass sticking up for a second before she collapsed onto her side next to me. Her hair spilled across my chest, staticy, and she pressed her body against my bare arm, cool at first and then warming as she settled.

“You think it’s real?” she said, voice softer now.

I shrugged, trying for casual. “Guess we’ll find out when he showers tomorrow.”

She hummed, a low vibration through her throat, and let her head rest on my shoulder. Her hand slid under the edge of the sheet, finding my thigh, her nails tracing along the skin until she found what she wanted. She curled her hand around it, squeezed once, then grinned up at me.

“God, you’re hard already,” she whispered.

Neither of us had spoken since she’d finished, and the silence had a weight to it now, the kind that comes from two people sitting with the same image in their heads and knowing it. The city noise was a low, even hush outside the window, cars passing at intervals, a siren in the distance that faded in and out. Overhead, the sound of heavy footfalls in Chuck’s room was gone. Just the two of us, pressed together, trying to pretend it was an ordinary night.

Chrissy twisted onto her back and arched her hips, pushing the sheet down until it pooled at her knees. She was fully exposed now, the line of her stomach tight and defined, the triangle of blonde hair between her legs neat and flat. Her nipples pointed straight up, impossibly stiff. She stroked herself once, slowly, just to feel it, then glanced at me for approval.

I couldn’t talk. My brain was stuck on the image of her describing another man’s cock, the detail in her hands, the realness of her arousal, the way it made her hungrier for me than she’d been in weeks.

She looked at me again, daring me to ask, but I didn’t. Instead, I leaned over and kissed her, slow and deep, my hand on the side of her face. She kissed back instantly, tongue pushing into my mouth, her breathing ragged against my cheek. She kept her eyes open as long as she could, then let them flutter shut, her nostrils flaring with each exhale.

We didn’t fuck right away. We just kissed, side by side, my hand between her legs, hers wrapped tight around my dick, both of us working each other slow, taking time like we had all night. We were careful, almost reverent, even as the touches got more urgent and the sounds in the room turned wet and obscene.

I remembered, then, the way she’d looked when she talked about the bulge, the shape it made under sweatpants, the size of it relative to her own tiny hands. I jerked her hips up, lined myself against her, and pushed inside in one smooth motion, deeper than usual. She gasped, bit her lip, then clamped her thighs around my hips, digging her heels into the small of my back.

“Oh fuck,” she said, and the way she said it, I knew she was still thinking about the image she’d seen, the thing she’d wanted to show me, the impossible size of it and how it would feel to take it for real.

I wasn’t jealous. I was wrecked with the idea, but not in a bad way. It made me harder, made every stroke feel like a dare, like a race I was trying to win even though I knew I couldn’t.

She came before I did, quick and high-pitched, her hands clawing at my back, her pussy clenching around me until my vision went white at the edges. I followed seconds after; the orgasm wrung out of me by the thought of her stretched wide, the fantasy of being replaced, of being made irrelevant by something bigger and better.

After, we lay there, sweat cooling on our bodies, her head in the crook of my arm. She traced lazy circles on my chest, her eyes unfocused, her lips parted.

“Do you think it’s wrong?” She said, out of nowhere.

“What?”

“To want it. To imagine it.”

I considered, then shook my head. “Not wrong. Just honest.”

She smiled, then bit her lip, and for a long minute neither of us said anything. The room was quiet except for our breathing and the faraway sound of city noise through the glass. When she drifted off, I lay awake, staring at the ceiling, waiting for the sound of heavy footsteps to start up again.

They didn’t. The house was silent, except for the memory of what she’d said, and the feeling of her body curled against mine, so small and warm and already dreaming.

***

I woke up to the sound of the shower running overhead. It was early—barely six—but the sun was already painting long bars across the hardwood floor, and the air in the room was cool from a night of open windows. Chrissy was awake, too, eyes half-open and staring at the ceiling, listening to the pipes rattle as Chuck showered for the first time in his new bathroom. The noise was steady, mechanical, but not loud enough to drown out her breathing, which came quick and shallow against the inside of my arm.

She didn’t say anything right away. She lay there, her head heavy on my shoulder, watching the ceiling like it might offer clues. I listened with her, both of us silent, counting the seconds between the thumps of movement above.

The shower cut out. We waited for the next thing—a cough, a flush, the stomp of bare feet on old boards. It came: a muted thud, and then the deep, deliberate pace of someone moving room to room.

She rolled toward me, propped her chin on my chest, and flicked her eyes up to meet mine. “Do you think he jerks off in there?” She whispered, like the walls might carry it.

I considered, then nodded. “Probably. Why, you wanna listen?”

She smirked. “No, but you do.”

I didn’t argue because it was true. I did want to listen, and the admission made my heart thump harder under her cheek.

She rolled onto her back, folded her arms behind her head, and stared at the ceiling. Her body was covered in faint pink bite marks from the night before, and she looked at them with something close to satisfaction, running her fingers along the freshest one on her side. Then she said, “Do you think it’s true? The whole Black guy thing?”

I paused because I knew what she meant, but pretended not to. “Which thing?”

She snorted, then turned to face me. “That they’re all huge. Like, freakishly huge. Because what I saw yesterday was basically… medical.”

I laughed, but the image was sharp in my brain, the way she’d described it—palms apart, tongue between her teeth, eyes wide and honest.

“I think,” I said, “he’s probably on the high end.”

She bit her lip, then grinned. “You know I’ve never actually…”

I raised my eyebrows. “Never actually what?”

She rolled her eyes. “You know what.”

I let the silence sit, watching her squirm. She hated to be left hanging, even in bed, even when she was the one in control.

She picked at the sheet, then said, “Do you think about it?”

I almost asked what she meant, but she kept going, voice a little faster, a little more precise, like she was trying to catch me in something.

“When we fucked last night, you were so hard. Harder than after the last time we did anything new. It was like you wanted to split me in half.” Her cheeks were flush, but her tone was dead neutral, a fact she was presenting for review.

I shrugged, but my Adam’s apple bobbed once, hard. “You got me going, talking about him.”

She nodded, slowly, like she’d solved for x.

Then she dropped her voice. “Do you want to watch?”

I went cold, then hot, all the blood moving at once.

She reached out and put her hand flat on my chest, just above my heart, feeling the pulse under my skin. “Because I do,” she said. “I have to know. I have to see if it’s real. I want to feel it. Just once.”

Her hand slid down my chest, slow and deliberate, until her fingers found my dick, already half hard and getting harder as she gripped it.

I didn’t answer right away. Instead, I watched the lamp on the bedside table, the way the glass shade turned the morning light into a blurry halo on the wall. I let my brain spin back through the last time anything like this happened.

It had been Chrissy’s best friend and her boyfriend, a swap that started as a joke and turned real over a bottle and a half of wine. I remembered the way Chrissy kissed the other guy, how her whole body had gone loose and wild in his lap, the sounds she made, the way she reached for my hand even while he was inside her. I remembered her eyes, wide and wet, looking at me while she let it happen.

I rolled onto my side, facing her, and brushed a strand of hair off her cheek. “You remember the last time?”

She smiled, slow and a little mean. “I remember you couldn’t come unless you watched me do it first.”

I grinned, even though it made my stomach clench. “You loved it.”

She nodded, and the look in her eyes was different now — sharp and excited. “It was so fucking hot,” she said. “Watching you watch me. Knowing you couldn’t stop it.”

I remembered every second. “Watching you go loose like that,” I said, the truth erupting. “Watching you kiss him, watching another man go into you while you just let go. That was my favorite part. That blew my mind.”

Chrissy giggled, breaking the intensity, “Then he blew his nuts into me.”

Her hand worked me under the sheets, soft but insistent, and her breathing picked up, nostrils flaring with each inhale. “You want me to do it again?”

I didn’t answer, but my dick did, twitching against her palm.

She pushed herself up on one elbow, her bare chest brushing mine, and licked her lips. “What if I told you I want to suck him off? Just to see if I can even get it in my mouth.”

The shock of it hit my chest like a slap. I saw the image—her on her knees, lips stretched wide, eyes looking up for approval—and my head went light with the flood of it.

She grinned at the way I tensed, then moved to straddle my hips, her pussy slick and wet against the base of my shaft.

“I want you to watch,” she said, voice gone low and hard. “I want to see your face when it happens.”

I grabbed her ass with both hands, pulling her down onto me, and she rode me slow, grinding instead of bouncing, her eyes never leaving mine.

The sound from above came again—a thud, then the creak of a chair or a mattress—and Chrissy froze, listening. She grinned, then started moving again, this time with purpose.

She leaned in close, lips against my ear, and whispered, “Do you want to watch him fuck me?”

I closed my eyes, nodding, the shame and the heat running side by side.

“Say it,” she said, biting my earlobe.

My throat loosened around something that had been clenched there for days. “I want to watch you fuck him,” I said, the words coming out thick and raw. “I want to see every inch of his big, black dick slide into you.”

She came right then, hard and clenching, her whole body shivering as she rode out the wave. I followed, my hands crushing into her thighs, my body bucking under her weight.

After, she slid off, curled up next to me, and laughed into the pillow, a sound halfway between a giggle and a gasp for air.

She wiped sweat from her forehead and looked up at the ceiling again. The thumps were gone. The house was still.

She turned to me; her face inches from mine, lips parted and slick. A truck’s headlights swept across the ceiling, a slow arc of light from one wall to the other. She didn’t blink. She just held my gaze and waited for me to give her permission.


four
The Welcome Dinner Contract


The meeting’s agenda—a legal pad listing pantry zones and fridge rules—sat ignored by the sink, made irrelevant by the second pizza box and the tequila Chrissy kept pouring. She was braless in a cropped white tee, the thin fabric showing her nipples every time she leaned over the island. She’d stolen the cutoff shorts from my drawer. The whole outfit was designed to get attention without asking for it, and it worked. She got it from Chuck’s steady gaze and from her own reflection in the black steel of the microwave.

The night started with a toast: “To surviving the semester and not having to do landlord shit until January.” Chrissy said it, then clinked her glass against both ours, her hand steady despite the fact that she’d been pre-gaming with margarita mix for the past hour.

Chuck took his shot, set the glass down neatly, and, without missing a beat, asked, “So what’s the actual house rule on guests?”

“No ragers,” I said. “No sleepovers except by pre-approval. And if you’re gonna fuck someone, just don’t leave them loose in the kitchen the next morning.”

Chrissy snorted tequila, then wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “He’s serious. He once found a random in our fridge at seven a.m. eating leftover cake.”

“I think you told me that story,” Chuck said. He watched her as she talked, not in a predatory way, but with an even, steady attention that made everything she did feel more significant.

She refilled his glass before he asked, brushing her hair behind her ear as she leaned close. “Anyway, you’re good,” she said, “as long as your guests don’t touch my snacks.”

“That’s the main reason I moved here,” Chuck said, deadpan. “For the snack security.”

I watched Chrissy watching him. She laughed too loudly, and when she reached for the pizza, her arm grazed his. She let it rest there for a beat, then pulled away, smiling like she’d scored a point in some invisible game.

I was supposed to be leading the meeting, but I’d already drifted to the far side of the island, watching both of them and letting the conversation run without steering. I sipped my beer and tried not to look directly at the bulge in Chuck’s sweatpants, but it had already become the organizing fact of the room. It sat against his thigh, outlined and unashamed, and every time he adjusted his seat it shifted and settled with a kind of gravitational certainty.

Chrissy saw it too. She saw everything. It was the third time she’d dropped her gaze to his crotch in five minutes, and this time she didn’t look away when he caught her.

Chuck noticed. His face didn’t change, but his eyes held on hers, and there was a slow, controlled smile at the corner of his mouth.

I catalogued every second of the exchange: the way her lip caught between her teeth, the way her nostrils flared before she hid it with a swallow of tequila, the way her legs uncrossed and recrossed under the barstool.

“So what about food rules?” She said, like she needed to fill the silence. “Do you want a shelf, or do you just want to share everything?”

“Up to you,” Chuck said. “I buy in bulk and eat the same stuff every day, so I’m not picky. But if you want to draw a line, we can.”

She tilted her head, looked at me, then back at him. “I don’t mind sharing. But if you eat all my Greek yogurt, I will poison you.”

He smiled, broader this time. “I’ll write that down.”

She raised her glass, but instead of drinking, she just held it, her eyes never leaving his. “What’s the weirdest thing you’ve ever had a roommate do?”

Chuck leaned back, thought about it. The movement pulled the sweatpants tighter, and she watched the fabric as if he’d done it just for her. He saw her watching. He let it sit.

“I had a roommate in Bahrain who set his bed on fire once,” he said. “We don’t know if it was a candle or a girl, but it went up in the middle of the night. Whole room smoked out. He slept through the alarms.”

Chrissy cackled, slapped the counter. “That’s legendary.”

Chuck shrugged. “After that, I stopped worrying about people eating my yogurt.”

She giggled again, and this time it was a full-body thing: her shoulders bunched, her knees lifted up to her chest, and she rocked forward on the stool like she was about to collapse. It was a physical, unguarded laugh, the kind I knew from experience meant she was hooked.

She set the shot glass down, licked her lips, and went quiet for a few seconds. Then: “So you don’t get embarrassed about anything, do you?”

He met her question with a flat, even look. “Not much. I was in the military long enough to have seen it all.”

She leaned forward, elbows on the counter, her chest pressed against the edge, and looked him up and down. “Even if people stare at you?”

He took a sip of beer, wiped his mouth with his thumb. “Staring’s free. Looking’s free.”

She smiled, a slow, predatory curve. “But if I want to touch?”

My own face went hot. Chuck’s didn’t change, but his eyes flicked to me, a silent check before he answered her. He waited a few seconds, then said, “You’d have to ask.”

She reached across the counter, slow and deliberate, and laid her hand not on his arm, but flat on his thigh, inches from the heavy shape in his sweatpants. Her fingers looked small against the muscle. She squeezed once, then pulled back.

“Just like that?” she said, her voice high and light.

“Just like that,” he said.

The pizza went untouched. The tequila kept pouring. The practical agenda on the legal pad was a forgotten prop while the real negotiation played out underneath.

At some point, I noticed that Chrissy had stopped looking at Chuck’s face and was just watching the bulge in his sweats, openly, not bothering to hide it. He noticed too. The next time he reached for his beer, he adjusted the waistband a little, making the outline even more obvious.

The third time it happened, he set his glass down, looked straight at her, and said, “What are you looking at?”

She didn’t flinch, didn’t laugh. She met his eyes and said, “Just wondering if the rumors are true.”

He smiled, but this time he turned the look to me, measuring my response. “What rumors are those?”

Chrissy didn’t pause. “You’re big. Like, crazy big. I’ve never seen one like that in person.” She said it plainly, like she was talking about a dog breed or a new car.

Chuck’s smile went slow and wide, but it was a private smile, directed first at Chrissy, then at me.

He said, “Only one way to find out.”

The silence that followed was electric; the air in the kitchen turned thick and charged. I held my breath, waiting to see who would be the first to say something, but no one did. The line hung there, a challenge or a dare, and I realized that it wasn’t just Chrissy who wanted to know if the rumors were true.

