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Chapter 1

Carol took her time in the bathroom, the door firmly latched even though she knew Chuck wouldn’t barge in. She liked the ritual of it—choosing the most flattering lingerie, the way the garters bit gently into her thighs, the soft promise of black lace against pale skin. It was all about the build-up, the anticipation—a performance as much for herself as it was for him. She’d never admit it out loud, but she got off a little on the act. Maybe more than a little.

She caught her own reflection in the vanity mirror and hesitated, surveying herself the way another woman might. The years weren’t kind, not anymore. The bloom of youth had worn thin, and now it was all about illusion: a dab of concealer, a swirl of bronzer, highlighter just so along her cheekbones. The point was to distract, not reveal. She piled her hair up, then changed her mind, letting it tumble down one shoulder. Better. Younger, even.

Carol adjusted her bra one last time, making sure the lace hit just right over the soft swell of her breasts. She smirked at the way her nipples pressed through the fabric. “Not dead yet,” she muttered, reclaiming the sort of confidence she used to take for granted. She slicked on a new shade of lipstick—richer, more daring than her usual—and ran both hands over her hips, smoothing the matching panties into place. The weight she’d gained had gone straight there, a fact she’d hated for months. Tonight, though, she let herself see it differently: an asset.

The bedroom was dim, just a single bedside lamp casting a warm pool of light over the white duvet. She staged the scene with the precision of a set designer—flipping the sheets back just enough to create space, arranging the pillows as though their alignment might tip the scales in her favor. There was a bottle of water on the nightstand, neatly capped. She even spritzed a little perfume in the air, something musky and decadent, before draping herself over the comforter.

She tried a few different poses before settling on one: propped on her elbows, back arched, legs just so. The lingerie hid nothing. It wasn’t supposed to. When she heard Chuck’s footsteps in the hall, her pulse actually fluttered. Hope, she realized, still lived in her somewhere, no matter how often the world tried to bludgeon it out.

He opened the door without fanfare. She watched his silhouette move in, the careful way he closed the door behind him. He didn’t notice the new perfume, the lipstick, or the lingerie. Or maybe he did, but it didn’t register as anything special.

She lowered her voice, letting it grow husky, almost unfamiliar to her own ears. “I’m in the mood for something different tonight,” she whispered, letting the words linger.

Chuck glanced at her. If he noticed the effort, he gave nothing away. “Sure,” he said, the syllable as crisp and empty as a dry cracker. He peeled off his shirt, neatly folding it on the chair. Routine. He did the same with his pants. Underneath, he wore the same navy boxers he always favored, the waistband loose from too many cycles through the wash.

He climbed onto the bed, moving toward her with the casual precision of muscle memory. Never mind the lingerie, or the way she’d arranged herself; he reached for her breast through the lace, not rough but not gentle, either. His gaze flicked over her body, but it was the distracted look of a man skimming headlines, not reading the story.

She tried to coax things along, trailing her nails up his thigh, pressing her lips to his neck, nipping at his ear. “You like this?” she asked, giving it one last shot. She didn’t bother purring. No sense pretending to be someone she wasn’t.

“It’s nice,” he said, and she nearly laughed at the understatement. Nice. As though she’d set out a fresh towel in the guest bathroom.

He fumbled with her panties, a little impatient. He didn’t ask what she wanted, didn’t tease or savor. His fingers slid inside her, just the bare minimum to get her ready, like checking the oil in a car. Then he pushed his boxers down, barely pausing between movements.

She tried to meet his eyes, but he was already somewhere else. He pressed against her, slid inside, his body heavy and predictable. The rhythm was mechanical, neither fast nor slow—just serviceable. He’d picked a tempo and stuck to it, no variation, no sense of urgency or hunger. If she made a noise, he didn’t notice.

She shut her eyes, trying to will herself into caring. She pictured someone else—anyone else—but the spell broke when he grunted, finishing with a handful of shallow thrusts. He held himself up for all of three seconds before rolling away, landing on his side of the bed with a sigh.

“Goodnight,” he mumbled, not unkindly. But not like a lover, either.

Within minutes, he was snoring. Loud, relentless, a sound that filled the room and reminded her of every empty space she’d tried to fill.

Carol lay there, the sheet twisted around her thighs, staring at the ceiling. The ceiling fan hummed overhead, barely audible over Chuck’s steady breathing. She wondered if he’d even remember the black lace, the perfume, the way she’d stretched herself out for him. Probably not. She’d made herself vulnerable, and he’d missed it completely. Carol fought back tears, disappointed mostly that she had let herself hope.

The chilly space between them on the mattress grew, an invisible third party wedging them apart. She resisted the urge to scoot over, to chase any trace of warmth. Instead, she pulled the comforter up, gathering it around her the way a child might.

She tried to blame herself. Maybe she’d picked the wrong moment, the wrong words; maybe it was her body, not what it used to be. But beneath the self-doubt, there was a sliver of anger, sharp and secret. She’d put herself on display, and he hadn’t even bothered looking.

She stared at the ceiling until her eyes adjusted to the dark, tracing faint cracks in the plaster. There was nothing left to say. Just the steady metronome of her husband’s breathing, and the shape of disappointment settling in beside her for the night.

***

Time crawled in the dark. The bedside clock’s red numbers kept changing, but Carol’s mind never slowed down. Chuck’s snoring was relentless, a steady soundtrack to her frustration. She lay there, blanketed in disappointment and freshly laundered cotton sheets, the ache between her legs growing sharper the longer she stewed.

At some point, she reached for her phone without even thinking. The screen flared blue, electric against the thick blackness of the bedroom. She kept the brightness low, one finger tapping through her apps, skipping messages until she got to the one thing that might actually do the job.

She hesitated for a second—not out of guilt, but habit. Old rules. They meant little anymore. The site loaded fast; she knew exactly where to go, the subconscious muscle memory of someone who’d done this plenty of nights before. She scrolled, half-hearted at first, past the usual: bored housewives, clean-shaven men pretending to be studs. None of it sparked anything. She needed something that would push her buttons in a way Chuck never could.

Her thumb paused over a thumbnail: a white woman on her back, legs wide, her skin pale and flushed against the deep brown hands gripping her hips. The man behind her was huge, almost intimidating, and the look on the woman’s face wasn’t staged—it was raw, real, needy. Carol felt a flicker deep inside, sudden and insistent.

She tapped the video, cradling the phone so the light wouldn’t spill onto Chuck’s side of the bed. He wouldn’t wake up—he never did—but the secrecy made it hotter. The opening shot was all moans and heavy breathing, the camera right on the woman’s face as she lost herself. The man’s voice, low and rough, sent shivers across Carol’s skin. He didn’t bother with nice words or slow buildup; he just took what he wanted, and the woman wanted it even more.

Carol’s heart thumped in her chest, louder than it had all week. She froze the video to zoom in on the woman’s hand - there it was: a wedding ring. The woman as getting what her husband didn’t give her. Carol’s free hand slid slowly down, tracing the same path Chuck’s fingers had fumbled earlier. She could almost feel the difference: not polite, not tender—just direct. She let her fingers linger, playing her own buttons the way she wished someone else would.

The mattress shifted whenever Chuck rolled in his sleep, but she didn’t look away from the screen. The woman’s cries got higher, almost desperate. The man pinned her, stretched her, filled her in ways that made Carol’s hips roll instinctively against the sheets. Her breath came faster, her skin prickling with heat.

She caught herself smiling, a twisted smirk curving her lips as she watched. The taboo made it better. She’d always wondered what it would be like—being wanted so obviously, being used and adored at the same time by someone totally different. Someone who wouldn’t just go through the motions, but would leave her shaky and spent.