We all did.

***

The dare hung in the thick air, the only sound the hum of the fridge. The overhead light turned everything gold and hard-edged. Chrissy didn’t wait for it to break. “Let’s see, then,” she said. Not a question, just a flat request.

Chuck’s eyes were steady. He didn’t smile this time. “He only comes out when it’s time to play.”

Chrissy cocked her head, assessing him, then slipped off the barstool in a single clean move. Her bare feet touched down on the cold wood, toenails painted white. She closed the space to Chuck’s side of the island, standing close enough to touch but not touching yet.

I didn’t move. My hands gripped the edge of the island; my beer untouched, condensation pooling around the base. My heartbeat was in my throat, and the inside of my elbows itched like I’d run a sprint. I took in everything: the way the light caught the gray in Chuck’s buzzcut, the way his shoulders filled the old Army shirt, the way his hands sat flat and open on his thighs. He looked carved, not built, like a part of the room that had always been there.

Chrissy was so much smaller in every dimension. She stood next to him, hip cocked, one hand bracing on the counter. Her white tee rode up when she leaned, exposing a strip of her stomach and the tiny gold ring in her bellybutton. Her nipples were visible, stiff and round under the fabric, and she wasn’t pretending to hide them.

She said, “I’m willing to play.”

Chuck looked down at her, then across the island to me. It was the first time he asked for my read, not in words, but in a pause long enough to make it obvious. His face gave nothing away, but he wanted to see if I would look away. I didn’t.

***

I nodded, just once, not even sure I’d done it until I saw the shift in Chuck’s eyes. He rose from the barstool in a single, careful movement, the kind that felt like it had been drilled a thousand times. He faced Chrissy, set his feet shoulder-width, and hooked both thumbs under the waistband of his sweats. He paused a half second, then slid them down to the knees in one smooth pull.

There it was, fully exposed.

Even expecting it, I wasn’t ready. His cock hung heavy and long, flopped half-hard against his thigh, thick as my wrist even before it finished swelling. The skin was deep brown, mottled with a few lighter patches near the shaft; the head darker still, almost purple. The foreskin was still over the tip, but the slit of the head glistened clear and wet.

Chrissy sucked in a breath, loud and sharp. She stared at the cock, her eyes wide, both hands hovering midair like she didn’t know where to start.

She did know. She reached out, tentatively at first, then with both hands, wrapping them around the shaft. Her fingers barely met. Even with two hands, there was cock left over, hanging past her wrists by a good four inches. She started to stroke, slow, and as she did, the skin slid easily, rolling back over the head. The exposed tip was blunt and shiny, the opening already oozing clear pre-cum that ran down the length and pooled at the base.

She looked up at Chuck, then down, then back up again, like she needed to compare his face to the thing in her hands to make sure they matched.

Chuck didn’t move. He let her do all the work, standing still except for the twitch of his dick as it filled and hardened. He kept his hands loose at his sides, not even touching her.

Chrissy stroked faster, twisting both hands in opposite directions, and the cock got harder and longer, the weight of it lifting off his thigh until it pointed straight at her face. She started to giggle again, but this time it was half nervous, half awestruck, a kind of high, breathy sound she usually made after a rollercoaster.

She dropped to her knees, shorts riding up until the curve of her ass was visible below the hem of her tee. She angled her face and licked the head, her tongue flicking the slit, then tried to take it into her mouth.

It didn’t fit. Her jaw opened wider than I’d ever seen, but she only got the first inch, maybe two, between her lips. Her cheeks bulged, her eyes watered, and the sound she made was guttural, almost a gag. Saliva ran down her chin, and she used both hands to jack the shaft while she worked the head with her mouth.

Toby had never seen anything like it. The size difference alone made his mind go blank for a moment. Her lips couldn’t even close around the width, and every time she pulled back, a line of spit clung between her mouth and the tip.

She kept at it, stubborn, determined, both hands sliding up and down, twisting and milking, her wrists straining as the veins on his cock bulged under her grip. The head got even darker, a slick, swollen helmet that pulsed every time she squeezed.

She pulled off, panting, and wiped her mouth. “Jesus, how is this even possible?” she said. Her voice was raspy, like she’d just sprinted a mile.

Chuck just looked down at her. “Practice.”

She laughed, spit drooling out between her lips, and shook her head. “I can’t get it in. I literally can’t.” She tried again, working both hands, then popped the head in, just the tip, and gagged almost instantly, eyes squeezing shut.

She let go, stared at it, then looked up at me. Her face was flushed, her chest heaving under the thin white tee, nipples hard and poking through the fabric. Her hands glistened with spit and clear pre-cum, the smell of it sharp and raw in the air.

She said, “Toby, it’s never going to fit in me.” Her voice was a challenge aimed directly at me. My own cock was stone hard, pressed into my jeans so tight it hurt, but my focus was on her face—the frustration, the determination. I watched her try again, desperate to prove herself wrong.

Chuck waited until she pulled off, then stepped closer, cock jutting out like a weapon. He looked straight at me, his eyes level. “Only one way to find out.”

He held that eye contact, unwavering, like he was reading my mind, then looked down at Chrissy.

She nodded once, then stood, shorts barely covering her ass. She peeled the tee off, threw it onto the island, and let her small, tight tits bounce free. Her hands went to the waistband of the shorts, but she hesitated, like she was weighing it out.

Chuck didn’t move, just watched her. The silence in the kitchen was total, not even the fridge making a sound.

She looked at me, then him, then slid the shorts down. No underwear. Her pussy was already wet, the lips glistening. Her eyes locked on mine for a second, a final check, before she turned back to Chuck. The question of whether she could take him hung in the silence of the kitchen.


five
Biological Surrender


Ididn’t remember sitting down in the armchair, but I was there, eight feet from the couch, pulse loud in my ears, fingers dug into the armrests like I needed something to hold me in place. Chuck still had his sweatpants knotted around his ankles and the length of his cock arched up from his lap, glossy and rigid and oozing pre-cum. Chrissy moved with her usual liquid confidence, but her eyes were different now: blacked out, wild, fixed straight ahead at my face and never once looking away as she climbed onto the couch and straddled Chuck’s thighs.

The room had its own weird quiet, the sort where you hear every footstep and every shift of air. The only sound was the soft slap of Chrissy’s bare feet on the hardwood and the slow, thick breath cycling in and out of Chuck’s nose. The light from the kitchen spilled through the open arch, cutting a gold rectangle across the rug and the bottom of the couch. There was nothing soft or forgiving about the scene—just a living room with three people, two of them about to fuck in front of the third, and nobody pretending otherwise.

Chrissy put one hand on each of Chuck’s knees for balance. Her skin was pale and tight over the bones, and the dark hairs on his thighs looked sharp as wires by comparison. Her legs didn’t even come close to wrapping around his. She had to scoot forward, up onto the shelf of his lap, to get lined up. Even then she looked like a little kid climbing into the lap of a statue, and the size difference was obscene. Her blonde hair spilled forward over her shoulders, almost to her ribs, and her nipples were stiff and pink against the curve of her chest.

She took a breath, wide enough that her nostrils flared, and then reached between her legs to line herself up. The first contact made her flinch and giggle—a nervous, high sound that broke through the quiet like a glass bell. She glanced down for the first time, guiding the head into place with her thumb, and then looked right back at me. It was a dare, pure and simple.

She tried to sink straight down in one move, but her body caught almost instantly. The head stretched her, parting her lips in a slow, stubborn give that forced her hips to stop and negotiate. She dug her fingers into Chuck’s knees to hold herself still, and her mouth fell open. I heard the sound she made—a single, punched-off “Oh”—as she forced the first inch inside. The shaft barely moved; it was her body that stretched and slid, working for every bit of depth.

Chuck didn’t help her, not at first. He sat back with his hands on the cushion, arms braced, like he was taking the measure of her before committing. His eyes never left her face, and his jaw was clenched, the tendons standing out in two rigid lines beneath the skin.

Chrissy took another inch, then two, and then stopped, legs shaking. She held herself there, impaled halfway, breathing shallow and fast. I could see how much was still left, a good six inches of thick, veiny shaft below where her lips pressed tight against it. The stretch was visible even from across the room; the lips were spread so wide you could see the pink rim around the cock, her body strained open past what looked possible.

She tried to move again, grinding her hips in tiny circles. Each roll got her a hair deeper, but every movement made her gasp. Her face was twisted up, eyes wet, but the whole time she never looked away from me.

I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t. My mouth had gone completely dry, and I was so hard it almost hurt, the denim doing nothing. I watched the way Chrissy’s abs flexed and relaxed, how the muscles in her thighs twitched as she worked herself lower, how her hands shook on Chuck’s knees. I couldn’t stop taking inventory: the shine of sweat on her chest, the high flush on her cheekbones, the little whimper she made when the head hit bottom inside her.

Chuck finally moved, just a little. He let go of the cushion and placed his hands on Chrissy’s hips, huge dark palms covering the span from her waist to the crest of her ass. He didn’t force her down, just steadied her, but the weight of his hands was enough to make her hips settle another half-inch. She moaned, the sound raw and helpless.

She bounced, once, a shallow hop that made the whole cock piston in and out just an inch. The sound was wet, loud, a real slap. She bounced again, then again, her hair starting to swing in front of her face with each movement. The more she rode, the more she opened, and I saw her body start to accept the size. With each bounce she took him a little deeper, and the look on her face went from shock to hunger.

Her eyes stayed on me, a question and a challenge. I didn’t give her anything except a fixed stare, but my ragged breathing filled the space between us, a louder answer than any word. I watched my fiancée get stretched open and didn’t move a muscle to stop it.

My eyes tracked everything. The way Chrissy’s hips looked with her pelvis split wide, the way her pussy clung to the cock as it pulled back, the line of fluid slicking the shaft each time she rose. The wet sound got louder, faster, as she picked up speed. She was riding him now, really riding, chasing something she wasn’t going to get from me or any other man her size.

Her first orgasm hit out of nowhere. Her back arched, her hands flew off Chuck’s knees, and she grabbed his wrists to anchor herself. She shook all over, legs locked around the base of his shaft, and the cry that came out of her was high and broken, nothing like her normal voice. She came hard, grinding down into his lap, and her pussy clenched so tight around the cock that I could see the spasm ripple up her thighs.

Chuck held her steady through the whole thing. He let her shake and buck, his hands locked on her hips, his own face a mask of calm. He didn’t speed up, didn’t slow down. He just took it, waited for her to come down, then started to move her again.

My chest had gone tight without me noticing, lungs just stopped somewhere along the way. My vision tunneled a little at the edges, and all I could see was the three of us, locked in place, nothing else in the world except Chrissy’s shaking body, Chuck’s impossible cock, and the burning need in my own gut.

Chrissy slumped forward, spent but still twitching, her chest heaving. She looked at me with tears in her eyes and started to laugh, a wild, bright sound that cut through the room. The laugh turned into a gasp, then another moan as Chuck shifted his hips and began to drive into her, slow and deep, the whole length working in and out with wet, obscene noises.

I watched every inch.

***

Chuck took control with the same careful deliberation he used for everything. He pulled Chrissy back upright and shifted his grip, both hands cinched around her hips, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh above her ass. He rocked her up, then down, setting the new rhythm himself. The first few strokes were shallow, easing her off the shaft an inch at a time before pulling her back down, and each pass was louder than the last, the wet slap echoing off the empty drywall.

Chrissy’s head lolled back, blonde hair whipping forward with every bounce, and her mouth hung open, pink and loose. She made no effort to hide her sounds; she let them out in the open, shuddering moans that rose and fell with each motion. Her eyes rolled up and lost focus, but even then she kept flicking them at me, checking that I was still watching.

I was. I was locked onto the place where her body split around the cock, the way her lips clung to the base and then peeled off with every upward movement, the clear line of fluid smeared between her and Chuck’s lap. The skin around her entrance had gone from pale pink to an angry, swollen red, stretched so wide it looked unreal. Each time she dropped down, it seemed like she might bottom out, but there was always more length, more girth, more impossibility to swallow.

Chuck never lost the calm. He grunted, low and controlled, but his breathing stayed steady and his movements never rushed. He used the leverage of his hands to push her down, then pulled her up with a slow, relentless force, like he were showing off how much he could handle and how much she could take. The veins on his forearms popped with effort, but his face barely changed—just a slight tightening of the jaw, a glint of satisfaction in his eyes.

Chrissy started to move on her own, matching his rhythm, grinding her hips forward at the bottom of each drop to get every millimeter inside her. She was greedy for it, chasing the depth, trying to take all of him even when it was obvious she couldn’t. At one point she bounced extra hard, and the impact made her yelp, the sound more surprise than pain, but she smiled right after, a wild, desperate grin.

She lost her balance, started to tip backward, and Chuck caught her with one hand, steadying her. He pulled her close so her back pressed to his chest, and the new angle let him drive deeper, the base of his cock flattening her pussy lips against her pubic bone. She spasmed, stiffening, and let out a ragged, “Oh fuck, oh fuck, that’s it, that’s all I can take, God, you’re so deep!”

She didn’t say it to Chuck, or even to herself. She said it to me. Our eyes met, and she held it there, her body working around the fullness inside her, slow and deliberate.

I could see her losing herself, breaking apart on every stroke. She was drooling now, a thin line of spit trailing from her open mouth to her chin, and her whole body was slicked with sweat. She clawed at Chuck’s thighs, her nails digging red crescents into his skin, and he didn’t flinch. He fucked her in a slow, grinding circle, working the last bit of resistance out of her.

Her next climax wasn’t a build; it was an ambush. She went rigid, every muscle locked, and her pussy clamped around the cock so hard I saw the shaft pulse against the pressure. She screamed, not a word, just a raw note, and her body juddered, every nerve firing at once. I watched as Chuck buried himself as deep as he could go, then held her down, hips flush to her ass, and unloaded inside her.

The change was instant. Chrissy sagged, her head dropping forward, hair sticking to her face and neck. Chuck exhaled once, a sound like wind leaving a tire, then let her rest against his chest. He kept her impaled, his cock twitching with aftershocks, and I watched as a fat drop of white started to ooze out around the shaft and run down the seam of her pussy.

They stayed like that, locked together, for a full minute. Neither of them looked at me. I couldn’t move, couldn’t think past the animal thump in my chest.

When Chuck finally let go, Chrissy slid off his lap in a slow, shaky motion. The cock pulled free with a loud, obscene pop, and immediately the mix of their fluids poured out, streaking her inner thighs and dripping onto the rug. She wobbled, tried to stand, but her knees buckled and she had to grab the arm of the couch for support. Her pussy was gaping open, red and battered and leaking, and the mess coated her from crotch to knee.

She laughed, high and wild, barely able to catch her breath, then turned and looked straight at me. Her eyes were glassy, pupils huge, but the smile was pure Chrissy—proud, triumphant, thrilled with what she’d just done.

My gaze went from her wrecked thighs to Chuck’s still-erect, now glazed cock, then back to her. My lungs burned. My hands shook. My dick hurt from being so hard and untouched, but I couldn’t move to do anything about it.