Every few seconds, she darted a glance at the mound of covers on Chuck’s side of the bed. He snored on, oblivious, oblivious to everything. She wondered what he’d say if he knew what she was watching, what she was craving. Maybe nothing. Maybe it would actually thrill him—he’d always said he liked when she surprised him.

She found another video, even dirtier. The men were always bold, cocky, knowing exactly what to do. The women couldn’t get enough. Carol wanted that—wanted to be the one moaning, begging, getting absolutely destroyed because she needed it so badly. Was it so much to ask? Apparently, in this house, it was.

Her fingers moved with more confidence now, not pretending anymore. The cold detachment of her husband was replaced by the vivid, pounding need of the men in the videos. She imagined their hands—dark, wide, certain—bruising her hips, making her gasp. She wanted the roughness, the novelty, the fantasy of something she’d never dared ask for. She wanted her insides to hurt from being brutally stretched and roughly used.

When she finished, her legs quivered. For a second, she was empty and completely full at the same time, her chest heaving in the stillness. The phone screen dimmed, shrinking the world back to the tiny rectangle in her palm. She let her hand fall away, tracing lazy patterns on her thigh as she caught her breath.

The room was the same as before—Chuck snoring, the AC humming, the fan spinning overhead. But Carol felt a little lighter, a little more herself. She could still taste the edge of her own excitement, a slow-burn comfort she hadn’t felt in ages.

She thought about all the things she’d never tried, all the experiences she kept locked in her head. They didn’t feel so out of reach now. Not really. If she couldn’t get what she wanted in her own bed, maybe it was time to find it somewhere else.

She flicked the phone off and let it drop onto the pillow, just inches from her husband’s oblivious face. The light faded, but the images stuck with her, replaying behind her eyelids as she drifted, finally, toward sleep.

***

When Carol opened the front door, Susie was already halfway up the walk, sunglasses perched on her nose and a cheeky grin aimed squarely at the neighbors. She breezed inside like she owned the place, arms outstretched for a chilly afternoon hug that still smelled like expensive shampoo and fresh gossip.

Carol had spent too long fussing over what to wear. She settled on dark jeans and a deep green top that flattered her eyes and smoothed over her stomach. She’d even dabbed on a bit of highlighter, brushed her ponytail until it gleamed, and picked earrings she hadn’t worn in months. Not that Susie would notice—she could wear pajamas and still upstage half the zip code.

Carol played bartender, pouring generous martinis into the tall glasses she reserved for afternoons like this. Susie flopped into her favorite armchair, legs crossed with the confidence of a woman who’d never doubted for a second she was wanted.

“To Friday afternoons and partners who don’t bug us while we drink,” Susie toasted, clinking her glass against Carol’s.

They traded stories first. School drama, neighborhood scandals, the latest insane prices at the boutique. Susie was on fire, dropping names and secrets like breadcrumbs. She had a way of leaning in, dropping her voice to a whisper even when it didn’t matter, making every rumor feel like something dangerous.

Carol smiled, nodded, filed it all away—but underneath, she kept thinking about last night. The ache that hadn’t gone away, the indifference in her husband’s touch, the way she’d satisfied herself alone in the dark. She finished her first martini in embarrassingly few sips, and when she stood to refill, Susie’s eyes followed her with pointed interest.

On the second round, Carol barely waited for the olives to settle before blurting, “I don’t know what to do about my sex life. Chuck just isn’t interested in anything beyond our same old routine. I feel so... invisible.”

The word hung in the air, a little too loud, but Susie didn’t flinch. She set her glass down, scooting forward in her chair so their knees almost touched.

“I’m serious,” Carol pressed. “It’s like—I try things, you know? New lingerie, new moves. I even told him I wanted to mix it up. He just… rolls over and snores. Every single time.”

Susie’s face softened, losing a little of her usual mischief. She reached out, fingers tapping Carol’s knee. “Oh, honey. I’ve been there. You feel like you’re screaming into the void, and all you get back is a snore and maybe a thank-you if you’re lucky. You know why women lay there like corpses? Because their men go at it like morticians. Might as well play dead.”

Carol let out a shaky laugh, relief and embarrassment tangled together. “Exactly. I mean, I’m not asking to be worshipped. I just want to feel something.”

Susie leaned in again, her tone dropping to a confidential murmur. “You know what worked for me? Getting a partner on the side. It’s done wonders for my marriage.”

At first, Carol thought she hadn’t heard right. She blinked, mouth open, searching Susie’s face for a punchline. “You mean—like, just sleep with someone else?”

Susie grinned, wicked and unapologetic. “Why not? It’s not about love, Car. It’s about getting what you need. You’d be amazed how much more fun your husband is when you’re not depending on him for every single orgasm.” She giggled, “And believe me, there is no ‘sleeping with’!”

Carol stared at her drink, rolling the stem between her fingers. Her pulse hammered in her ears. She wanted to protest—wanted to act shocked, scandalized—but Susie made it sound so easy. So logical.

“Doesn’t it make you feel… guilty?” she asked, voice barely above a whisper.

Susie shrugged, flashing that bold blue-eyed smile. “Nope. My husband’s happy, I’m happy, and nobody gets hurt. Most of the guys don’t even want anything serious—they just want to play. You keep it simple, keep it safe, and you get to feel alive again. I keep a couple on the side and change them every so often so nothing gets serious. Just hump and dump,” she giggled.

Carol tried to picture it: the secret thrill, the freedom. A stranger’s hands, a different body, maybe even the kind of raw, reckless sex she watched on her phone at night. The idea sent a jolt straight through her—surprise, terror, and something close to hope all wrapped up together.

Susie saw right through her. “You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?”

Carol laughed, nervous and breathless. “I mean… God. Maybe? I’ve never even thought about it, not seriously. But what if it changes everything? What if Chuck finds out?”

“Trust me, darling—he won’t. And even if he did, you might be surprised at his reaction. These men… they’re not as clueless as we think. Surveys say most men want to see their wives with other men.” Susie winked, swirling her martini, the picture of suburban mischief.

Carol sipped her drink, feeling her cheeks flush. For the first time in ages, she let herself imagine a future where she wasn’t invisible, where she didn’t have to beg for scraps of attention. Maybe there was something out there she actually wanted to chase.

They sat in silence for a minute, the ice melting in their glasses, the afternoon sun sliding across the living room floor. Susie tilted her head, sizing up her friend. “Just promise me if you decide to do it, you’ll let me pick the guy. I have a nose for this kind of thing.”

Carol rolled her eyes, but she couldn’t hide her smile. “That’s what I’m afraid of.”

But inside, the idea had already sunk its hooks in her. For the first time in months, she actually felt hope.

***

By the time Carol poured their third round, the edge was off her nerves, and the living room felt warmer, looser, like they’d slipped into the version of themselves that nobody else ever saw. They were lounging, shoes off, feet tucked under them, voices rising just loud enough to scandalize any eavesdropper at the front door.

Susie’s cheeks glowed pink; even her posture had softened, her body draped over the arm of the chair, glass dangling from her fingers. Carol matched her martini for martini, and her own laugh sounded wild and half-foreign, a little brighter than she remembered from last year.

They’d moved on from confessions to classic gossip—who was screwing who at the club, whose kid had been caught vaping behind the tennis courts, even the disaster of Mrs. Wasserman’s last dinner party. With Susie, the conversation moved in circles, always coming back to men and mayhem.

Out of nowhere, Susie leaned forward, blue eyes sharp. “Hey—random question. Can I borrow your place sometimes?”

Carol blinked, glass paused halfway to her lips. “Borrow my place? For what?”

Susie’s grin was wicked. “Strictly for fucking, babe. My latest boyfriend’s wife just started working from home, and we need somewhere to hook up.”

Carol raised her eyebrows so high it actually hurt. “You’re insane.” She let the sarcasm hang for a second. “Maybe you should just get an apartment for all your boyfriends.”

Susie laughed—loud, genuine, delighted. “Why should I do that when I have your place? Think of it as community service. I promise to clean up after we’re done. You’ll never even know we were here.” She cocked her head and winked, “Unless you want to?”

Carol made a show of grimacing, shaking her head like she was the last sensible woman alive in Hilltop Acres. “Remind me to hide anything breakable. And maybe invest in plastic sheets.” She softened and said, “At least my bedroom will finally get to see some real sex.”

But Susie just tossed her hair and shrugged, utterly unapologetic. “A girl’s gotta have standards. Seriously, you would be doing me a huge favor. I’ll even owe you one.” She winked and said, “You can fuck him after I’m done with him. He has an enormous cock!”

Carol stared at her, half-amused, half-aghast. There was judgment, sure—how could there not be, with Susie’s revolving door of lovers and zero shame—but underneath, there was envy, too. The ease, the confidence, the way Susie owned every one of her choices without flinching.

She sipped her drink, swirling the last olive around the glass. “You’re unbelievable.”

Susie just winked. “I know. That’s why you keep me around.”

The conversation spun off, but Carol stayed quiet, her mind racing. What would it mean to let Susie use her house for these affairs? What would it feel like to cross that line herself—to stop just imagining and start doing? Susie made it seem normal, even necessary, like shopping at the boutique or booking a facial. Why not get what you needed, any way you could?

The room got quiet for a beat. Susie fiddled with her phone, probably texting the next conquest, while Carol stared out the bay window at nothing in particular. The possibility lingered: letting go, giving in, maybe finally being seen.

Finally, Susie stood, stretching like a cat. “Another drink?”

Carol shook her head, but she was smiling. “If I let you have another, you’ll invite half the country club over for an orgy before I can say no.”

Susie only laughed, sharp and satisfied. “Deal. But if you change your mind about all this—about everything—I’m your girl. Nobody does discretion like me.”

Carol almost believed her. She finished the last sip, feeling the soft blanket of alcohol and new ideas drift over her shoulders. Maybe she would say yes, next time. Maybe she’d even start her own trouble.

For now, she watched Susie gathering her bag and lipstick, ready to take on the afternoon. “Thanks for the company,” Carol said.

Susie flashed that signature grin, scandal and sunshine all rolled into one. “Anytime, babe. And remember—just say the word and we’ll get you hooked up.”

As Susie turned to go, Carol blurted, “Let me know when you need the house. I’ll make myself scarce.”

Susie gave her an air-kiss, “Thanks, babe. Won’t be more than a few times a week.”

What a slut, Carol thought, with a burning envy.

When the door clicked shut behind her, Carol slumped into the armchair, letting the quiet settle. The scents of gin, and Susie’s perfume hung in the air. She sat there, lost in thought, the lines between judgment and curiosity already blurring.

Chapter 2

The second Susie burst through the door, it was chaos. Not the quiet, two-martini kind Carol was used to—this was full-throttle, arms loaded down with a plastic bag rattling with bottles, her hair wild and her laugh echoing through the foyer. She didn’t stop for hello. She just dropped her haul on the nearest flat surface and grabbed Carol by the wrist with those pink-manicured nails.

“Come see what your guest room looks like when it survives a real man,” Susie crowed. Her voice rang down the hall, already tasting the drama.

Carol barely had time to close the door behind them. Susie towed her past the formal living room, straight to where the morning sun laid a hard line across the carpet. She nudged the guest room door open with her hip. Inside was pure carnage.

Pillows were everywhere—some mashed against the far wall, two on the floor, one wedged under the edge of the bed frame like a lost pet. The navy-and-white comforter was half off, trailing in a wrinkled heap. Sheets, hopelessly twisted, looked like they’d been through a spin cycle with a rabid animal. But the real centerpiece was the headboard: a splintered crack at the top, jagged and raw, the wood split almost six inches along the grain.

Susie grinned, triumphant, as if she’d just won a trophy. She strode to the bed and ran her hand over the ruined edge, shaking her head in mock solemnity. “Honestly, babe, you should’ve seen it. He’s an absolute animal. I mean, did you ever imagine a guy could fuck so hard he’d crack wood?”

Carol didn’t know where to look first—the sheets, the stain on the mattress cover (definitely not just sweat), or the gouges in the wall from the headboard slamming over and over. She hovered behind Susie, awkward, picking up a pillow and smoothing it out, not sure if she should gasp or laugh.

“I… wow, Susie. Did you actually injure yourself, or just the furniture?”

“Oh, just my dignity, and maybe my cervix. He’s got a stallion’s energy to go with that horse dick.” Susie snorted, tossing her hair back. “You want details, or are you too scandalized already?”

She didn’t wait for an answer. She let her fingers skim the splintered line in the wood, then whirled around, perching on the mattress like a gossip columnist at her desk. “He’s huge—like, I’m not exaggerating. Think soda can. Thick, long, the whole deal. First time, I seriously doubted it would fit, but I was so fucking wet, babe. He bent me right over, didn’t even wait for me to get my panties off all the way. Had me gasping, clutching at the sheet, and he just kept slamming me. Every time he thrust, it was like a car crash against the headboard. The guy was sweating like a linebacker, crazy ripped, and so rough I came twice before he even finished. And when he did—” She laughed, hoarse and filthy. “Let’s just say your sheets will never be the same.”

Carol flushed, but she couldn’t tear her eyes away. The mess told its own story. There was something hypnotic about the way the stains spread across the sheets, as if the act had soaked into every thread. She grabbed a pillow off the floor and started fluffing it, pretending that was why her hands were shaking.

Susie softened for just a beat, giving Carol a sidelong glance. “Shit, sorry about the headboard. I thought it would hold, but he was a little… enthusiastic.”

Carol snorted, the tension easing. “Trust me, Chuck will never notice. And the headboard’s ugly, anyway. I keep telling myself I’ll reupholster. Maybe I’ll just cover it with something wipeable.” She caught herself, realizing what she’d said, and blushed again. “Not that anyone in this house is going to put it to the test.”

Susie tossed her hair and rolled onto her back, feet in the air. “You’re hilarious. You know, if you ever want a demonstration, just let me know when you’re available.”

Carol stacked the pillows, shaking her head. “If I could channel even a tenth of your energy, my life would be completely different.” She meant it, and she hated how true it sounded.

They made a half-assed attempt at tidying. Susie balled up the sheet and lobbed it into the laundry basket by the bathroom, giggling at how it barely fit. She plucked a bunched-up bra from under the bed and waved it like a flag. “You should charge rent for this place. At least then you could claim the tax deduction.”

“Are you even slightly embarrassed?” Carol asked, voice catching between awe and accusation.

Susie grinned, not an ounce of shame in it. “Fuck no. If anything, I’m proud. Last time I did that, it was at the Four Seasons. They sent up new bedding but didn’t charge us. I figured your house would be more fun. No maids to judge or neighbors to call the front desk.”

Carol rolled her eyes, pulling on a fresh set of sheets. “I don’t even remember the last time anything got broken in this house. Or the last time I needed more than one pillow.”

Susie bent to examine the gash in the wood, pressing the crack with her thumb. “I can glue it, if you want. Or cover it with a scarf, like those artsy decorators do.”

“Trust me, it’s fine,” Carol said. “It actually gives the room character. Maybe it’ll scare off my mother-in-law next time she visits.”

They laughed, the sound full-bodied, reckless. For a second, Carol could almost see herself from above: arms deep in rumpled sheets, giggling over a battle-scarred headboard, with a woman who’d done more living in one morning than she had in a year.

When they’d wrangled the bed into something like order, Susie linked arms with her, steering them back to the kitchen. The air was bright with citrus and gin and now a whiff of clean sweat and sex. Susie announced, “Good enough for the next round.”