She limped toward the stairs, still smiling, still leaking, and the look she gave me was a brand. A promise. This was a memory she was giving me, one she expected me to keep forever.

I would.

***

I was up and out of the chair before Chrissy made it three steps. She laughed as I grabbed her wrist, the sound high and bright and unbothered by anything except how hard she was still riding the afterglow. I barely noticed Chuck, still spread on the couch with his cock out, the length of it glazed and heavy and leaking onto the upholstery. My grip on Chrissy was tight enough to leave red marks, but she didn’t pull away—she came with me, stumbling, her feet slipping on the wood where her thighs brushed and left smears.

We made it to the stairs. I led her up by the hand, not caring if she could keep up. She was giggling the whole way, her breath hitching in the back of her throat, and by the time we hit the landing she was panting, her chest streaked with sweat, her hair stuck to the sides of her face.

In the bedroom, I let go of her wrist, grabbed her by the hips, and turned her to face the bed. She landed with a bounce, hands out to brace herself, and her ass stuck up and out, the slick mess of her pussy glistening in the amber light of the bedside lamp. I shoved my pants down and got on the bed behind her, one knee between her feet, the other braced outside. I lined up and pushed in with one hard, desperate thrust.

She took all of me in a single go, no resistance, no struggle, just a hot, loose glide that bottomed me out in the first second. The difference was instant. She was still open, still soaked, the inside of her slick with the remains of Chuck’s cum, and my own cock felt tiny, even though I’d never thought that before. My hips slapped against her ass, the noise wet and heavy, and I pulled back to watch the way I fit inside her: the lips parted wide, the hole gaping and stuffed, white fluid leaking out and coating my shaft with every stroke.

I fucked her hard, faster than I ever had, chasing the feeling of something I knew I wasn’t going to catch. I gripped her hips with both hands and slammed into her, her whole ass jiggling with every impact as my pelvis slapped against hers. The sound was obscene—skin on skin, the slick slide of cum and pussy and spit, her voice keening higher each time I bottomed out.

She buried her face in the pillow, hair fanned out, and moaned into the mattress. “Fuck, Toby, oh fuck, it feels so good, oh god, I’m so full.” Her voice was hoarse and raw, nothing like the smooth, controlled Chrissy who ran every conversation. She sounded wrecked, grateful, completely ruined.

I couldn’t stop. I pressed my chest to her back and whispered into the side of her face, “You looked so fucking hot, baby, you were perfect, so fucking perfect, you took it so good, you looked incredible. Did you like it? Did he fill you up?”

She twisted to look at me, her cheeks bright red, her mouth open. “He was so big, baby, so deep, I couldn’t even think.” She giggled again, then gasped as I drove into her, hard, making her ass slap the tops of my thighs. “You love this, don’t you? Watching me get wrecked?”

I nodded, my forehead pressed against the damp skin of her neck, and grunted, “Yeah. I fucking love it. I love watching you get fucked.”

She laughed, the sound choking off as another little orgasm made her shiver. “I can feel it leaking, Toby, there’s so much, oh god—” Her voice broke, and she arched her back, her hips lifting off the mattress, demanding more.

I sped up, losing the rhythm, just slamming into her, grunting every time I felt the mixture of her and him and me splatter against my pelvis. The heat built fast, and I lasted maybe thirty seconds before I hit the edge and came, hard, shooting into her until it felt like my brain was burning out. My vision went white for a second. I kept fucking, riding the aftershocks, until it hurt, until I was completely spent.

I collapsed beside her. The sheets were damp; the room stank of sweat and sex and something sharp, animal. Chrissy rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling, her chest rising and falling, her legs spread wide and still dripping. She looked like a crime scene, and she smiled like she’d gotten away with murder.

Neither of us talked. She stretched, arms above her head, toes pointed, and let out a long, satisfied hum. I lay there next to her, eyes open, staring at the spinning fan overhead.

I could hear the house settling—pipes ticking, floorboards shifting, the faint creak of Chuck’s weight moving around somewhere above us.

I didn’t know if I was jealous, or broken, or the happiest man on earth. I just knew I’d never be able to unknow it.

I closed my eyes and played it all back again, from the beginning.


six
While the Fiance is Away


Icame with everything gone quiet in my head for once, my whole body locking up, my hands digging into her hips. l of old carpet, burnt coffee, and hot toner from the corner copy machine. My shirt was already sticking to my back. The only thing moving faster than the clock was the loop playing in my head.

The clock above the break room door was impossible; the minute hand moved in quarter-second jumps, always promising a new hour but never delivering. The phone at the front counter rang every twelve minutes on average, and every time it did, I felt a pinprick in my ribs, convinced it was going to be her.

It never was. It was always some guy from the airport, or a flight delay, or a woman demanding to know why she had been charged for an extra day when she returned the Altima “right on time, ask anybody.” I listened, but I didn’t hear any of it. My body was at the desk, hands working the computer, mouth saying, “I’m sorry, ma’am, let me check with my manager,” but my mind was somewhere else. Specifically, it was on repeat, a private highlight reel of what had happened in my living room the night before.

I tried to blank it out, but every flat, slow second of this job just let the memory loop louder.

The real world was gray and full of waiting. In my head, it was color and sound and the wet, obscene slap of bodies. Chrissy’s giggle at the exact moment she tried to fit Chuck’s cock in her mouth, the high-pitched, almost cartoon yelp she made when he put it in her, the look on her face when she bottomed out. The way she looked at me, daring me to blink, to look away, to pretend I was the man of the house and not just another fucking spectator.

I sorted the key fobs into the battered plastic tray. My fingers felt thick, clumsy, like they belonged to someone else. I had to look down and re-count the keys because I’d already forgotten which ones I’d checked in and which were just resting on the counter. I stamped the next rental agreement, and the ink bled out on the paper, a fat blue shadow around my signature.

There was a bell at the front, meant to ring when customers entered, but the strip sensor was half-busted, so it only worked if you stepped hard. The woman who came in didn’t bother with the bell. She walked straight to the desk, all business, slamming her ID and the rental envelope down so hard my coffee splashed up and rimmed the mug.

She had her sunglasses perched on top of her head, even though it was gray outside, and “her hair was pulled into a tight bun, not a strand out of place.” She’d been in three days ago when she picked up her car, I remembered that, but couldn’t remember her name.

She waited, tapping one finger on the ID.

I opened my mouth to say, “Welcome back,” but nothing came out. I had to cough and try again. “Hi. How was your trip?”

She gave me a look, then shrugged. “Fine. Car’s in the lot.”

I typed in her name—Hadley, that was it, the only Hadley I’d ever met—and tried to match it with the confirmation number. The screen blurred for a second. I had to blink hard, once, then again, to bring the rows of numbers back into focus.

She watched me with a look that was equal parts suspicion and pity.

“Sorry,” I said, “the system’s slow today.”

“It’s not just today,” she said, crossing her arms.

I kept typing, hands heavy and clumsy on the keys.

In the slow seconds while the system loaded, my mind rewound. Me dragging Chrissy up the stairs, my cock desperate. Slamming into her and immediately feeling the wet, loose stretch left by Chuck. The sticky, white mess leaking from her, running down her thighs, pooling on the sheets while I fucked her from behind and tried to convince myself it was me doing it, that I was the one who had ruined her for the night.

But it wasn’t. It was him, and she loved it, and the more I replayed it, the more I hated how much it turned me on.

The screen beeped.

“Got it,” I said, scanning the return. “You had the full insurance?”

She nodded, barely.

I was supposed to do the walk-around, but I didn’t trust my legs to work right, so I just filled in the checkbox and forged her signature with a quick scribble.

“Receipt?” I said.

She hesitated, then shook her head. “No, I’m good. Thanks.”

She left, but the scent of her—sharp, expensive perfume—was still in the room, filling it with someone who was no longer there.

I stood up, bracing myself on the counter, and walked to the window to watch her get into the Uber idling by the curb. My shirt pulled across my back, damp in the pits, and I saw in the reflection that my hair was stuck up in cowlicks, like I’d spent the night under a sweat lodge.

I tried to remember if I’d even showered that morning. I hadn’t. I’d laid in bed, watching the ceiling, my dick still half-hard with the memory of Chrissy’s destroyed pussy, wondering if it would ever feel the same again.

The clock in the break room said 9:27. Lunch was at one. It might as well have been next year.

I picked up a stack of forms and pretended to alphabetize them. The sounds of the office came back in: a printer somewhere, the scuff of a chair in the back office, the whirring of the refrigerator’s dying condenser. The phone rang. I answered on the second ring.

“TriCity Car Rental, Toby speaking.”

Silence on the line, then static, then a robotic survey voice. I hung up.

I tried to force a different replay. Chrissy, mortified, hiding under the covers. Chuck, ashamed, packing his bags in military silence. But those versions wouldn’t stick. The only one that felt true was the original: Chrissy at the kitchen table, sipping coffee and bouncing one bare foot, waiting for him. I pictured the look they would share, a silent acknowledgment that owned the whole house.

I slammed the file drawer hard enough to pinch my finger, and the pain made my eyes water. I checked the time again. 10:18. My mouth had gone dry and my hands felt slightly wrong, like they belonged to someone else, but I didn’t eat the granola bar in my drawer.

Another customer came in, an older guy with a limp and a beard the color of cigarette ash. He wore a mechanic’s shirt, oil-stained, and his hands were black at the knuckles. He wanted to know if there was a shuttle to the airport, and I said no, but I could call a cab. He stared at me like I’d spoken in code.

“You okay, bud?” he said, squinting.

I nodded too fast. “Yeah. Sorry. Long night.”

He didn’t buy it, but he took his rental keys and hobbled out, leaving behind a faint ammonia smell and a business card with his first name only.

When the office went quiet again, I found my phone and scrolled through my messages. Chrissy had sent me a string of texts around 7 a.m.: “Hey, hope you have a good day. Sorry if I wore you out last night.” Then, five minutes later, a selfie of her in the bathroom, hair in a towel, no makeup, just a hint of her shoulder and collarbone, a ghost of a smile on her lips. Then, at 8:13, a photo of the kitchen counter, two mugs, steam rising from both, the sun sharp and high through the window. No caption.

I imagined her making breakfast for Chuck. I imagined them both at the counter, each holding a mug, neither talking about what happened, but both feeling the residue of it, the animal weight of knowing each other that way.

A woman’s voice snapped me out of it.

“Excuse me?”

She was standing at the desk, pushing a stroller with a sleeping baby, her hand propping up a phone with a cracked screen.

I blinked and tried to focus. “Sorry, how can I help?”

“I’m here for a pickup?” She said it like she wasn’t sure she was in the right place.

I took her ID, checked her reservation, and ran through the routine. My hands shook so badly I nearly dropped the credit card twice. She watched me, a look of worry shading into impatience.

When the printer jammed, I had to open the tray and dig out the crumpled page. My hands left sweaty prints on the paper, but I flattened it and handed it over.

She signed, then asked, “Are you sure you’re okay? You look kind of pale.”

“I’m fine,” I said, too loudly.

She flinched, nodded, and pushed the stroller outside, the little wheels squeaking on the lip of the door.

I went into the break room and sat in the dark for a while. I didn’t turn on the light, just stared at the clock and the bright green numbers of the microwave, blinking in and out of phase. My collar was soaked, the ring of sweat under my arms sticky and cold now.

I let myself fantasize a new version of the story: I come home, and Chrissy is waiting at the door, hair clean and wet, no makeup, just a t-shirt and those rolled gym shorts. She grabs me by the hand, pulls me upstairs, and fucks me so hard I forget last night. Chuck is a ghost, or maybe just a shadow passing on the third floor, leaving us alone in the quiet. I come, then fall asleep, and when I wake up, nothing has changed. The rent is paid; the fridge is full, and I still get to be the man of the house.

The phone rang again.

“TriCity Car Rental, Toby speaking.”

This time it was an airport manager, voice bored and nasal, reading a list of incoming flights. I wrote them down, my pen scratching a staccato pattern I barely recognized as my own handwriting.

By the end of my shift, my hands were gray with carbon from the cheap receipt paper, and the creases in my shirt had set into hard, permanent ridges. My thumb ached from stabbing the register keys, and I’d said “Have a nice day” so many times the words had stopped meaning anything around hour four.

I closed out the register, locked the front, and walked into the parking lot. The sun was already going down, but the inside of my car felt like a greenhouse; the seats hot enough to burn the backs of my thighs through the khakis. I sat there for a few minutes, letting the sweat bead and run down my face, before starting the engine.

The drive home was a blur of red lights and slow traffic. Every block, every intersection, I counted the possibilities: What would be waiting for me when I opened the door? Would she act like nothing happened? Would she want to talk about it? Would she expect me to be turned on, or to hate her, or both at once?

I gripped the wheel and let my mind run out ahead of me, toward the house, toward the kitchen, toward the woman who had ruined me for the day and maybe forever.

I kept my eyes on the road, but I was eight feet from the couch again, locked on the dark space between Chrissy's legs and the way she’d looked at me, daring me to stop it.

I turned onto our block, parked three houses down, and took a deep breath before getting out.

The house was lit up, warm and bright, like nothing bad had ever happened inside it.

I went up the steps, paused at the door, and let myself in.

***

The air inside was warmer than outside, thanks to the old radiator in the hall and the oven running in the kitchen. I closed the door behind me, dropped my bag by the shoes, and followed the smell of reheated food down the hall.

Chrissy was at the stove, barefoot, wearing a loose tank top and cotton shorts cut so high you could see the curve of her ass. Her hair was down, long and straight, a pale dirty blonde, and it hung to her lower back. She hummed under her breath, something tuneless, and used a wooden spoon to test whatever she was browning in the pan.

She didn’t turn around. She didn’t have to. She knew the sound of my walk, even the way I sighed through my nose when I was tired.

“Hey, babe,” she called, her voice bright and light, not a trace of anything out of place.

I leaned in the doorway and watched her. She stood on tiptoe to reach a bottle of spice from the top shelf, and the tank rode up, baring her ribcage and the faint shadow of one nipple. No bra. The thin cotton of her shorts clung to her, creasing high on her thighs in a way that told me she wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

“Hey,” I said.

She dropped down onto her heels and spun, her face open and expectant. “How was your day?”

I shrugged. “Same.”

She grinned. “Did you eat? I can make you a plate.”

“I’m good,” I said. “Where’s Chuck?”

She blinked, then looked at the floor, then back up. “Upstairs,” she said, like it were obvious. “He went to his room right before you pulled in. Wanted to give us space, I think.”

She said it with a straight face, but there was a glint in her eye, a secret joke she hadn’t decided if she was going to tell.

I stepped into the kitchen and leaned against the fridge, which groaned in protest but held. The air in the room vibrated with the low hum of its condenser. Chrissy set the spoon down, wiped her hands on a towel, and turned to face me.

The kitchen looked the same as always: tile counters, chipped and cracked, the old farmhouse sink under the window, three mismatched chairs tucked around the long farmhouse table. None of it had changed since the day I inherited the place. It just felt smaller now, more intimate, like every surface had been touched by what happened last night.

“Did you…” I paused, not sure how to ask. “Did you talk to him about it? About what happened?”

She grinned, bright and open. “Nope. Didn’t come up.” She turned back to the stove, gave the pan a shake. “We kind of just… let it be?”

I nodded, even though her back was to me.

She poked the food, then lowered the heat and crossed to the counter to grab two glasses. She filled them with ice and poured tap water, sliding one down the counter to me.

“Did you want to talk about it?” she said, and the way she said it, I could tell she was testing, seeing if I was going to go weird about it now that the lights were on and the adrenaline was gone.

I took the glass. My hand left a sweat print on the Formica. “Did you want to?”

She shrugged, her shoulders small and sharp under the tank. “We could talk about it. Or you could just ask what you want to know.”

She tilted her head, hair falling to one side, waiting.

I took a sip and let the silence ride for a few seconds. The background hum of the fridge and the tick of the burner filled the space.

I decided to go straight at it. “Did you two do anything today?”

She smiled, a slow, rising curve. “Oh, we did a lot,” she said.

I stared at her, mouth half-open. “You mean…”

She nodded. “I mean.” She held my gaze, eyes wide and clear. “After you left for work, I went back to bed for like fifteen minutes, then I couldn’t sleep, so I went up to do laundry. Chuck was in the shower.” She bit her lip, eyes darting up and left. “He didn’t lock the door, so…”

“So you joined him.”

She laughed, the sound high and bright, totally unashamed. “Yeah, he was kind of expecting it, I think.” She twirled a strand of hair around her finger, then let it fall. “It’s a big shower. I figured, why not?”

I felt my jaw clench, then unclench, but I didn’t say anything.

She looked at me, assessing. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” I said, voice lower than I wanted it to be. “What happened after?”

She shrugged. “We fucked, obviously. In the shower. Then I came back down, made coffee, and he joined me in the kitchen. We just… talked. About random stuff. He’s funny. Did you know he was in Bahrain for like three years?”

I nodded, numb, watching the way her lips curled around the words.

She kept talking, breezy and unbothered. “He helped me change a light bulb over the stairs, then we watched TV in the living room. Nothing weird. Until about noon, I guess. Then he kissed me and said, ‘Is it okay if I…’ and I was like, ‘of course it’s okay’.” She giggled, tucking her hair behind her ear. “So we did it again. On the couch this time.”

She looked up, gauging my reaction, then added, “I think he wanted to wait for you to get home, but I told him you wouldn’t be back for hours.”

My ears rang; the sound of my blood loud and close.

She crossed the kitchen, glass in hand, and leaned against the counter across from me, hips canted, one leg straight and the other bent at the knee. She looked so relaxed, so at home, it made my teeth hurt.

I tried to sound casual. “Was it like last night?”

She grinned, then looked down, her cheeks pinking up. “Not exactly. Last night was intense. Today was more normal.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Define normal.”

She laughed again, her eyes shiny and wet with amusement. “He tried to go slow, but it doesn’t matter; it’s still huge. I still can’t take all of it. It’s like being stretched past what I thought was possible, but I keep wanting more.“

She looked me dead in the eyes when she said it, her voice soft but clear.

My stomach went very still, the way it does before something bad happens. I didn’t hate it. I wanted to, but I didn’t.

She went on. “He came inside me twice. The first time was so much, it ran down my leg when I stood up. I had to towel off before I could get dressed.”

She watched me, waiting to see if I’d break.

I kept my eyes on her, but my hands started to tremble.

She stepped closer, slowly, and put her palm on my chest, right over my heart. Her hand was cool, her nails short and perfect.

“It’s okay,” she said, voice gone soft, almost a whisper. “It’s okay to be curious about it.”

I swallowed hard. “Did you like it?”

She grinned, the answer all over her face. “Of course I liked it. It’s intense, Toby. It’s like getting split in two.”

She laughed, then sobered, her hand still on my chest. “Did you enjoy watching?”

I couldn’t talk, so I just nodded.

She held my gaze for a long second, then took my wrist and pressed it between her thighs. The cotton shorts were warm, damp. She pushed my fingers in, cupping my hand over her mound.

“You feel that?” she said, her breath hitching. “That’s not from this morning. He fucked me in the hallway before you walked in. That’s his cum inside me right now.”

Her eyes were wide and bright, searching my face for something—approval, shock, jealousy, all of it.

I squeezed her, not hard, just enough to feel the squish and the heat. My dick pressed up against my zipper, an ache that had been growing since I first walked in.

I pulled my hand away and stared at my fingers, wet and sticky.

She grinned, grabbed my hand, and licked the tip of my middle finger, sucking it between her lips. She kept her eyes locked on mine the whole time.

I let out a breath. “You’re crazy,” I said, but I was the one shaking.

She giggled, shrugged, and reached for my belt. “What do you want to do?”

I didn’t answer. I just grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her toward the stairs.

She went without resisting, her bare feet slapping the wood as she took the stairs two at a time. The shorts rode up, showing the whole curve of her ass as I followed her up.

At the landing, she stopped, bent over, and braced her hands on the banister. She looked back at me, hair falling across her face, and grinned. “You want to do it right here?”

I didn’t answer. I just dropped to my knees, shoved her shorts down, and spread her cheeks. The smell hit me first—strong, musky, a mix of sweat and Chuck and something I’d never get out of my head. Her pussy was still gaping, red and wet, and the line of cum leaking out was thick and white and unmistakable.

She laughed, low and mean, and arched her back, pushing her ass into my face. “You like that?”

I buried my tongue in her, licked her clean, sucked the mix out of her until my jaw ached. She squirmed and giggled, her hands twisting in the banister, her feet scrabbling against the carpeted tread. She didn’t cum, but she got close, her moans getting louder until I worried Chuck would hear from upstairs.

I stood, pushed my pants down, and lined up behind her. She was so slick it was like fucking through oil. I slid in with no resistance, bottomed out instantly, and started to pound her with everything I had.

She took it, every inch, every thrust, pushing back and crying out. “Harder,” she said. “Do it harder, fuck me, fill me up.” She said it like she meant it, like I were the only thing in the world she wanted.

I grabbed her hair, pulled her head back, and fucked her until my legs shook. My balls slapped against her, a wet, sucking sound in the tight space of the stairwell. I could see the mixture of my cum and Chuck’s leaking out, running down her legs, pooling on the step. It was the most disgusting, erotic thing I’d ever seen.

She turned her head, eyes glazed and unfocused. “You love it, don’t you?” she whispered. “You love knowing he was inside me, and now you are too.”

I came so hard I saw stars, my whole body locking up, my hands digging into her hips. I kept fucking, riding it out, until I was spent and shaking.

When I pulled out, she turned, still on hands and knees, and looked up at me. Her face was flushed, hair wild, sweat running down her cheeks.

She smiled, soft and warm, and said, “I love you, you know that?”

I nodded, still trying to catch my breath.

She got up, wiped her thighs with her fingers, and licked them clean.

Down the hall, I heard the faint creak of the third-floor stairs, and I knew Chuck was awake, maybe listening, maybe waiting.

Chrissy looked at me, eyes bright. “Was that what you wanted?”

“Next time,” I said, my voice rough, “I want to watch.”

She smiled, a slow, knowing thing, and padded up the rest of the stairs. I stood on the landing, pants still around my knees, and knew exactly what the fuck I was turning into.


seven
The Mid-Day FaceTime Call


Work was the only place I was sure I still had a role. I could run the counter, print the contracts, sweet-talk every “Sir” and “Ma’am” into a five-star Google review, but all of it was muscle memory. What used to be pride in the job had become a sort of numb, floating detachment—nothing mattered, not the cars or the upcharges or the endlessly resetting coffee pot. It was the waiting that killed me: the way the day stretched thin over itself, every tick of the wall clock a reminder that my actual life was somewhere else, in another part of the city, naked and in motion and probably not even thinking about me.

The fluorescent lights over the counter hummed loud enough to be a second pulse in my skull. There were three returns stacked in the inbox, all marked “clean,” and my entire job right now was to click boxes and move names from one column to the other. Every ten minutes, I’d sip my coffee out of habit, only to remember it was now room temperature and tasted faintly of burnt plastic from the old breakroom filter. I set it down, watched the second hand crawl, and told myself I’d get up for a refill at the top of the hour.

My phone sat face-up next to the keyboard, always on silent. I’d left it like that after the first week with Chuck in the house because the second-guessing was constant: What if I missed something? What if she needed me? What if she didn’t need me, but called anyway, just to prove the point? I tried to ignore it, but every time I looked down, the same void stared back—no missed calls, no unread messages, just the matte black slab and its own reflection in the countertop’s laminate.

At exactly 10:00 a.m. the phone vibrated, not a buzz but a tiny, electric rattle that made my whole arm jump. I glanced down. FaceTime: Chrissy.

For a second, I just let it ring. Then I looked up and around the branch—front lobby empty, nobody at the printer, only the manager’s office closed up at the end of the hall. I swallowed, thumbed the green accept button, and tried to wipe the sweat off my hands onto the legs of my khakis before the video loaded.

She answered with the front camera already running. My first glimpse was not her face, but her body, framed center-screen and deliberate. She was naked, posed in profile against the dark walnut posts of the four-poster, sunlight leaking around the edge of the drawn curtain. There was no bedside lamp—just the morning, filtered gray through the street-facing windows. She had the phone angled on the vanity, propped between a bottle of moisturizer and an overturned brush, so her hands were free.

She looked directly at the camera, then at me, then brought one finger to her lips. “Stay quiet,” she said. “Just watch.”

I felt my Adam’s apple jam up in my throat. I looked over my shoulder, eyes darting to the open break room doorway, then hit the volume down on the side of my phone until it was nearly silent. I cradled the phone low, half under the edge of the desk, but I couldn’t look away from the image.

Chrissy stood three steps from the bed, her skin pale in the cold light, every line and muscle sharp and real. Her hair was up in a loose twist, the little flyaways staticy from sleep, and her nipples were stiff and pink above the line of her ribs. She turned slightly, enough to show the slope of her ass and the seam of her thigh, but she kept her head angled toward the lens, eyes locked on my face.

She smiled—not the big, performative grin, but the one that meant she was already two moves ahead of me in whatever game she was playing. “Are you alone?” she mouthed, not even using voice this time.

I nodded. It was true for the moment.

She bit her lip, then stepped out of frame for a second, leaving the camera pointed at the bed. The sheets were wrinkled and twisted, a damp patch still visible near the center from last night or maybe earlier this morning. The empty frame felt like a threat. My breathing was a roar in my ears. I waited, every nerve ending screaming, for her to reappear.

She returned, but now she wasn’t alone. Chuck filled the frame, nearly blocking her from view, his chest bare and his arms at his sides. He wore nothing but boxer briefs, the kind with a broad elastic waistband and dark blue cotton stretched tight across his thighs. His skin was darker than I remembered in this light, the scars on his shoulders and arms thrown into sharp relief by the angle of the sun. He looked at her, then down at the phone, then away. The look on his face was flat, a mask, but I saw the way his jaw ticked.

Chrissy reached up and ran both hands up his chest, fingertips leaving pale streaks against the hair. She kept her chin tipped up, eyes on his, and didn’t bother to glance at the camera. Chuck said something too low to catch. She laughed, the sound bright and clear in the little phone speaker.

Then she turned her head and looked straight at me. “You’re watching, right?” she said.

I tried to say something, but my voice wasn’t there. I just nodded again.

My hand was clenched so tight around the phone that it hurt. I adjusted my seat, so the screen angled even further away from the doorway, then hit the brightness down to barely visible. My heart was hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat.

She eased her fingers beneath Chuck’s waistband and slid his briefs down in one smooth motion, the fabric whispering against his hips until it pooled at his knees. He stood there, exposed and tense, as she let the empty cloth fall away with her foot. Her gaze flicked from him to the camera and back again—mouth slightly parted, cheeks flushed—before she leaned forward and pressed her lips to his, long and hungry.

My heart hammered. I held the phone flat against my palm, willing myself to breathe quietly, to stay invisible. Every tiny sound—the soft slide of fabric, the rustle of her hair—felt amplified in the stillness of the branch office.

She kissed him deeply, her tongue tracing the line of his bottom lip, her hands roaming over his chest and down to his hips. He responded with equal fervor, arms wrapping around her waist, pulling her closer. She tipped her head back just enough to look straight into the lens. Then, in a low, husky voice, she whispered four words: “Make love to me.”

It was like a blow to my gut. A wave of heat flooded me—part jealousy, part raw desire—so intense I almost dropped the phone. Chrissy’s eyes shone, dark and daring, as she nuzzled against Chuck’s neck. He pressed her body against his, their breaths mingling in the close-up shot.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. My pulse raced, every nerve ending alive with need. As her lips brushed against him again, a possessive ache shot through my gut, so sharp I nearly flinched. All I could do was watch—helpless, burning—and wait for whatever she did next.

Chuck took my fiancée’s hand and turned towards the bed. Just before she followed him, she leaned into the camera, “You wanted to see me lose myself.”

***

My hand had gone numb from gripping the phone, but I couldn’t set it down. I could only watch, inches from the screen, as they moved toward the bed. Chrissy’s hands were small and pale against his skin as she stroked his hard cock, her expression unreadable.

I watched as they moved to the bed, pausing as Chrissy stroked his hard cock, her hands small and pale against his muscle. She looked up at him, then he said something under his breath. I couldn’t hear it, but the words were shaped with force, like they hurt to say. Chrissy only smiled, shrugged, and slid both hands up his chest to the sides of his neck. Her palms splayed across the thickness of his traps, fingers finding the nape of his hair. She locked her hands behind his head and pulled him down to her height, then kissed him, slow and unhurried, letting it build.

It was the kind of kiss I’d never seen her give to anyone but me—open, greedy, the kind where her tongue moved first and the rest of her caught up after. It lasted for ages; her bare feet barely touching the floor, her body plastered against his. She made the same noises she made when she wanted to be taken: tiny grunts and gasps, the sound half pleasure and half demand.

When she broke the kiss, she kept her lips close to his cheek, breathing him in. She didn’t whisper this time. Her voice was a low, steady demand. “Here,” she said. “In my bed. I want to feel you all the way. I want this room to smell like us.”

I couldn’t breathe. The words hit me so hard I lost the edge of the scene for a second, had to blink to re-focus. This wasn’t just a fuck, wasn’t just another go in the kitchen or up against a wall. This was the room I’d lived in, slept in, memorized every crack and dust line and dented floorboard. And she wanted it to be his, too.

Chuck let his head fall, his face a storm of hesitation. Then he nodded, just once, and the tension left his shoulders. He looked at Chrissy, then at the camera again, and the reluctance was gone, replaced by something heavier, more certain.

He cupped her waist in both hands, and I saw the span of it, how completely his palms covered her sides, fingers digging into the soft flesh above her hipbones. His hands looked like weapons in this light—scarred, strong, inescapable. He lifted her, not roughly but with total control, and set her on the bed, arranging her in the center like she was a pillow or a piece of clothing.

She scooted back, leaning on her elbows, legs parted, pussy already shining wet in the daylight. He climbed onto the bed, bracing himself above her, arms planted on either side of her head. The way their bodies lined up, it was like the bed had always been made for this, for the contrast of their skin and the shape of them together.