Carol lifted an eyebrow, “Next round?”

Susie laughed and said, “I have a different one this afternoon.” When Carol gave her a look, Susie sighed, “Yes, I am a slut. But YOLO!”

“Let’s get some martinis in you,” Susie said. “You look like you could use one.”

Carol grabbed ice from the freezer with stiff fingers, trying not to think about the way her hands shook. She lined up the bottles, measuring with practiced precision, but the clink of glass against glass felt louder than normal. She dumped in the gin, more generous than usual, and sloshed vermouth like it was mouthwash. Susie perched on a barstool, kicking her heels against the base, still radiating the high of her conquest.

While the drinks chilled, Susie leaned back, stretching her arms overhead. “You know, I don’t even like this guy that much. But when someone wants you that badly? When they grab you and just take it? God, it’s addictive.”

Carol tried to focus on the garnish, spearing olives with more force than necessary. Her cheeks burned. She wondered what it would be like to feel that wanted—needed—by someone who didn’t care about routine or politeness, who left bruises and wrecked furniture and made you laugh about it afterward.

They settled onto the couch, sinking into the cushions. Carol handed over a glass, careful not to spill. The first sip hit her tongue like a dare. She steadied her voice and said, “How do you do it? How do you just… let go like that?”

Susie grinned. “Easy. You just stop caring what people think. Including yourself. Trust me, the first time is scary. After that, you wonder why you waited so long.”

Carol stared at her drink, swirling the olive. “I don’t know if I’m built for it. The way you are. Chuck barely notices me. I could walk through this house naked and he’d probably ask if I finished the laundry.”

Susie snorted, almost losing a sip. “That’s why you need this. Because after you get truly fucked—even once—you don’t care if your husband notices or not. You’ve got your own secret. Your own reason to smile.”

Carol’s voice dropped low, almost a whisper. “I want it. All of it. The way you describe it—the mess, the chaos, the way you just let yourself be used. I want to be that woman, at least for a night. But I don’t even know how to start. How do I even cheat? Do I just walk up to a guy and say, ‘Hey, let’s wreck my guest bed’?”

Susie’s eyes glinted, conspiratorial. “Honestly, that would probably work better than you think.” She leaned in, resting her chin in her hand. “But no, babe, you don’t have to be that crass. Half the men out there are dying for someone like you to make the first move.”

Carol pressed on, unable to stop now that she’d started. “I get so angry, Suze. Every time I try to get Chuck’s attention he just… shrugs. I tried last week—new lingerie, perfume, the whole nine yards. He finished in two minutes and rolled over like I was room service he didn’t tip. I wanted to scream. Instead, I got myself off while he slept.”

Susie grinned, full of wicked approval. “Hot. And next time, maybe you get off with a helper.”

“I want what you had in there,” Carol blurted, gesturing vaguely down the hallway toward the guest bedroom. “I want to wake up and see the evidence—bruises, stains, broken furniture. Something to remember. I want to feel it, not just imagine it.”

Susie let the words hang for a beat, the silence pulsing between them. Then she raised her glass again, a toast to shared secrets. “Here’s to you, babe. Finally ready to break some furniture of your own.”

Carol clinked her glass and drank deep, the gin washing away whatever was left of her old, quiet self. The line between envy and desire vanished. She didn’t want to watch anymore. She wanted in.

***

Susie didn’t have to be asked twice. The second Carol cracked—voice trembling, cheeks red, staring into her martini like it held the secrets to the universe—Susie was in her element. She scooched closer, knees bumping, glass sloshing over onto her hand.

“Listen, babe, it’s honestly way easier than you think. For me, I just hit the wall one day—I was so tired of faking it with toys. I fucking craved something real. Something hot. So I decided, fuck it: no more waiting for a miracle. I was just going to get laid, no emotions, no drama. I put on a dress that made me look like a slut—tight, short, cleavage for days. But let me tell you, the attitude matters way more. You walk around knowing you’re ready to fuck? The guys can smell it. They flock.”

Carol blinked, her lips parted just enough to make Susie’s words land harder. The way Susie laid it out—it didn’t sound like a crime. It sounded like a shortcut.

Susie counted on her fingers, nails glittering in the light. “First time, I went to get a coffee at the strip mall—guy in line behind me started up a stupid conversation about Instagram. I gave him a smile, and fifteen minutes later, I was blowing him in the back of his sedan. No effort. Groceries? Same thing—just leaning over the avocados, and bam, a dad from summer camp starts flirting. The gym is my favorite; the trainers are all like twenty-five and bulging everywhere, they do half the work for you. You seriously don’t have to go partying or hang out at bars—Hilltop is crawling with horny men. Just wear something that shows you’re available.”

Carol laughed, awkward, almost giddy. “Like a sign that says, ‘Please sexually harass me, I’m bored and desperate?’”

Susie grinned wickedly. “You joke, but honestly, that would work. Guys these days? They’re just waiting for a woman to make the first move. Especially the younger ones. They don’t care about age, they just want their dick wet and maybe a gym selfie. It’s spectacular.”

Carol twisted her glass between her palms, still skeptical. “But… doesn’t it feel wrong? I mean, you’re married. Doesn’t it eat at you, at least a little?”

Susie rolled her eyes so hard Carol could almost hear it. “Maybe the first two minutes, after the first guy. I lay there, catching my breath, and thought, ‘Oooh, I’m a cheater now.’ But then I realized—I didn’t love him. Didn’t even like him much, honestly. I was just scratching an itch. The world didn’t end. Sam didn’t even notice—the next time we had sex, he lasted a whole five minutes, which was practically a record.” She leaned in, her voice dropping. “Once you get a taste of variety, you never go back. The thrill, the way your body feels when someone actually wants you? God, it’s addictive. You wonder how you spent all those years settling for less.”

Carol’s head swam. She wanted to resist, to debate, to claim some higher moral ground—but the words wouldn’t come. Susie was too convincing. Too alive. She could see it in the way Susie’s whole body vibrated with certainty.

Susie finished her martini, licking a splotch from the rim. “You want to know the best part? The men don’t get needy. Especially the young ones. They fuck you, they go home happy, and you don’t have to listen to their life stories. A few texts, an hour of fun, and done. No strings, no mess.”

“I think Sam’s happier - I’m not bugging him for sex all the time, and I’m ready whenever he wants it. No pressure, for anyone. I get as much dick as I want and Sam can take his time.”

Carol’s cheeks flushed again, but it was a new flush—hot and greedy. The old shock faded. In its place was curiosity, almost hunger.

Susie pointed toward the guest bedroom, laughing. “And every once in a while, you get a guy like that. A complete beast. It’s all worth it just for those days. You spend an hour getting wrecked, you clean up, and nobody’s the wiser.”

Carol fiddled with her empty glass. She tried to imagine herself as that woman: bold, unashamed, making men chase her down the bread aisle or pin her against the lockers at the gym. The picture wasn’t as far-fetched as it used to be.

“I think I want to try,” she murmured. It was almost too quiet, but Susie heard her.

Susie gave a slow smile, victorious. “You’re going to love it, babe. Trust me.”

***

Susie downed the last martini in a single gulp, then snatched her phone off the coffee table and tapped out a text, thumbs flying. She barely bothered to look up when she announced, “I need your house in about an hour, babe. New guy—says he’s gonna make me forget my name.” She winked, as if this was the most natural thing in the world, then started gathering her purse, lipstick, and a battered travel-sized deodorant from where she’d tossed it earlier.

Carol watched, equal parts stunned and envious. Susie’s whole life was movement. Desire, action, payoff. No hesitation.

As Susie touched up her mascara in the reflection of the living room window, she chattered over her shoulder. “Seriously, try fresh places. New gym, yoga, whatever. Or go play pickleball—didn’t they just put in courts down the block? I hear it’s ridiculous over there—packed with bored housewives and the occasional hot instructor. If you get lucky, you don’t even have to bring them home. Sometimes the changing rooms are free if you want a quickie.”