His cock led the way, harder than before, darker and more veined, the head swollen and glistening. He stroked himself once, twice, then lined up with Chrissy’s entrance and just… waited.

She reached down and spread her lips, exposing the pink, raw center. “Come on,” she said, voice gone husky. “Don’t make me beg.”

He slid the head in. The stretch was instant; her whole body tensing at the thickness. He moved slowly, using just the first inch, letting her adjust. She moaned, a low sound that seemed to come from somewhere behind her ribs. He pulled out, then pushed a little further, each time making her gasp, the muscles in her stomach knotting up with the effort.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels locking over his back. “I want it,” she said. “I want it so badly.”

He drove in all the way. The sound she made was pure animal, her hips shooting off the mattress to take every inch. He started to fuck her, slow and deep, the bed frame rocking with every thrust. Her hands gripped the sheets, then found his wrists, holding on. Her face was pure release—wild-eyed, mouth open, hair wrecked against the pillow. She was lost in it, no longer performing for the lens. Just then, I heard footsteps in the hall outside the break room. My manager. My break was over. I had no choice. I stabbed at the screen, ending the call, plunging myself back into the sterile silence of the office.

The blank phone screen threw back a face that looked like it had been awake for three days, which, I realized, it had.

***

The phone screen went black, and in the space of half a breath, the world snapped back into place. The office AC was a chainsaw in my ears. The light from the open hallway was blinding compared to the phone’s small, hot rectangle. For a long time I just stared at the reflection in the phone’s glass—the sweat at my hairline, the high red in my cheeks, the way my lips were parted like I was about to confess to something.

My hands were shaking badly. I set the phone flat on the desk, face-down, but that just made my body more obvious to itself. My cock was a thick ache in my pants, wet at the tip, and the crotch was tented hard enough that if anyone came in they’d see it before they saw me. I shifted in the seat, crossed my legs, and tried to will the blood back to normal.

It didn’t work. I pressed my fists together in my lap, squeezing so tight I saw sparks. The sweat under my arms was cold now, a wet shadow spreading through the blue dress shirt, and the skin at the back of my neck prickled with the sure knowledge that someone, somewhere in the branch, would see it and wonder.

I checked the clock on the monitor: 10:17 a.m. It had felt like hours. Seventeen minutes ago I was half-awake, counting the seconds until lunch, just another day at the counter. Now I was ruined. I could feel the aftermath of the call in my teeth, in the lock of my jaw, in the slow, high-pitched whine in my ears that took a long time to fade.

The ghost of the sounds replayed in my head. The squeal of the bedframe. Her voice, gone ragged and pleading. The soft, deep grunt Chuck made when he bottomed out. The little whimper at the end, the one that sounded like she was breaking apart. My body tried to push it all away, but my brain wanted to relive it, to catalogue every detail, to run the tape until there was nothing left.

I went to the break room bathroom and locked the door, just to buy a minute. The overhead light was blinding, reflected off the fake marble sink. I stared at myself in the mirror. The eyes were mine, but the rest of the face was foreign, lit up in a way I didn’t know how to read. I washed my hands, then ran cold water over my wrists. I tried to make a fist and failed; my fingers felt rubbery and dumb.

I looked down at the khakis. A wet patch had bloomed at the crotch, dark and obvious. There was no hiding it, not with the shirt tucked in. I grabbed a wad of brown paper towels, blotted it, then untucked the shirt, pulling it low over the waistband. It didn’t do much, but it made me feel like I’d made an effort.

I stood in the stall for a full two minutes, just breathing. The pulse in my neck slowed. The sweat cooled. My hands stopped shaking. I ran through the next steps of the job, the tasks I was supposed to complete before the manager’s shift change. I told myself it would be fine, just keep it together, just get through the day and pretend nothing happened.

When I walked out, the branch lobby was empty except for a woman in a peach-colored pantsuit, scrolling through her phone at the counter. She didn’t look up. I slipped behind the desk and started to tap at the computer, making work for myself while I tried to force my face back to normal.

After a minute, the phone vibrated again. This time it was a text, not a video. I let it sit for a while, just blinking at me from the edge of the monitor. I knew what it was going to say, but I waited. I wanted to finish a single task, just one, before I let the morning’s shit flood back in.

The woman at the counter coughed, then cleared her throat. I looked up. “Sorry,” I said, “how can I help you?”

She gave her name, then launched into a tirade about the fuel policy. I nodded, made the right noises, typed her info into the system, but every word was background, just a white noise layer under the bright, searing image of Chrissy’s cunt stretched wide around that cock, the slick of cum dripping down her thigh, the look on her face when she locked eyes with the camera, making sure I was still watching.

I checked her out, handed over her keys, and even managed a smile as she left, though it felt like my face might crack if I tried it for too long. I kept my eyes low, focused on the next file, the next line of numbers, the next thing that would keep me from replaying the video in my head.

But it didn’t work. Every time I looked down, I saw it: the wet patch, the untucked shirt, the way my hands wouldn’t quite do what I wanted. I kept thinking of the last second of the video, the way Chrissy stared at me through the lens, that grin, not cruel but final, like she knew something about me that I didn’t yet.

I opened the text. It was just two words: “Love you.”

I started to type back, then deleted it.

I knew this was as much for me as it was for her. The thought didn’t calm the frantic squirming in my gut. It only made it worse.


eight
Establishing the Terms


Isat in the living room, on the end of the couch where the springs were soft enough to make you slouch. The light outside was gone, but I didn’t turn on the overhead—just let the single lamp over the TV throw its cone across the floor, leaving everything outside its circle in blue half-dark. On the coffee table were two empty beer bottles and a pizza box, folded shut but still leaking a grease shadow onto the wood. I picked at the edge of the box, rolling the cardboard between thumb and finger, and listened to the quiet of the house.

Down the hall, the bathroom faucet was running, a sharp hiss that cut off and on every few seconds. That was Chrissy. She always brushed her teeth in fast, violent bursts, the tap opening and closing in half-second intervals. She did it like she were trying to save water, but in practice it probably cost more than just leaving it open. I heard the scrape of her toothbrush in the holder, then the thump of the vanity drawer, then nothing.

The silence rolled back in, thick and unbroken except for the occasional creak of the old radiators. I watched the play of light on the pizza box, the way the circle of yellow got sharp at the edge and then fuzzed out into nothing.

Then I heard the footsteps.

They started up from the back hall, slow and heavy, the kind you heard even through the rug. There was a pause at the base of the stairs, the old floorboard there giving a loud, dry pop as weight settled onto it. Then the steps angled toward the living room, deliberate, unhurried.

Chuck filled the doorway a second later. He didn’t knock, didn’t cough or clear his throat, just stopped there and let the light take him in. He wore a sleeveless white t-shirt, the kind you get in a six-pack from Target, and gray sweatpants that hung low on his hips. He looked like a basketball coach on an off day, except for the calm, blank expression on his face and the fact that he was twice the size of any man I’d ever met in person.

He didn’t say anything at first. He stood with his thumbs tucked into the waistband of the sweats, his elbows a little out, his shoulders level. The lamp barely reached him. It lit the near side of his face and left the rest in shadow, and the effect made the room feel smaller, the way a piece of furniture does when you realize you measured wrong. The skin on his forehead was creased in a single line, the kind of line that never went away, no matter how relaxed he got.

He took a breath—long, slow, filling the whole chest—then let it out through his nose. When he spoke, the voice was low and flat, not a question or a challenge, but a statement waiting to see if I would contradict it.

“We still good?” he said.

I didn’t flinch. I didn’t let my eyes drop or look away. I sat up, rolled my spine against the back of the couch, and let my hands settle on my thighs. My heart thumped in the space between words.

“We’re good,” I said. “Really good.”

He held the look, not blinking, his face a mask. The light threw a shadow under his jaw, making the line of his chin look carved. His arms were at rest, but the muscles showed anyway, like the fabric of the shirt was a second skin.

I cleared my throat, the noise sudden in the room. “I want you to fuck her,” I said. “Whenever you want.”

The words just sat there, no echo, no shift. He didn’t smile, didn’t even nod. He let them hang until he was sure there wouldn’t be a second sentence.

I felt the heat in my cheeks, but I didn’t look away. “That’s not me being a cuck, or whatever. I mean, maybe it is. But that’s not the point. You make her feel things she can’t get anywhere else. That’s… useful. You can do what she wants. What I want.”

He stayed quiet.

I squeezed my thighs, hard, and let my voice drop until it was almost a whisper. “She loves getting ruined. She loves that you can do it and I can’t. You know what you’re doing with her, and I want you to do it all the way. Don’t hold back.”

He took another breath, but this time I could see the corner of his mouth twitch. He looked over my shoulder, toward the kitchen, then back at me.

“You want her broken?” he asked. “That’s what you’re saying?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I want her fucked so bad she can’t hide it. I want to see her struggle to walk the next morning. I want to feel her sloppy, stretched pussy. I want to know it’s because of you.”

There was a small, sharp silence. Even the radiator went still.

He let go of the waistband, letting his hands fall loose at his sides. “She wants it, too,” he said.

I nodded. “She’s not shy about it.”

He moved into the room, stopping at the arm of the couch. He didn’t sit. He braced one hand on the back of the sofa and leaned, just enough that I could see the width of his chest, the black lines of old tattoos on his biceps. His smell reached me, a mix of cedar soap and sweat. It was clean, but thick.

“This isn’t a game for her,” he said, tapping his own chest. “She’s taking all of it. You need to be sure you can watch.”

I felt my cock harden under the thin fabric of the pajama pants. “She can take it,” I said, voice tight.

He looked me dead in the eyes. “You want her every day?”

“Yeah.”

He waited, giving me the space to change my mind. I didn’t.

“She’s going to be used up,” he said.

“I want her used up.”

He let out a small, low sound—not a laugh, not a grunt, just a single exhale with his mouth half-open. He straightened up, rolled his neck once, then stepped back from the couch.

“You’ll get what you want,” he said. “Starting tomorrow.”

Then he turned and walked out. The floorboards creaked under his weight, but he didn’t hurry. His footfalls were even, measured, the sound of someone who never worried about where he was going or who might be waiting for him.

I sat there for a long time after, staring at the cold pizza and the empty beer bottles, feeling my pulse in my wrists. The lamp over the TV flickered as the furnace kicked on, and the air shifted just enough to make the cardboard box on the table shiver.

I pressed my hands into my thighs, holding myself still, and waited for the house to settle around me.

***

Later that night, the bedroom was cold enough that the window glass rattled when the radiator kicked. Chrissy came in first, rubbing her arms in the dark, and turned on the nightstand lamp to its lowest setting. She wore a thin white shirt, just a little longer than her torso, and nothing underneath. Her hair was loose, falling to the middle of her back, the color picking up the amber from the lightbulb. She didn’t say anything when she got in bed; just lifted the covers, slid under, and curled herself toward the center of the mattress, eyes already half-lidded from the wine she drank with dinner.

I brushed my teeth on autopilot, my own reflection looking distant and unfamiliar. When I walked back to the bedroom, Chrissy was already under the covers, watching me get undressed with a soft, unfocused stare. I stripped down to my boxers and slid into the space she'd left for me, the sheets cold where her body wasn't.

I slid in, careful not to jostle her. The sheets were cold against my legs, but the heat from her body bled over the space between us. She reached out, one arm draping across my stomach, hand splayed flat over my ribs. She didn’t say anything, but her thumb traced slow circles just under my sternum, a lazy gesture she used when she was half-asleep or high or both.

I lay there, listening to the noise in the pipes and the faint crack of old wood. After a minute, she shifted, rolling onto her side, her knee bumping against my thigh.

“Hey,” she said, voice muffled.

“Hey,” I answered.

She giggled, a single note, then pressed her hand into the sheets just below my pillow.

“You should check your side,” she said, then closed her eyes and grinned.

I looked down. The quilt was still turned down, the bottom sheet visible in the lamp’s light. On the mattress, in the center where I sleep, was a wet, dark spot—big as my palm, the kind of stain you saw in college after someone spilled a beer or worse. But this wasn’t beer. It had a halo, a slickness at the center that caught the light, still damp even though the morning had been twelve hours ago. I ran my fingers over it; it was sticky, cool, and smelled faintly sour.

Chrissy watched my face, her eyes shiny and wild in the dark.

“That’s from this morning,” she said. “I forgot to flip the mattress.”

She rolled onto her back, arms above her head, her hair a mess on the pillow. The shirt had ridden up, exposing her thighs and the curve of her ass. She stretched, then turned to look at me again.

“You like it?” she whispered, barely a sound.

I didn’t answer. My thighs clenched under the sheets, and my cock pressed hard against the cotton of my boxers. I let my hand rest on the wet spot, palm down, feeling it soak into the skin.

She grinned, then closed her eyes, and the smile lingered on her lips even after her face relaxed.

I lay there, staring at the ceiling, the mark on the mattress cooling against my palm. I listened to the city outside, the dull roar of traffic a thousand miles away, and felt the heat radiating off Chrissy’s body.

I knew I was never getting my side of the bed back.
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The Anal Cherry


The lamps on either side of the bed threw wide, low cones across the sheets and nothing else. The walls and hardwood floor beyond the bed were shadowed, the corners empty and cold, but the four-poster’s high frame caught all the light and made the mattress into a lit stage. It was night, but could have been any hour. No cars passed. The only sound was the dry creak of the bed and the wet hush of our bodies.

Chrissy was on her stomach, head turned to the side, one arm crooked under the pillow. I was on top of her, hips pressed to her ass, every inch of my body mapped to hers. My hands ran the circuits they’d run a thousand times—up the waist, over the small ribcage, under the soft swell of her tits. Her skin was hot and slick with sweat, the little blonde hairs on her forearms pasted to the muscle. I closed my hand around her hip, squeezing until I felt bone.

I moved inside her, slow and heavy. This was our default rhythm lately, the long, dragging fuck that started as a way to kill time and then became our entire sex life. It wasn’t urgent, or wild, or even tender. It was maintenance. It was the thing that happened at the end of the day because it was supposed to, because there was nothing left to talk about, because the house was quiet and the rent was paid.

She made noise, but only as an afterthought. Her mouth was open against the pillow, lips slack, little gasps pushed out with every stroke. She didn’t look at me, but her ass pushed up to meet me every time I bottomed out. I kept my eyes locked on the curve of her back, the sharp jut of her shoulder blade under the skin, the way her hair fanned out and stuck to the sheet. She looked small and breakable, but she took everything I gave, and more.

The lamps glared on the bed. The headboard’s walnut posts caught the shine, their scrollwork twisting black in the light. I braced my hand against one, using it for leverage, and fucked her deeper, feeling the give of her body under mine. The room was thick with the stink of sex and old sweat and something else—a trace of gun oil from Chuck’s shirts, maybe, or the sharp metallic tang that always followed a rough night.

I thought about the calendar, how many weeks it had been since Chuck moved in, how fast the new arrangement became normal. He started as a stranger, a name on a lease, then a footstep in the hall, then a voice in the kitchen. Now he was everywhere; his routines mapped over ours, his smell in every room, his schedule our own. The house had three people, but the gravity was all his.

I gripped Chrissy’s hip, holding her still, and ground my cock all the way in. She moaned, a soft, high note, and her toes flexed against the end of the sheet. I leaned over her, letting my weight settle, my chest slick against her back. My mouth brushed her ear.

“You want to try the back door tonight?” I said, voice low. “You ready?”

I felt her body go tense for a second. Not scared—more like she was waiting to see if I was serious. Then she laughed, the giggle bright and tight, and rolled her head on the pillow so she could see me out of the corner of her eye.

“Babe,” she said. “That’s sweet, but you’re late.”

I stopped moving. My cock throbbed inside her, the pause making every nerve in my body itch. I didn’t get it at first. I squeezed her hip harder.

“What do you mean?” I said. “You said you’d tell me when—”

She shifted, turning her face all the way toward me, her cheeks flushed and eyes shiny. The smile on her lips was bright, like she were telling a joke she knew I’d love.

“I mean, Chuck’s already done it,” she said. “A bunch of times.”

Every thought I had just dropped out of my head. I pulled out half an inch, then froze. The slick, hot grip of her pussy stayed on my cock, but my hands had gone numb, dead to the world. I looked down at her, searching her face for a tell, but she wasn’t playing. She was dead serious, but not sorry at all.

“How many times?” I said, the words barely a sound.

She shrugged, rolling her shoulder against the mattress. “I lost count after the first week. Every day, probably. Some days more.”

The words landed somewhere behind my sternum and stayed there. I felt the ache spread up into my teeth. I couldn’t move, couldn’t even pull out all the way. I just held her there, pinned under my weight, my dick half-hard and pulsing.

She saw my face, and her own softened for a second. She reached back and brushed my thigh with her fingers. “I thought you knew,” she said. “I mean, you asked for it, right? You wanted me to get ruined.”

The lamp light didn’t change. The carved headboard didn’t move. My lungs squeezed out a thin, whining breath.

She kept talking, voice still easy, like she was telling me about something she’d seen at work. “I kind of like it, actually. I mean, it hurts at first, but then it’s really good. And Chuck’s so big, it’s, like—” She made a face, stuck her tongue out, and giggled again. “He said I’m not as tight as I was. He said I got looser.”

She looked at me, waiting for me to catch up.

I tried to swallow, but my throat was locked. My hands shook against her skin as I stayed inside her, unmoving. The world shrunk to the hot, bright circle of the bed where she stared back at me, waiting. We stayed like that until the heat of my body faded and the sweat on my skin went cold.

***

After a long minute, I rolled off her, still hard and slick with her, and lay flat on my back. My heart was still going like it hadn't gotten the message yet. The lamp threw a burn spot onto the ceiling above, right where the cracks spidered out from the old plaster. I stared at them, tracking every line, trying not to say the next thing.

But I had to.

I turned and looked at her. She’d shifted onto her side, hair stuck to her cheek and shoulder, tits soft and loose against her arm. She didn’t try to hide, not even a little. She just blinked at me, waiting.

“Do you love him?” I said.

She snorted, then laughed, the sound sharp as a slap. “Fuck no,” she said, and her eyes went wide, almost offended by the idea. “Why would I love him?”

I shook my head. My mouth tasted of metal. “You do it every day,” I said. “You said it yourself.”

She shrugged. “I do. All day long,” she said, voice flat. “But that’s not love. That’s… I don’t know. It’s like a drug. I can’t get enough of the way it feels. It’s not about him.”

She spoke with the same casual certainty she used to rank the fries at every burger joint in town. All the emotion was gone from her voice. There was only the need.

“You like the pain?” I said, not sure I wanted the answer.

She smiled, teeth white and perfect in the lamplight. “At first, yeah. Now it’s just… necessary. If I don’t get it, I feel weird all day.” She rolled onto her back, spread her legs, and ran her hand down her stomach, the touch slow and casual. “It’s like, if he doesn’t fuck me, I’m not right. I’ve got a craving, and he’s always ready. I need that enormous cock to stretch me.”

I watched her fingers travel down, over the mound of her pussy, the lips parted wide, red and swollen. She touched herself, not for show, but because it was a habit. I could see how loose she was, how the entrance hung open, how the line of her ass was no longer smooth and tight but gaped slightly, the rim still pink and raw from the last round.

My jaw locked. My cock throbbed again, hard as before. I reached for her, dragged her closer by the thigh, and lined up to fuck her again.

She giggled, high and light, then wrapped her legs around my waist. “God, you’re so needy tonight,” she said, not mocking, just honestly.

I didn’t answer. I pushed into her all at once, and she moaned, eyes rolling up. I fucked her hard, hips snapping against her ass, the slap of skin filling the room. She let me use her, hands bracing on my chest, fingers curling against my sternum like she was trying to hold herself in place.

It felt different. She was so loose, so wet, I could bottom out without any resistance. Every time I pulled out, the gape stayed open, leaking fluid. I was obsessed with the look, the ruin, the evidence of what she’d become. I grabbed her ankles and spread them wide, holding her open, fucking as deep as I could. She didn’t care. She met my eyes and smiled, pleased to be watched, to be used.

“Does it turn you on?” she said, breathless. “Knowing how much he fucks me?”

I didn’t want to answer, but I did. “Yeah,” I said, “It’s all I think about.”

She grinned, clenching her pussy around me, even though it didn’t do much. “You’re a freak, Toby.”

I slammed into her hard, making the bed rock. “Yeah. I am.”

She reached up, grabbed the bedpost, and held on, letting me take all the leverage. Her tits bounced with every thrust, and sweat beaded on her collarbone. She looked alive, bright, exactly as I wanted her.

I sped up, fucking her fast and rough. The noise was pure filth, the slap of bodies and the wet, sucking sound of her cunt. Her eyes went glassy, then rolled back, then fixed on mine again.

“Do you want to fuck my ass?” she whispered, voice gone high and sharp.

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

She laughed, then rolled onto her stomach, ass high, legs spread wide. “Go ahead,” she said, glancing over her shoulder. “There’s nothing left to hurt.”

My hands shook as I lined up. His work had left the entrance gaped, and I slid in easily, no resistance. It was hot, wet, but not tight. I gripped her hips and fucked her, slowly at first, then faster. She moaned, but the sound was different—less pain, more hunger.

“You want to finish?” she said, voice muffled by the pillow.

“Yeah,” I said, barely a sound.

“Do it. Fill me up.”

I lost control, pounded her until my vision blurred, and came hard, unloading deep inside. I pulled out, watched the cum leak from her ass, white streaks mixing with the slick. I stared at it, stunned, until I realized she was laughing again, a sweet, high giggle that didn’t stop.

She rolled onto her back, legs open, and let the mess drip out. She touched herself again, slowly, almost absent, then looked up at me.

“You good?” she said.

I didn’t know if I was. My hands gripped the walnut post, skin pressed into the carved wood, and I stared up at the ceiling, at the cracks and lines that never changed. My chest was hollowed out, empty, but my cock still twitched, desperate for another round.

She pulled me down next to her, tucked her head under my chin, and sighed. Her hand landed on my thigh, fingers drawing lazy circles.

We lay in the heat and the smell, the wrecked sheets a map of what we’d done. Her breathing was even, already half-asleep against my chest, but I was wide awake. My body was hollowed out, but it was already starting to ache for the next time. It wasn’t winning or losing. It was just more.
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The Second Veteran


The late sun came through the windows in long strips, cutting the room into orange and blue. Chrissy sat on the edge of the old leather sofa, one foot tucked under the other, her knees up, toes pointed at the hardwood. She wore a black racer back top and tiny athletic shorts, nothing else, and her nipples poked straight through the Lycra, two round dots under the fabric. She wasn’t trying to hide them; she rarely did, not since the whole dynamic shifted in the house and she stopped pretending to be embarrassed by anything.

I stood by the window with a can of beer, watching the dust float in the last light, my shirt clinging to my back in damp patches. The living room still had the after-smell of our last fight—a mixture of sweat, old pizza, and something sharper from the bleach I’d dumped in the sink that morning. We weren’t talking, but it wasn’t the cold kind of silence; it was just the dead air you get when nothing left needs to be said.

Chuck came in from the back hallway without knocking. He didn’t even slow down, just filled the doorframe and kept going, his gray sweatpants hanging low, the waistband twisted and the cuffs dragging a little on the floor. He wore a plain tee, sleeves rolled tight on his biceps, and the faint gleam of dried sweat around his hairline said he’d been lifting in the attic again. He didn’t even look at me. He went straight for Chrissy, who perked up at his entrance like someone had plugged her in.

He stopped in front of her, arms at his sides, and let his voice out in a low, even rumble. “You got a minute?”

Chrissy didn’t answer, just nodded and let her eyes track up and down his torso, her mouth hanging open. I saw her tongue dart out to wet her lips, quick, before she remembered I was in the room and snapped her jaw shut.

Chuck looked at me, but only for a second. “Need to ask you both something,” he said. “Zack might be coming through town tomorrow. My old CO. I told him he could crash here, if the extra room is still open.”

He said it flat, no drama, like it was just an Amazon delivery or a phone call from the insurance company. But the air in the room changed. I felt it, and so did Chrissy; I watched her thighs clench together, her knee bouncing up and down.

I swallowed; the back of my throat rough from the cheap beer. “He’s staying in the house? For how long?”

Chuck shrugged, like time didn’t matter. “Few days. Maybe a week. Depends on his job.”

Chrissy piped up, her voice bright and eager. “That’s fine. We’ve got plenty of space.” She didn’t look at me when she said it; her eyes were still glued to the way the fabric of his shirt stretched around his chest.

Chuck nodded once, slowly, satisfied. “Good. Didn’t want to bring someone in if it’d fuck up the chemistry.”

I wanted to say, What chemistry? but I didn’t. There was a new energy in Chrissy, a jitter under the surface, like someone had poured a Red Bull into her bloodstream. She scooted up on the couch so she was sitting tall, chest out, arms tight to her sides. The tension made her top ride up, showing a line of stomach and the ring of her hipbone.

Chuck looked at the window, then at Chrissy, then at me. “Zack’s a big one,” he said, almost as an afterthought. He didn’t explain. He didn’t need to. The words dropped into the silence and sank all the way to the floor.

I caught the twitch in Chrissy’s face—her eyes flared, then flicked down to Chuck’s crotch, then back up to his face, her mouth going round and soft. She didn’t even try to hide it. She wanted to ask, but the answer was right there in front of her, outlined in gray cotton and swinging as he shifted his weight from foot to foot.

I felt the words bunch up behind my teeth before I swallowed them back down. “It’s your call,” I said, trying to keep my voice neutral.

Chuck nodded again, turned, and walked out the way he had come. The room shrank back down to normal size, and the echo of his footsteps in the hallway faded after a few seconds.

I looked at Chrissy. She was still staring at the empty doorway, her lips parted, her chest rising and falling fast. I could see her nipples now, so hard they looked like they might pop.

She turned to me, finally, and grinned, all teeth. “Do you think he’s serious? About the size?”

I didn’t answer, just drank my beer and watched her bounce on the cushion, legs folded and then unfolded, her fingers tapping a rapid rhythm on her knee.

She kept grinning. “God. Can you imagine?”

I could. I could see exactly what she was imagining: the way her body would fold and give, the sounds she’d make, the way her voice would go high and tight when the new one split her open. I felt my cock twitch in my jeans, already picturing it, already wanting it. Not just for her. For me.

Chrissy twisted on the couch, rolling her shoulders, and I watched the sweat stain grow on her back. She looked at me, all the way this time, and the grin softened. “You okay with this?” she asked.

I was, but I wasn’t. I wanted to see it happen, but I also wanted to stop it, to freeze the house in place before anyone else came in and claimed another piece of her. The words that came out were, “Yeah. It’ll be good for you.”

She giggled, nervous and excited, and went back to tapping her knee. “For us, too,” she said. She meant it.

The room went quiet again, but it was the kind of quiet where Toby could hear his own pulse in his ears.

Somewhere in the house, a floorboard groaned, then fell still.

We waited.

***

It was slow at the counter. Only two cars went out that morning, both early returns, so the inbox was empty and the screensaver had started looping again—white logo, blue background, nothing to hold the eye. I tapped my badge on the surface, then lined up the pens in a row, just to give my hands something to do. Every once in a while the phone at the desk would ring, but it was always a robocall or a customer asking about Sunday hours. The world was on mute.

The breakroom clock clicked over to 2:14. I tried to picture the house, wondering if Zack was there yet. I imagined him filling the doorway, his shadow falling over Chrissy on the couch. I pictured his hands on her, the surprise on her face turning into something else. My stomach twisted. I tried to imagine what a man even bigger than Chuck would do to her, how her body would take it, and for a second I couldn’t breathe right.

I gave it five more minutes, then pulled out my phone and dialed home. It rang once. Twice. On the third ring, her voice answered, all bright and hyper, like she was on speaker.

“Hi, babe!” she said, her voice high and breathless.

I felt my heart stutter. “Hey. You home?”

“Yup. Just got out of the shower.”

I hesitated, then tried to keep my tone flat. “I wanted to check if—did Zack ever show up?”

She laughed, a bubbly sound. “Oh yeah. He’s here. Got in late last night after you were asleep. I think the flight wiped him out because he slept until noon.”

I swallowed, my throat dry. “So you met him?”

She giggled. “Of course! He’s—babe, he’s huge. Like, football player huge. Bigger than Chuck, even.”

My stomach dropped, and my face flushed at the same time. “What’s he like?”

She thought for a second. “Skin so dark it’s almost blue-black. Gray hair, shaved short, but the beard is wild. Arms like tree trunks. Total hardass. But kind of sweet, too?”

I pictured her standing there, twisting her hair around her finger, rocking on her heels. “Did he say how long he’s staying?”

She snorted. “No. I don’t think he plans. He just exists and everyone moves around him.” She dropped her voice. “He’s got a deep voice, too. It’s like, when he talks, you can feel it in your ribs.”

A customer came in, an old guy in a sun visor, moving slowly, so I raised a finger and said, “Hang on.” I covered the phone and walked him through the rental—just an overnight, prepaid—and then sent him off with a contract and a set of keys. He shuffled out, the bell over the door jangling.

I put the phone back to my ear. “Sorry, work,” I said.

Chrissy didn’t even notice. “I was just saying, he ate an entire rotisserie chicken for lunch, by himself. And he barely got any on his shirt. Chuck was impressed.”

I grinned in spite of myself. “You like him?”

She went quiet, then let out a little sigh. “I do. I really do. I mean, he just got here, but I’m already, like… hot.”

My stomach dropped out from under me. “Already?”

She snorted. “Oh my god, yes. When he hugged me? I felt it through his jeans. And then I couldn’t stop looking. You know how sometimes you just know?”

I nodded, even though she couldn’t see. “Do you think he wants to?”

She went silent, and for a second I thought she’d hung up. Then, in a softer voice: “He pulled me into his room right after lunch. I wasn’t expecting it. He just said, ‘Come here,’ and I went.”