Carol’s wall of resistance was gone, replaced by something raw and buzzing, and it wasn’t just the gin. Why not her? Why not now?

She watched Susie breeze down the hall, slamming the bathroom door behind her with zero apology. In the sudden silence, Carol stared into space. Then, with a jolt, she opened her laptop. She found the Hilltop Acres pickleball schedule in two clicks—Monday, Wednesday, Friday mornings, weekend drop-in doubles. Polite, perky headshots of volunteers and schedulers. Nothing about sex, but she caught herself sizing up potential, instead of court times. The idea that one of these men could be the next morning’s chaos made her pulse spike.

She sat there, drumming her nails on the veneer, unsure what to do next. Waiting didn’t feel good. She liked Susie’s version of bold: act, then deal with the fallout. On impulse, she shoved the laptop closed and strode towards the front door. She had to vacate the house for a while anyway, so might as well go now.

At the hallway mirror, she stopped. Her hair was limp, so she shook it out, fluffing the ponytail until it actually had volume. She pinched her cheeks—hard—trying to fake the flush that Susie always seemed to have. She added a smear of lip gloss, then started over, this time grabbing the bold pink instead of the beige. One last look: she looked brighter. Not new, exactly, but not invisible, either.

At the last second, she paused and looked back down the hallway—to the master bedroom, with its king-sized bed and lifeless white sheets. The room where nothing bad or good ever seemed to happen, where she’d tried for so long and always came up empty.

The old guilt pricked at her, just for a second. But it was drowned out by something fiercer, something that belonged to her and not to Chuck or to anyone else. Maybe she’d feel bad later. Right now, she felt awake for the first time in months.

She locked the door behind her, keys jangling in her hand. The late afternoon sun caught the glitter on her nails. She stepped outside, adrenaline rushing. She didn’t know exactly where she was headed or what would happen, but for once, that felt more exciting than terrifying.

Chapter 3

Carol didn’t let herself hesitate—not on the sidewalk, not in the parking lot that smelled like cut grass and melting pavement. She marched up to the pickleball courts in her dark jeans and low-slung sneakers, daring anyone to look at her and say she didn’t belong. The problem was, she already knew she didn’t. The air was charged with the slap of balls and the squeak of rubber soles. All around the chain-link fence, women in candy-colored skirts jostled and gossiped, legs bare and glossy in the late sun. Even the men—retired, soft-palmed, mostly here for the scenery—looked the part in synthetic shorts and cooling T-shirts.

Carol hovered by the gate, pulse thudding in her ears. She could smell sunscreen, sweat, and plastics from the equipment. Her own outfit felt heavy—too civilian, not a hint of spandex or flirtation. She tugged at her ponytail, rolling her shoulders back. If she was here for a show, she wasn’t going to hang out by the bleachers and pretend otherwise.

She found Kellen instantly. He was the only reason half the women bothered to play at all. He towered over the crowd—tall, black, built like a sprinter, every muscle mapped by the sun and the games. His arms flexed as he demonstrated a serve, sweat beading at his temples and running in slow, confident lines down the nape of his neck. He spun the paddle in his hand, easy, and the women circled closer, eyes locked on the promise of every movement.

Kellen wore a neon sleeveless shirt that clung to his chest, faintly damp, and shorts so tight and breathable they left nothing to the imagination. Carol’s stare caught on the deep cut of his deltoids, the way his back narrowed to a sharp V at his hips. His calves—cords of muscle, coiled and ready—pushed out against his socks whenever he crouched to demonstrate footwork. The package in his pants bounced and flexed as if alive - it was obscene but no one seemed to mind. There was nothing gentle or routine about how he moved. Even when he smiled—a flash of perfect teeth, wicked and sure—it made your stomach go hollow.

Carol leaned against the fence, pretending to study the game, but really she was memorizing him. The way he barked encouragement—“Come on, power through it!”—or winked at the worst players, making them laugh even when they whiffed. There was a charisma about him, the kind that made you want to please him even if you didn’t know why.

For a split second she let the fantasy play in her head. She saw herself, bent over the side of the court, skirt hiked up, the slick heat of Kellen’s hands gripping her bare hips. In the vision, his cock was everything Susie had joked about—thick, almost daunting, stretching her so wide she felt it deep in her stomach, filling spaces her husband never touched. The image was so vivid, her thighs pressed together before she caught herself. She felt the weight of her own hunger, sharp and not at all embarrassed.

She forced her eyes away, staring instead at the tangled bulletin board plastered with pastel flyers. Pickleball League: Beginners Welcome! Drop-in Doubles this Saturday! But the one that mattered was front and center, tacked up lopsided but impossible to miss: Kellen Jefferson, Certified Pickleball Instruction—All Levels, All Ages, Satisfaction Guaranteed. Next to his name was a cell number and a photo that didn’t do him justice—just a polite smile, not that wolfish flash he gave the ladies on court.

She was so intent on the flyer she almost missed the shadow at her back. Suddenly, his voice was at her shoulder.

“I still have slots,” he said. “If you want to learn.”

Carol turned, not even bothering to look surprised. Kellen was close—close enough that she could smell the clean sweat and the faint chemical tang of whatever body spray young men used now. His eyes were darker in person, quick and roving. They flicked over her face, then—almost reflexively—to the stretch of her chest where her t-shirt clung, the outline of her bra clear as day beneath the thin fabric. He didn’t mask it well. She watched his pupils dilate. Lower, there was already a twitch in his shorts, the kind even black spandex couldn’t hide.

She let the silence hang, just long enough to make him wonder if he’d been caught. Then she smiled, slow and wicked, like Susie would have.

“I’m interested,” she said. “But I’ve never played before. Is that a problem?”

He grinned, but there was tension along his jaw. “That’s okay. Virgins are fine. They’re easier to teach.”

She snorted, shaking her head. Old Carol slunk to hide while she channeled Susie, strangling her inhibitions. “It’s been a long time since I was a virgin, handsome.” The word hung between them, and she watched it land—he shifted, suddenly not so smooth. The line scored a direct hit; his cheeks darkened, and his eyes bounced back to her mouth.

He cleared his throat and took a half-step back, falling into coach mode. “You’ll want to wear something comfortable. Those jeans aren’t going to cut it.”

Carol kept him off balance. “What do you suggest?”

He gave her a look—really looked—taking his time, and she liked the flicker of appreciation that crossed his face, particularly how he brightened when he saw her hips and ass. “I’m partial to the skirts,” he said. “That’s what all the pros wear. Gives you the most freedom.”

She pursed her lips, teasing. “The shorter the better?”

Kellen laughed, but it was nervous, pitched a little too high. “Yeah. Uh, honestly, that’s how you see it here.” He shifted his weight from foot to foot, one hand smoothing his shorts as if to control what was happening underneath.

Carol let her eyes drop, just for a second, to the unmistakable bulge riding his thigh. She lingered, then raised her eyebrows when she met his gaze. “Noted. I’ll make sure to dress accordingly.”

“You, uh, want to sign up?” His confidence was shot, but he covered it with a professional smile, tapping the flyer.

Carol tore off the bottom tab, tucking it into her back pocket. “I’ll text you to set it up,” she said. “I learn fast.”

She left him standing there, still watching her ass as she walked away. She didn’t bother hurrying. The jeans felt tight, the day suddenly warmer. She could still feel Kellen’s eyes on her, burning through the denim and straight to her skin.

As she turned the corner, she honestly couldn’t remember the last time a man had looked at her like that—like he was already undressing her in his mind, calculating how he’d get her alone. The thought should have made her nervous, maybe even guilty. Instead, she felt tall and electric, her whole body buzzing with possibility - she was still channeling Susie the slut.

Carol took a seat on a bench, phone number crumpled in her fist, and a simple plan mapped out in her head. Next time, she’d make damn sure Kellen couldn’t look away. She let herself think through all the ways she wanted Kellen to use her, while she waited for Susie to finish getting railed at her house. She assumed Susie might be awhile, whereas if it were Chuck he’d be finished in 5 minutes. Carol hoped Kellen would be her first cheat, and that he’d take hours using her, just like in the videos. Susie was right - dress the part and commit to getting laid, and the dicks would appear.

***

Shopping for pickleball clothes felt nothing like shopping for groceries, or even shoes at the fancy mall. This was hunting—every choice was about the reaction it might cause, the way fabric might slide or cling, how much skin to show before crossing the line. Carol refused to take Susie along for the trip. She wanted this experience for herself, private, almost sacred. She found herself two towns over, wandering aisles that reeked of chemical-sweet yoga mats and static from plastic hangers.

She started with the basics—racket, ball, sweatbands—but her real focus was on the racks along the wall: endless bright skirts, cut shorter than anything she’d worn in decades. She picked a black one with neon stripes and held it up, disbelieving—it barely covered her palm. There were others: softer gray, electric blue, all of them cut to showcase hips and ass, not hide them. For tops, she found a white tank with a V so deep she blushed just touching it, and a ridiculous stretch camisole in apple green. The sports bras underneath promised “support,” but the way they molded her chest was pure sex.

She carried armfuls into the fitting room, locking the flimsy door behind her. For a second, she faced the stall mirror, outlined by stark fluorescent glare, and almost didn’t recognize herself. Her arms were stronger than she’d thought. Her waist, while not slim, curved into hips that looked full and inviting in the shrunken skirt. She stripped down to her bra and thong, shimmied into the black micro-miniskirt, and turned—her backside formed an unmistakable shelf. When she bent forward, even a little, the hem rode so high that the pink of her underwear winked out in the mirror.

She tried the V-neck cami, smoothing it over her ribcage. Her breasts pressed up, prominent, almost spilling over. She wondered how it would look after a few test rallies, sweat beading at the hollow of her throat. Not demure—not even close. But it was impossible to miss her. That was the point.

She did a slow pirouette, watching her body from every angle. Once, she would have judged herself—too much, too obvious. Now, the sight made her shiver. It was a dare, an invitation to sin, and she felt reckless enough to pull it off.

She bought everything, including the wildest sneakers she could find—hot pink, low-cut, with laces that promised blistering speed. At checkout, she even splurged on a new bottle of body spray from the end cap—some celebrity fragrance that claimed to be irresistible to men. She knew she was falling for nonsense, but she wanted to feel that way.

At home, she prepped like she was getting ready for prom. She stood under the shower until her skin was pink, and washed her hair three times, working the good shampoo deep into her scalp. She shaved—everything—then slathered on lotion, letting it sink in until her body gleamed under her bedroom lights. She sprayed perfume along her neck, at her wrists, even behind her knees, just in case. For underwear, she picked the lacy black thong—the one that always made her walk a little taller.

She styled her hair in a saddle ponytail, high and bouncy, letting a few strands fall strategically along her cheeks. Makeup was simple, but she layered mascara until her lashes looked dramatic, and glossed her lips a dangerous shade of red. When she finally slipped on the white, low-cut tank and the black skirt, she felt a flush rise in her cheeks. The skirt was criminally short, barely covering the curve of her ass. The top clung to every contour; the neckline guaranteeing that the second she bent forward, everything would spill into view.

She checked herself in the full-length mirror by the front hall. She looked nothing like a suburban wife—maybe more like someone you’d see on a tennis billboard, the kind Susie would call a “paid professional.” But that was the goal.

The walk to the courts was pure adrenaline. She didn’t even bother coming up with excuses or rationalizations. She wanted this. The risk, the chase, the way her body hummed inside the fabric.

At the courts, there was hardly anyone around—just a pair of women stretching on the far end and Kellen alone, practicing serves. He saw her as soon as she came through the gate, and his jaw actually dropped. He didn’t even try to hide the way he stared: her bare legs, the bare sweep of her chest, even her nails, painted to match the shoes.

Carol put a sway in her walk, just for him. The skirt swung wild, showing plenty of thigh. When she got close, she let him look as long as he wanted.

“Is this better?” she asked, voice pure innocence.

Kellen blinked, eyes tracing every inch of skin. He swallowed audibly, barely managing, “Yeah. Yes. Much better.”

She smiled, lips curling sly. “Good. I wanted to make a strong impression for my first time.”

He stammered, then fumbled his paddle, actually dropping it to the ground. His hands were big—she imagined how they’d feel wrapped around her waist, holding her steady while he…

She snapped herself out of the fantasy as he stooped to pick up the paddle, his arms flexing under the thin shirt. There was a wet patch at his collarbone. And in the shorts…well, there was no polite way to ignore what was happening there.

He composed himself, motioning her onto the court. “OK, we’ll start with the basics. Just—uh, hold the paddle like this. No, here.”

He moved behind her, guiding her wrist. His palm was warm and confident but trembling a little, like he wasn’t sure if he should be this close. She let him correct her grip, even leaning into the pressure. The musky scent of him—soap, sweat, something male—made her head swim. She wondered if he realized how obvious it was.

She feigned confusion, bending forward more than strictly necessary to see how his hands worked. The V of her shirt gaped, and she caught the way his eyes dropped, hungry. She could feel his breath at her neck, barely controlled.

They volleyed back and forth, balls cracking sharply off the paddles. Every few minutes, she stretched, arms overhead, arching her back just a little extra. When she bent down for a ball, the skirt rode up, flashing the black lace to anyone with eyes. Kellen kept losing his train of thought, stopping mid-instruction to collect himself.

“You’re a natural,” he said, voice rough. “Just…watch your stance.” His eyes never left her body.

At one point, Carol sat right on the court to retie her sneakers, spreading her knees so the skirt hiked up to her waist, showing off her thong and what it didn’t hide - it was basically a strip of material slipped between her labia. She looked up and caught him staring, transfixed. The bulge in his shorts had grown, pressing hard against the fabric, and his tongue darted out to wet his lips.

She smirked, drawing the laces out as long as she could, then slowly, deliberately stood up, making sure he got a perfect view down her shirt. She dusted off her skirt, pretending not to notice the effect she’d had.

By the end of the lesson, Kellen was sweating more than when she’d arrived. He barely met her eyes, nervous and wired all at once.

“So, uh, next time, same outfit?” he asked, his voice cracking.

Carol grinned, letting her gaze dip to his arousal. “If you’re lucky.”

She strutted off the court, hips loose and light. She’d never felt so in control—or so wanted. She looked back and caught him staring at her ass.

At home, Susie was in the kitchen already, ice clattering in the martini shaker. She greeted Carol with a wolfish smile, gesturing at the glasses.

“Spill,” Susie commanded, sliding the gin across. “Did you wreck him?”

Carol laughed, pouring herself a drink, and told the entire story—how Kellen had fumbled the second she showed up in the skirt, how he couldn’t stop staring, how obvious the erection was by the end. She left out none of it, enjoying the way Susie’s jaw kept dropping.

“God,” Susie breathed, “I told you! These young ones—they can’t help themselves. You should totally go for it. You deserve to experience a black dick at least once in your life. Those guys? Built different. You’ll never go back.”

Carol blushed, but the heat was more excitement than shame. She drained her glass, trying to imagine what it would really feel like—his thickness, his length, the way he’d probably take her like she’d never been taken before.

“It’s not just the body,” Susie pressed, eyes shining. “It’s the attitude. They want to own you. You’ll never feel invisible again, I promise. Just let it happen. You’ve got the bait, just set the hook.”