I listened to the whine of the office lights, heart thumping.

She went on. “He kissed me, and I thought it would be rough, but it wasn’t. It was gentle. But then he picked me up—just scooped me up like I weighed nothing—and put me on the bed. I didn’t even fight it. He didn’t even take his shirt off. He just pulled my shorts down and pushed inside me.”

My cock strained against my zipper. I pressed my knees together, staring at the blank monitor.

“It hurt,” she said, voice dreamy. “Not the way Chuck does, though. It was deeper, but the stretch was… I don’t know. It was different. Like he was trying to fuck something out of me that wasn’t physical.“ She giggled again, soft and wet.

I found my voice. “Did you like it?”

She moaned, then tried to cover it with a cough. “I came twice before he even finished. When he came, it was insane. I could feel it filling me. It was so much that it started leaking out before he even pulled out.”

I pressed the phone against my ear hard enough to hurt.

She kept going. “He stayed in me until he got hard again. I didn’t even know that was possible. Then he did it all over again. He fucked me three times, Toby. I don’t think I can close my legs.”

I stared at the window, fighting the urge to unzip and stroke myself right there at the counter. “Are you okay?” I asked, like an idiot.

She laughed. “I’m amazing. I feel alive. I feel like… I don’t know, like every nerve in my body just woke up at the same time.“

I heard the sound of her shifting on the other end—maybe sitting on the stairs, or leaning against the wall. “Chuck said you’d be okay with this,” she said, voice low. “Are you?”

I nodded, breath short. “Yeah. I want you to be happy.”

She made a happy humming sound, then changed the subject. “Do you want to know what it looked like?”

My mouth was dry. “Yes.”

She inhaled, then let the words out in a rush. “It’s longer than Chuck’s, but skinnier. Not skinny, just… it curves to the left, pretty dramatically. And his balls are enormous. I held them in my hands, and they barely fit. And when he came, they jumped up and down. I couldn’t believe how much came out of him. It went everywhere.”

I shuddered.

She dropped her voice even lower. “I never want to stop. I want to do it again and again. Even if it breaks me.”

I pictured her on her knees in front of Zack, taking it deep, begging for more. My breath went shallow, my face hot. “You’re amazing,” I said, and meant it.

She giggled. “You’re amazing for being cool with this. It makes everything so much hotter, you know?”

“I love you too,” I said, and it came out as a croak.

She took a breath. “I have to go. He wants me upstairs.”

I nodded, even though the call was already ending.

The line went dead. I stared at the phone for a long time; the screen gone black. My hands shook.

A new customer came in. I pasted a smile onto my face and did the paperwork, my mind a thousand miles away, back at the house, back with my wife and the men who were slowly, surely, making her theirs.

When the desk was clear, I went to the bathroom and locked the door. I leaned against it, my breathing ragged. I pulled my cock out; it was aching, angry red and hard as stone. My hand was slick with sweat as I stroked myself, the images Chrissy had given me playing on a loop in my head—Zack’s size, the way he’d filled her, the sounds she must have made. I came hard, a guttural noise tearing from my throat as I emptied myself into the toilet.

I cleaned up, washed my face, and went back to the counter. The rest of the day was a blur. I answered phones, stamped forms, and checked the clock every five minutes, wondering what was happening back home, what I’d hear about when I walked in the door tonight.

I thought about Zack, about the way Chrissy described him, about her voice when she said she wanted to do it again. I thought about the way my fiancée would never be the same, and the way I could never stop wanting more.

When I finally closed up for the night, I stood in the parking lot for a long time, staring at my car, letting the cold air tighten my skin. Then I got in, started the engine, and drove home.

I didn’t turn on the radio. I didn’t need to.
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Total Relinquishment 


The house was lit like a museum when I got back—every sconce and chandelier blazing at once, as if someone had decided that this night, above all others, deserved to be preserved in memory with perfect clarity. I stood outside for a second, looking through the beveled glass of the old front door, and saw Chrissy in the foyer. She wore a black lace bodysuit so insubstantial that I had to stare hard to see if it was anything at all. It cut high over her hips, showing the full curve of her ass and the deep cleft where her thighs met, and the cups barely framed her nipples, which were darker and more prominent than normal. The see-through mesh over her belly pressed flat to the muscle, showing the pale blonde hair beneath the thin crotch panel. She was barefoot, her toenails painted a shade that almost matched the thin black straps of the lingerie.

She was waiting. Not fidgeting, not pacing, just standing with her arms at her sides and her weight on one foot, her whole body pitched forward as if she’d been expecting me for hours. Her hair was up in a twist, a few wild strands stuck to her neck and jaw. Her mouth was parted, her face holding the half-dreamy, half-alert stillness I only ever saw right after she’d been completely taken apart by an orgasm.

I opened the door. She didn’t say a word. She grabbed my shirt at the collar, pulled me inside, and pressed her mouth to mine. The kiss was hot and messy, her tongue out before my lips even parted, and she tasted like toothpaste and the sharp, sour trace of cum. She licked the corner of my mouth, then bit my bottom lip, hard enough to make my eyes water.

She let go of my shirt and stepped back, her eyes shining with a fever-brightness that said she was wound up beyond speaking. She turned and walked up the stairs, slow and deliberate, making sure I followed every step. I did.

The staircase was wide, and shallow, carpeted in the middle but wood at the sides. Every other riser creaked. The hall lights upstairs were on, too, but they were lower, and they hit Chrissy’s body at different angles as she climbed. The way the lace rode up her back made her ass look even rounder, the cheeks pushed together by the tension of the fabric. When she turned on the first landing, I saw her nipples had goosebumps, the surrounding skin bunched tight. She smiled at me, but there was no play in it, just pure, focused hunger.

I followed her up. With each step I could smell her more—under the perfume, the sweaty, musky odor of sex, the almost metallic tang that stuck in my nose after she’d been fucked hard and deep. She walked a little funny, like her thighs were sore or something inside her was still settling into place. I catalogued every detail: the flex of her calf, the bunch of muscle above her knee, the way her toes gripped the carpet at the top of the stairs. She didn’t look back, not even once.

At the end of the hall, she stopped in front of the master bedroom. The door was closed, but the original glass in the transom was lit from within. There was a triangle of light on the wood of the floor, and in the light, I saw Chrissy’s legs, from the knee down, perfectly outlined. She stood with her feet apart, toes turned out, and reached for the doorknob with the tips of two fingers. The movement was careful, almost theatrical, like she were afraid she’d ruin the moment by moving too fast.

She turned the knob, then looked at me—really looked, her head tilted a little, her eyes clear and wide. She said nothing. She pushed the door open, stepped aside, and let me look.

The inside of the bedroom was brighter than the hall, but the only light was from the two table lamps on the nightstands. The four-poster bed was stripped to the sheet; the quilt thrown off to one side. On the bed, sitting on the edge with both feet on the floor, was Chuck. He was completely naked. His chest was broad, and his arms rested on his knees, the hands dangling between them. His cock was thick, hard, and pointed up against his belly, the skin dark and shiny with pre-cum. He looked at me, not at Chrissy, his expression calm and almost bored.

At the far side of the bed, standing near the window with his back to the room, was Zack. He was even taller than I imagined from Chrissy’s description, and his body was dense with muscle, the kind built over decades rather than in a gym, covered in deep brown skin and a layer of coarse gray hair across his chest and forearms. He turned when the door opened, and his eyes went straight to me, not even pausing on Chrissy. His cock was already halfway hard and hung low, the head swinging as he moved.

For a second, nobody spoke. Chrissy stepped into the room, still wearing the black lace, and climbed onto the bed between them. She sat back on her heels, folded her hands in her lap, and waited.

Chuck looked at me, one eyebrow up, and said, “You’re right on time.”

Zack grinned, his teeth very white, and jerked his chin at the armchair in the corner. “Take a seat. I hear you like to watch.”

I did what he said. I sat in the chair, my hands on my knees, and tried to keep my breathing even. My eyes were locked on Chrissy—on the cut of her hips, the way her legs looked impossibly small next to the men on either side of her, the way the lace was already damp and shiny between her legs.

She looked at me; her face open and expectant. She waited for my nod before she moved.

***

Chrissy moved like a wind-up toy with the key jammed all the way in: precise, intense, no hesitation. She shimmied off the lace bodysuit in one smooth motion, folding her shoulders forward so the straps rolled down her arms, then arched her back to let it fall off her ass. She set it on the nightstand, a weirdly polite gesture, and crawled onto the bed between the two men. She paused there, on her knees, waiting for direction.

Chuck reached out first, palming the back of her head and pulling her in for a kiss. Their mouths mashed together, and she made a hungry, whimpering sound that cut through the quiet. His hand slid down her spine, following the curve of her back to her ass, which he squeezed, fingers sinking deep enough to leave dents in the muscle. He broke the kiss and looked at Zack, whose grin had gone wolfish.

“She’s ready,” Chuck said.

Zack stepped to the bed, his cock already fully hard, a long, thick arc that pointed straight at Chrissy’s face. She looked up at him, lips parted, then reached with both hands and wrapped her fingers around the shaft. Her hands were tiny in comparison—she needed both just to cover half the length. The skin was dark and shiny, a heavy vein running down the left side, and the tip leaked a clear line of fluid that glistened in the lamplight.

“Say thank you,” Zack said.

She looked up, eyes wide and shiny, and said, “Thank you, sir.” Then she opened her mouth and took him in.

She gagged almost immediately, but didn’t pull back. She let the head hit the roof of her mouth, then the back of her throat, and kept going until her nose was buried in the wiry hair at the base. Her lips pulled taut, the corners dragging back like she were biting down on something too wide to fit. Zack grunted, put his hand on the back of her head, and held her there for a long count. Her eyes watered, but she kept them locked on his. Her hands pumped the shaft, spit running down her wrists to the mattress.

Chuck watched, stroking his own cock with slow, even strokes, the motion almost meditative. His face was still, but his nostrils flared with every movement of Chrissy’s head. He waited until Zack let go, then pulled her back, wiping the spit from her chin with his thumb.

“My turn,” Chuck said. He pulled her into his lap, lining up the head of his cock with her pussy.

She grabbed his shoulders and lowered herself down, eyes squeezed shut as the first inch went in slowly, her body fighting the thickness. A second inch stretched her impossibly wide, parting the lips of her pussy until I could see the bright pink rim inside. She froze, panting, then bounced twice in place, trying to force more in. On the third bounce, her whole body shuddered, and she let out a high, shocked gasp.

Chuck gripped her hips and guided her down, inch by inch, until her ass was flat on his thighs and every bit of him was buried in her. She sat there, impaled, shaking, her hands clutching his forearms. She looked over at me—really looked, as if checking to see if I was taking it all in. Her face was flushed, eyes huge, mouth open in a perfect “O.”

My mouth was dry, fists balled so tight on my thighs my knuckles ached. He was stretching her in a way I hadn’t seen before, taking all of her. This was the first time. All those weeks of use had remade her, her body reshaped to take his full black cock.

Zack got onto the bed behind her, planting one knee next to Chuck’s thigh. He bent Chrissy forward by the shoulders, pushing her chest to Chuck’s. Her back arched, ass pointed straight up, and her pussy stayed stretched wide around the cock inside her. Zack spat on his fingers, worked them into her asshole, and then lined up his own cock.

She whimpered when he pushed in, the sound raw and high. He went slowly at first, just the tip, letting her adjust. She looked at me again, the pain and the hunger both right there on her face. Zack waited for her to stop shaking, then shoved in another inch. She groaned, a deep, animal sound, and her whole body jerked in Chuck’s lap.

“Take it,” Zack said, voice low and steady.

She did. He pushed all the way in, his hips flush to her ass, both men inside her at once. She collapsed onto Chuck’s chest, gasping, her hands scrabbling for purchase on his arms. Her body trembled, then stilled. Zack pulled out halfway, then slammed back in, setting a rhythm that was brutal and efficient. Each time he bottomed out, the force of it drove Chrissy down onto Chuck’s cock even harder.

The sound was obscene: the slap of skin, the wet noise of her body struggling to contain two men, the sharp, staccato moans that broke from her every few seconds. I watched as her holes stretched around both cocks—her pussy gaped wide, the flesh dark pink and slick, her asshole straining to accommodate the thickness behind her. Each thrust from Zack forced out a ring of fluid, some of it clear, some white, all of it mixing and running down the curve of her ass to her thighs.

I catalogued every detail: the way her belly bulged with every double thrust, the line of saliva and snot at the edge of her mouth, the red marks blooming on her ass and hips from being gripped so hard. Her arms lost strength and fell to her sides, limp, but her body kept moving with the rhythm, hips rocked between the two men. I saw her lose control, saw the way her legs splayed wider, the way she started to make high, helpless sounds every time Zack pounded into her.

Chuck kept his hands on her hips, but let Zack control the pace. Every so often, he’d push up with his own hips, lifting her an inch off the bed, then slam her back down. It made her yelp, then laugh, then cry out all over again.

My brain went quiet in a way it never did—not during the best scenes I’d bookmarked, not even in the scenarios I’d built and rebuilt in my head over years of wanting this.

At some point, Chuck pulled out, the shaft glistening and streaked with white. He stroked himself, watching the way Zack’s cock pistoned in and out of Chrissy’s ass. She whimpered, begged for more, begged to be filled.

Zack barked, “You want it, say it.”

Chrissy sobbed, “Please, fill me up. I want both of you inside me, please.”

Chuck grabbed her chin, turned her face toward him, and kissed her deeply, sucking her tongue into his mouth. He lined up again, and when Zack eased back, he drove his cock back into her pussy. They started alternating, then overlapping, until both were inside her at once.

The double stretch was impossible: her ass and pussy stretched to their limits, both holes straining around the thickness of two cocks at the same time. Her body went slack, shuddering with aftershocks, but the men kept going, faster and harder. The noise was deafening. Her hands flapped uselessly at the sheets, her thighs shook uncontrollably, but she never once said stop.

I watched as the first climax hit her. Her mouth stretched wide, jaw going slack, and she screamed, the sound loud enough to echo off the plaster. She squirted, clear fluid arcing out from between her legs, splattering onto the sheets and Chuck’s thighs. The men didn’t stop. They drove through it, pounding her limp body between them.

Chuck came next, holding her hips down and grinding in deep. His face twisted, lips pulled back in a snarl, and his cock pulsed, emptying inside her. The mix of fluids poured out around the shaft, leaking in thick, white ropes down her thighs.

Zack pulled out, pumped himself with one hand, and finished all over her ass and lower back. The spray covered her in seconds, running in thick lines down her skin, some of it pooling in the small of her back before dripping onto the sheet.

Chrissy slumped forward, spent, her face mashed against Chuck’s chest. Her body trembled, every muscle shaking with aftershocks. Her holes gaped open, the mess of cum and spit and sweat pooling underneath her. She didn’t move. She just breathed, long and ragged, her hair stuck to her face.

The two men eased her down onto the bed, arranging her on her side. Chuck stroked her hair, Zack wiped the sweat from his own brow and looked straight at me.

“That what you came to see?” he asked, his voice low and challenging.

I nodded, throat tight. My hands were numb from gripping the chair.

Chrissy looked up, eyes glassy but sharp, and gave me a smile—a real one, tired but bright. She mouthed, “Okay?” at me. I nodded again, not trusting myself to speak.

I watched as she curled up, sticky and ruined, on the edge of the mattress. Zack tucked a pillow under her head. Chuck pulled the sheet over her, but left her legs and hips exposed, as if to show off the marks and mess.

I sat in the armchair, cataloguing every detail: the bruises on her thighs, the bite marks on her shoulder, the trails of white and pink running down her legs, the way her pussy and ass stayed open, gaping, as if they’d forgotten how to close.

I’d never seen her look more alive.

***

After a few minutes, the men started to move like the scene had reset and it was just another day. Chuck pulled on his shirt and boxers with the quiet, half-speed calm of a man on lunch break, not even glancing at the mess on the bed or the bruises on Chrissy’s hips. He rolled his neck once, then gathered his jeans and phone from the nightstand. Zack had already found his own boxers—a bright red pair with a white waistband—and stepped into them, pulling them up with a snap that made his cock bounce against his thigh.

Zack looked at Chrissy, sprawled and leaking, her body humming with the aftershock, and said, “You’re sleeping upstairs with me tonight.”

He said it flat, no question mark, as if reading from a script or just stating the weather. He picked up the lace bodysuit from the nightstand, flapped it once to shake off the wrinkles, then tossed it across the bed to land on Chrissy’s bare back. She made a noise somewhere between a laugh and a cough, then peeled herself up from the wet sheets. The skin on her ass was red, both holes still gaping, white lines of cum running down to the backs of her knees. She wiped her face on her hand, then looked at me.

She grinned, her old smile, a little crooked but full of teeth. “Okay?” she said, voice scratchy.

I nodded. “You sure you’re up for it?”

She giggled, the sound thin and punch-drunk. “I can always go again.”

Chuck finished buckling his jeans, then looked at me—just a long, solid look, no wink, no nod, but I got the message. He was out of the competition now. Zack owned her for the night.

Chuck left the room without another word, shutting the door with a gentle click.

Zack waited. When Chrissy didn’t move fast enough, he stepped to the bed, lifted her by the wrist, and pulled her to her feet. She swayed a little, unsteady, then wriggled back into the black lace. Her nipples were still hard, poking through the mesh, and the crotch panel was soaked and nearly see-through. She stood on tiptoe to kiss Zack on the jaw, then took his hand and let him lead her to the door.

I watched them go. Watched her ass, marked and red, as she climbed the stairs to the third floor. Watched the way her walk had changed: wider, more rolling, each step careful, like she was still feeling what had been done to her.

Before Zack closed the door, I called out, “Don’t let her sleep. I want her unable to walk in the morning.”

He laughed, the sound low and raw. “I haven’t had sex in months, kid. She’ll get what she needs.”

The door shut, the lock clicked, and I was alone in the bedroom.

The air was thick with the smell of sweat, cum, and Chrissy’s heavy, animal musk. The sheets were ruined, wet and twisted. The headboard was sticky where Chrissy’s hands had clung to it. I lay down on my side of the bed, staring at the dark ceiling, and listened to the old house settle.

Above me, through the floor, I heard the thump of footsteps, then the rhythm of a bed slamming the wall, and then the sharp, staccato cries of Chrissy’s voice, muffled but unmistakable.

I stayed awake until sunrise, cataloguing every sound. I didn’t touch myself, didn’t move, just listened. My body was wound tight, my cock rigid and aching, my hands trembling on the edge of the pillow.

I thought about what I’d seen, about the way she had looked at me with her mouth full and her eyes shining. About the way her body had changed, had given up all resistance, had made itself into a vessel for the kind of force she’d always craved.

I didn’t know if I was shattered, or the luckiest man in the world.

I closed my eyes and let the noise from upstairs carry me until the sun came up and the house filled with light.


twelve
New Arrangements


The city was already grinding when I left for work. Before the front door clicked shut, the last thing I saw was Chrissy, collapsed over the kitchen table with one bare foot swinging from a chair rung. Her hair was wild, plastered to her forehead in greasy clumps. I saw the red, finger-shaped marks on her thighs and a fresh, raised bruise on her shoulder. She didn’t even twitch.

I spent the day at the branch in a kind of underwater daze. There were returns and refuels and the usual shuffle of people who’d rather be anywhere else. My hands did the motions, but my head was stuck back at the house, re-running the sounds that bled through the ceiling the night before. Zack had a voice that carried, even when he talked quietly; sometimes I’d hear the muffled cadence of his laugh and know exactly what he was doing, even if Chrissy wasn’t screaming yet. The memory of her voice, sharp and high, was stuck in my ears. There was no getting rid of it.

Around three, I caught myself staring at the customer’s driver’s license, just blank, not even reading the name. The customer was a woman, maybe fifty, heavy build, mom jeans and a sweatshirt with kittens on it. She tapped the counter.

“Hon, you okay?” she said.

I jerked out of it, stammered an apology, and printed her paperwork. When she left, I checked the time. Less than four hours left.

The drive home was the usual crawl. I parked at the curb, killed the engine, and sat for a minute, watching the shadow of the house stretch across the sidewalk. When I walked up, the porch light was already on. It was barely even dusk.

Inside, the air was thick with the sour tang of old sex and sweat. The living room windows were shut, the old velvet curtains drawn tight, but behind them I could hear wet, rhythmic sounds—steady, percussive, like a faucet dripping fast into an empty sink. Mixed into the beat was a sound that took me a second to ID: Chrissy’s voice, stripped of all language, just a raw, punched-off moan every few seconds.

The next sound was Chuck, low and steady, his words clipped but not angry. Then Zack, whose voice was rougher, made every statement a dare or an order. I could hear the difference in the rhythm when they took turns, the gap in tempo, the way each fuck was its own signature.

I didn’t move. I stood in the hallway, backpack still on, and catalogued every sound: every crash of the couch frame, every gasp. Each one landed somewhere low in my gut and stayed there, building. I did nothing about it. I just stood there, hands hanging limp, and waited for the noise to reach its worst point.

It didn’t take long. There was a staccato burst of thumping, then a break, then a single, long scream. Then nothing.

I let myself breathe.

I went up to our room and found the bed stripped; the sheets balled up on the floor. There was a wet patch on the mattress, right where Chrissy usually slept. The smell was thick—like sweat, but sweeter, deeper. I touched the wet spot, felt the spongy give of the foam underneath, and for a second I wanted to rip the whole thing out and drag it to the curb. I didn’t. I just stood there, pressed my hand into the stain, and tried to memorize the shape.

Downstairs, the voices started again. I ignored them, changed into gym shorts, and lay on the mattress, eyes open, staring at the ceiling. I could hear Chuck moving around the kitchen, the way his weight set off the old joists, the muffled bark of Zack’s laugh from the living room. I could track their movements just by the sound. Chrissy was nowhere, her usual energy gone.

I thought about going down, about walking into the room and seeing it up close. But my legs wouldn’t move. I just lay there, hand pressed to the stain, and waited for the house to go quiet.

It never did.

When I got back, the air was raw with cleaning spray, a chemical sharpness failing to cover the iron stink of blood and cum. The living room was a wreck—couch cushions thrown, the rug bunched up, a half-full Gatorade on the coffee table. I found Chrissy at the kitchen counter wearing just a tank top and loose boxers. Her hair was up, but what looked like old tear tracks streaked her face, and her eyes had dark circles under them. She was smiling, though, cutting a banana into thin coins and popping them into her mouth.

She looked up and saw me, then grinned, her teeth bright and a little yellow from the Gatorade.

“Hey, babe,” she said. “Want some?”

I shook my head, then pulled a bar stool out and sat at the edge of the counter.

She glanced down at her thigh, then at the counter, then back at me. “You okay?” she said.

“Yeah,” I lied.

She didn’t push it. She just kept slicing the banana, faster now, the knife hitting the cutting board with a sharp, fast tick.

I watched her, catalogued every fresh mark. There were two new bruises on her arm, one long scrape at the base of her neck, a row of small, circular hickeys across the top of her right tit. On her left wrist, a red line, as if someone had gripped her there and never let go.

I wanted to ask if she was hurt, but the words stuck in my mouth.

She finished the banana, licked the knife clean, and tossed it in the sink. She spun around, leaned her ass against the counter, and folded her arms under her tits.

“So,” she said. “They’re talking about putting in a new fridge. Zack says he’ll pay for it, but only if we clear out the garage for his motorcycle.”

I nodded, staring at the way her hair stuck to the sweat on her neck.

“You good with that?” she said.

“Yeah,” I said, “Sure. Whatever.”

She beamed, then pushed off the counter and padded barefoot toward the stairs. I watched her go, watched the shorts slip lower on her hips with every step, until I could see the deep red marks on the backs of her thighs. There was something dried on her right calf, maybe cum, maybe just soap that hadn’t rinsed all the way off. I memorized that, too.

That night, the sounds started up again. I didn’t bother going to bed. I sat in the dark at the kitchen table, drinking water and watching the shadows on the wall.

At some point, Chrissy came down, wrapped in just a towel. Her face was wild, eyes rimmed with red, but her mouth was stretched into the biggest grin he’d ever seen on a person.

She walked up to me, bent down, and kissed me—full on the mouth, her tongue deep and desperate. She tasted of sweat and a little bit like blood.

“Hey, future husband,” she said, voice low. “Still glad you said yes?”

I didn’t answer. I just nodded, and she laughed, then kissed me again.

She padded back up the stairs, towel trailing, and I watched the marks on her calves with every step.

The days blurred into a single, long inventory of damage. New bruises layered over old ones before they could fade. I tracked it all: the circles, the lines, the shift from purple to a sickly yellow-green. A perfect, five-fingered handprint bloomed on her lower back and stayed for a week—a piece of evidence I couldn’t stop looking at.

I started to fantasize about it—about seeing her destroyed, about the way her body kept changing, about the way she never, ever said no. I caught myself staring at the stains, the leaks, the messes, and getting hard every time. It was the only thing that felt real.

Friday, I came home early, and for the first time in weeks the house was quiet. I walked in, expecting the sounds, but there was nothing—just the faint hiss of the AC and the low, regular ticking of the wall clock.

I found Chrissy at the counter, wiping it down with a wet rag. She was dressed this time in gym leggings and a loose tee. Her hair was in a messy ponytail, and she looked tired but clean.

I watched her, hands in my pockets.

She didn’t look up. She just kept wiping, circles and lines, slow and lazy.

I cleared my throat.

She looked at me, then smiled. “Hey,” she said. “You’re early.”

I nodded. “Yeah. Um.” I hesitated, then said, “When is Zack leaving?”

She blinked, then beamed. “Oh, he’s not,” she said. “He’s moving in! Like, for good. Pays the same as Chuck. It’s going to be awesome.”

She tossed the rag into the sink, then leaned both hands on the counter, pushing her shoulders up and out. “You get just what you wanted, baby. Me having lots of sex with black men. And we can cover the bills!”

She giggled, the sound high and bright. “I’m serious, though. Zack’s actually really fun. You should hang out with him sometime.”

I didn’t answer.

She shrugged, then turned back to the counter, started drying it off with a paper towel.

Upstairs, there was a heavy thump, the sound of a body moving across the old floorboards.

She grinned at me again, eyes shining. “See? Everybody wins.”

I gripped the edge of the counter, feeling the wood press into my palms. The house settled around us, the thud of footsteps from above no longer an intrusion, but the building’s own pulse. It was the sound of the new order, and my place was to stand here and listen.

***

The next morning, I woke to the sound of the fan in our room cutting on and off, every cycle a slow, mechanical sigh. My side of the bed was cold, but not empty—there was a dark, damp spot near the pillow, bigger than my hand, the sheets bunched and twisted like something had been trying to get out from underneath them. The smell was sharp, ripe with old sweat and sex. For a second, I didn’t remember why; then it all hit at once.

Chrissy was already up. She stood in front of the mirror, hands on her hips, checking her ass in a pair of blue leggings that rode up high and didn’t bother to hide the shape of anything. The cropped top she wore was thin enough to see the pink of her nipples through the fabric, and when she moved, the muscle in her back flexed in neat, controlled lines.

She caught my eye in the mirror. “Hey, sleepy,” she said. “You want breakfast or just coffee?”

My mouth felt packed with cotton. “Just coffee,” I croaked.

She nodded, then turned and perched on the edge of the mattress, close enough that her thigh pressed against my arm through the blanket. She smelled like soap, but there was still something raw and animal underneath it.

She grinned. “You should rest up. We have a busy week coming.”

I stared at her, eyes gritty. “What’s happening?”

She made a little drumroll with her hands on her thighs. “Another of Chuck’s Army buddies is moving in. Next week. Permanent. Like Zack.”

I blinked. “Another?”

She bounced a little on the mattress, then leaned in, voice low and giddy. “Yeah! His name’s Carl, but everyone calls him Stackhouse. He’s divorced, no kids, loves football, eats like a pig. He’s huge, babe, you’ll love him.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I just stared at her. Her eyes were wide and bright, like she’d just gotten a perfect report card.

She went on. “So, here’s how it’ll work. Zack and Stackhouse will both pay the same rent as Chuck, so you don’t have to stress about the bills anymore. The whole third floor will be theirs, but obviously Chuck will still use the gym.”

She counted it out on her fingers. “And all three of them get full access to me during the day. Like, if I’m home, I’m theirs. Especially if they want me at the same time.”

She beamed, then tilted her head, like she wanted to see if I’d melt.

I swallowed, throat tight. “What about at night?”

She clapped her hands, delighted. “That’s the best part! We’re doing a rotation. Each of them gets two nights a week, and you get Sundays.” She counted again. “Chuck gets Mondays and Thursdays. Zack gets Tuesdays and Saturdays. Stackhouse gets Wednesdays and Fridays. And you and me—Sunday’s all ours.” She poked me in the chest, just hard enough to make the skin dimple.

I said nothing. My tongue pressed flat against the roof of my mouth, sealing everything in.

She leaned closer, her voice a whisper. “Don’t look like that. We’ll still have dinner together, and movies, and sex if you want it. I just spend the night with them. That way, they won’t get bored or, like, tired of me.”

She reached out and brushed my hair off my forehead, her touch light and almost tender. “Honestly, I think it’ll be fun. I’ll be the busiest little housewife ever. You won’t believe how much cock I can take in a week.”

She laughed, the sound clear and unbothered. “Think I’m loose now? Just wait. You might need to get me a belt to hold it all in.”

She stood, stretched, and walked out of the room, her ass flexing in the leggings, every step a challenge.

I lay there, staring at the ceiling. The fan hummed, then cut out, leaving the room too quiet.

I tried to imagine what next week would look like, but my head was blank. The only thing I could focus on was the ache in my chest and the way the wet spot on the sheet was already cooling against my skin.

I stayed like that, counting the cracks in the plaster, until I heard her voice downstairs, bright and cheerful, calling someone on the phone to tell them how much she was looking forward to next week.

I didn’t move. Not for a long time.
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