Carol nodded, dizzy with possibility. The skirt, the game, the way he’d practically been drooling—she could see the whole thing already playing out.

She caught herself smiling, thinking of the next lesson, of what she might dare to wear. Already, the plan unfurled in her head: get him so riled up he couldn’t hold back. Make him want her more than anything else on the court. Let the rumors start, let the neighbors whisper—this was what she’d needed all along.

She poured another round. This time, she tasted every sip, savoring the anticipation and imagining how it would happen.

***

Chapter 4

Carol left nothing to chance. She’d spent the morning prepping like she was headed to her own wedding—shaving, lotion, a fresh blowout on her hair. The skirt was new, black with a frill of pale pink lace at the hem, barely flirting with decency. Underneath, the panties were—well, if Victoria’s Secret made something labeled “home-wrecker,” these were it: lacy, white, all frills and nothing else. The matching bra gave her cleavage she hadn’t seen since college, and the tank top, tight enough to show her nipples in the morning chill, left zero to the imagination. Even her sneakers were ridiculous, neon-laced and bright enough to land planes by.

She layered on perfume—enough that even the air would know she meant business—and glossed her lips in a color called “Bad Behavior.” For a second, she checked herself in the hall mirror. The woman looking back at her wasn’t a wife or a mom or anything safe. She was a walking, talking invitation to sex, and the smirk curling her mouth said she knew it.

The walk to the pickleball court felt like a runway strut. Carol let her hips swing, bare legs shining, skirt swishing with every step. Two women leaving the court eyed her up and down, one whispering something under her breath—Carol just smiled, letting them look. It was a rush, knowing she was dressed for one reason only.

Kellen was there early, running drills solo, slicing sharp serves across the empty court. The second he noticed her coming through the gate, he stopped cold—paddle in one hand, sunglasses slipping down his nose. He didn’t even try to hide the way he looked her up and down, starting at her thighs and working his way up, lingering on the dangerous plunge of the tank’s neckline. For a beat, he seemed to forget how to move, stuck in place while she stalked over.

“Morning,” she said, letting her voice purr. She leaned against the chain link, arching her back just enough to make the skirt ride up, the frill from her panties peeking out at the prey..

Kellen floundered for words, the confidence from last lesson nowhere to be seen. “Uh—hey. You—that’s a new outfit.” He actually swallowed, throat flexing, like he needed a minute to process.

“It is.” She grinned, shameless. “Do you like it?”

He gawked, eyes glued to her chest. “Yeah. Yeah, it’s great. You look—" He fumbled, searching for a safe word. There wasn't one.

Carol let him stew. She adjusted the waistband, tugging it a little lower, then bent to grab a spare ball, making sure he couldn’t miss the flash of white lace barely covering her ass.

They started the lesson, but it was doomed from the get-go. Every time Carol moved, the skirt fluttered scandalously high, and when she jogged for a deep shot, the panties put on a show—barely there fabric swallowed by the curve of her backside. Kellen tried to play it cool, but the way his head snapped every time she bent over made it obvious. His voice was different, too—huskier, almost cracked. He kept losing track of what he was supposed to be teaching.

She put him out of his misery. At the far end of the court, she made a show of kneeling to re-tie her shoes. But instead of facing away, she spun, so she was right in front of him, legs wide, skirt bunched at her hips. The panties lived up to their promise: a strip of ruffled white floss, nearly transparent, splitting the pink of her pussy and leaving nothing else covered. Sweat glistened on her thighs, and for a moment, she thought Kellen was going to faint.

He stopped dead, paddle dangling useless from his hand, eyes locked between her legs. For five seconds—maybe longer—he just stared, not even blinking.

Carol caught him. She met his gaze, slow, deliberate, and gave him a smile so dirty it would have made Susie proud. Then she winked—an exaggerated, theatrical wink—and spread her knees another inch for good measure.

Kellen flinched, busted, and jerked his eyes up. His cheeks were stained red, but the damage was done. When she straightened up, her skirt rucked at the back, she caught a perfect view of his shorts. The bulge there was obscene—long, thick, fighting the spandex for room. The outline of his cock was unmistakable, the head pushing out, straining for daylight. He tried to pull his shirt down, but it was pointless.

Carol laughed—a real, throaty laugh—and jerked her chin toward his lap. “Should we give you a minute?” she teased, hands on her hips. The power was intoxicating.

Kellen mumbled something—maybe “Sorry,” maybe “It’s fine”—but he didn’t move. His hands covered his crotch, but not fast enough. He was rigid and visibly flustered, breath coming short.

“You’re cute when you’re shy,” she said, letting him off the hook just a little. “Don’t worry, I take it as a compliment.”

They volleyed a little more, but he was hopeless. Every time she bent or stretched, he lost focus. She lobbed balls past him, making him chase, and every time he lunged there was a fresh tent in his shorts. The lesson was a train wreck, start to finish.

Then the weather changed. Out of nowhere, fat drops began to splatter the painted court. At first it was just a sprinkle, but then a chilly breeze washed over, and the drizzle turned into a steady rain. The court emptied fast—the two women from earlier scurried for their SUVs, laughing as they passed.

Kellen frowned up at the clouds, licking rain off his upper lip.

Carol pounced on the chance. She jogged to the net, skirt flicking behind her, and beckoned him with a curl of her finger. “There’s no sense waiting it out here,” she said. “My place is just up the block. Unless you want to get soaked?”

He looked uncertain, glancing at his car parked blocks away.

She closed the gap, so close she could smell the sweat and new-shower scent clinging to his skin. “Come on, it’s two minutes. You can towel off, maybe dry out your… gear.”

That got him. He laughed, awkward, then nodded. “Alright, but just until it lets up. I’m not really dressed for a downpour.”

They made a break for it, dashing along the sidewalk, rain darkening the fabric of her tank and turning the skirt translucent. By the time they reached her porch, she was dripping; the top plastered to her skin, nipples diamond-hard, skirt clinging to the round of her ass. The thin bra still held her breasts up, but provided no coverage - her areolas stared out proud and dark. Kellen was no better—his shorts now sheer, and the bulge front and center, so blatant it was almost pornographic.

Carol fumbled the key, giggling, then let them inside. Water puddled at their feet in the foyer. Behind them, the storm ramped up, hammering the roof.

She looked at him, enjoying the awkwardness. He stood there, breathing heavy, rain matting his curls and sweat gleaming along his jaw.

“Go ahead and kick off your shoes,” she said. “I’ll grab us a towel.”

She could feel his eyes, still glued to her body, as she ducked into the laundry room. She took her time, swaying her hips, making sure the skirt gave a last flash of white lace before she turned the corner.

When she came back, she tossed him a towel. He caught it, his knuckles white.

“Make yourself comfortable,” she said, voice low. “It’s not every day I get a private lesson at home.”

He mumbled thanks, dabbing at his face, but his gaze was glued to her chest. The tank top, rain-soaked, was practically see-through. She wrung the hem, letting water drip onto the mat, and watched his blush climb.

She flashed him another wicked smile. “Want anything to drink?” she offered.

He hesitated, then nodded. “Water’s good.”

Carol poured two glasses, sauntering back to where he waited in the living room. The house was quiet, except for the hush of rain and the electric buzz between their bodies.

She handed him the glass. “You look a little rattled,” she said, savoring the double meaning.

Kellen tried to recover, but his hands betrayed him, trembling as he took a sip. The silence stretched. Carol let it—she liked the tension, the way he kept stealing glances when he thought she wasn’t watching.

She perched on the arm of the couch, close but not touching. She let her legs spread; the skirt riding high, exposing her sex as the panties were buried between her lips. He sat across from her, eyes darting between the glass and her bare thighs.

“So,” she purred, “tell me. Are all your clients this… enthusiastic?”

He grinned, loosening up. “Not usually. Most of them are grandmas, or they show up in yoga pants and big t-shirts.”

Carol laughed. “Maybe you should put a dress code on your flyers.”

He looked her up and down again, lingering, then shook his head. “No complaints about yours.”

She sipped her water, deliberately licking a bead from her upper lip. His eyes tracked the motion, pupils gone wide.

The storm kept up, rain sliding down the window in streaks. Carol watched the gray outside, feeling the warmth bloom inside her with every stolen look. She shifted on the cushion, making sure he got a fresh glimpse of her panties.

Kellen noticed. He swallowed, chest rising and falling. His shorts were still very much at attention.

She let the silence linger, savoring the awkwardness.

“You know,” she finally said, “I think you deserve a medal for keeping your eyes on the ball out there.”

He managed a laugh, though it came out nervous. “You’re making it hard.”

“I can see,” Carol said, dropping the pretense. She leaned forward, cleavage spilling, and held his gaze. “That’s the whole point.”

He blinked, as if unsure what came next.

“Why don’t you relax?” she said, gesturing to the couch. “You look tense.”

Kellen sat, ramrod stiff, towel balled in his lap. The outline beneath it was obvious—long and thick, stretching toward his hip.

Carol liked the way he fidgeted, caught between politeness and raw need. She circled the coffee table, letting her hand trail along the back of the couch until she stood behind him. Then she draped her arms over his shoulders, soft as a whisper.

He went stock-still.

“Just breathe,” she murmured in his ear, letting her breath tickle the sensitive skin. “I don’t bite. Unless you ask nicely.”

She watched the shiver run through him, all the way from his neck to his thighs.

She slid her hands down, slow and sure, massaging his shoulders. The muscle there was tense, coiled with energy. Kellen let out a shaky exhale, finally relaxing.

Carol decided to press her luck.

She skimmed her fingers lower, along the ridge of his collarbone, tracing the line between his neck and t-shirt. She leaned in, lips almost grazing his ear.

“I’m glad you came over,” she whispered, the words loaded.

Kellen turned, meeting her gaze—unsure, but so hungry she could feel it.

“I, uh. Yeah. Me too,” he said. “Is it okay? I mean—I don’t want to get you in trouble.”

Carol almost laughed. She ran a pink-tipped nail down his shoulder. “Trust me, you’re the safest guy who’s ever stood in this living room.”

She wanted him to make the next move. Or maybe she just wanted to savor how much he wanted her.

When she finally stepped back, giving them both a little room, she smiled—slow, satisfied, like she’d already won.

Carol sat back, letting her legs fall apart, showing off her pussy with the thong buried down her lips.. “You know,” she said, voice low and dangerous, “I’m pretty wet.”

For a second, Kellen just stared. Then, color rising to his cheeks, he stammered, “Do you want to change? You, uh, don’t have to stay in the wet stuff for me.”

Carol laughed—sharp, clean, delighted. She made no move to cover herself. Instead, she leaned in close, the scent of her perfume mixing with the ozone of rain outside. “Not that kind of wet,” she said, letting every syllable ring.

The look on his face was perfect. He wanted to respond, but he didn’t know how; his mouth worked, but nothing came out. His eyes zeroed in on the deep V between her breasts, caught in the shadow and shimmer. Under the wet top, her nipples were hard, pressing straight through the material. His eyes trailed down to look at her exposed sex, where they remained glued unapologetically.

Carol liked the dead silence. She liked the way his cock jumped under the towel, the way he couldn’t stop staring. She leaned forward, placing her palm against his chest, feeling the rapid thrum of his pulse under her hand.

“So, you’ve seen mine.” Her smile was pure mischief. “Now I want to see yours.”

She let her hand drift down, slow—over the hard line of his abs, past the ridge of his towel. His shorts were soaked, almost see-through in the light. She cupped him right through the fabric, not gentle, fingers spread to map the shape.

He was enormous. Even knowing what to expect, the size of his cock against her palm made her heart stutter. Long, thick—her fingers barely circled half the shaft. She squeezed, then traced the length, feeling the heat and the way it pulsed under her touch.

Kellen gasped, hips bucking up. He was helpless.

Carol didn’t rush. She peeled the towel away, hands greedy. Then she hooked her thumbs into the waistband—he flinched, but didn’t stop her—and in a single motion, she tugged the shorts down to his knees.

His cock bobbed free, heavy and dark, blunt at the tip and wide enough to challenge belief. Veins ran like rope along the sides, the crown glossy and leaking clear fluid already. It curved up over his thigh, at least nine inches, maybe more. She wrapped her hand around it, white on brown, the visual so stark it sent a shiver down her spine.

She moaned—couldn’t stop herself—and stroked, thumb circling under the sensitive crown. The contrast was impossible to miss: her slim, manicured fingers working over a shaft almost too big for her grip.

“God, Kellen,” she breathed, meaning every word. “Look at this. Have you always been this big?”

He shook his head, as if stunned by what was happening.

Carol feasted her eyes. She studied the shape, the ridge of the head, the way the veins swelled as she squeezed it. She slid her hand up and down, slowly, watching the foreskin glide over the thick shaft.

There was a primal satisfaction in the way she could control him—reduce this confident athlete to a trembling, speechless mess. The more she stroked, the harder he got, cock flexing in her hand, heavy and hot.

She knelt in front of him, settling onto the carpet between his knees.

Kellen watched, dazed, as she leaned in, eyes wide and reverent.

Her face was right in front of his monster as she inspected him and ran her hands gently up and down his shaft, feeling the warmth, the hardness, marveling at the difference in color. She felt her pussy leaking as she realized she was with her first black man, feeling his cock.

“Oh,” he managed, voice gone ragged.

Carol looked up at his face, tortured and hungry and eager all at once. She wondered what it would look like when he came for her. She wondered if he would make the next move, or if she should take him into her mouth.

She didn’t have time to decide.

Kellen bucked, hips driving forward, and the first spurt shot straight onto her cheek—hot, thick, wild. Carol’s head jerked back a couple of inches in surprise, and he continued to spurt, ropes of cum splattering her jaw, her chest, and across the top of her breasts. The force shocked even her—she gasped as another volley hit her chin, dripping down the skin and splashing on her top.

He groaned, shaking, and then it was over. He slumped back, panting, staring in shocked horror at the mess he’d made.

“Oh my god,” he muttered, voice barely there.

Carol licked her lips, tasting his cum as it ran down her face. She looked up, sticky, surprised, and beamed.

Kellen scrambled, clumsy, to cover himself. “I’m so sorry—fuck, I didn’t mean—I just…”

He lurched to his feet, shorts still tangled at his knees, grabbing for the towel. In a rush, he wiped her face, but the gesture only smeared the cum further down her throat and collarbone.

She laughed—a low, filthy sound—and caught his wrist. “Relax, handsome. You think I didn’t know what I was doing?”

He stared, deer-in-headlights, then shook his head, mortified.

“I should go,” he said, voice small. “Oh, man, I’m—I’ll text you, okay?”

And then he ran—literally ran—for the door, towel clutched to his groin, feet slapping on the tile. She was surprised that he remembered to grab his sneakers as he dashed out into the storm.

The silence that followed was delicious.

Carol sat back on her heels, tracing a finger through the cum painting her breast. She felt wild, alive, completely herself.

She loved the look on his face—the awe, the surrender, the disbelief. She loved how easy it was to break him, to make a man like that lose every bit of his composure.

She’d been called a good girl, a responsible wife, a perfect hostess. They could add “man-eater” to the list now. She laughed softly, collecting herself, letting the last tremors of excitement run through her.

Upstairs, she peeled off the soiled bra and panties, letting them fall to the floor. A hot shower waited, but she lingered, savoring the afterglow. Kellen would remember this—would replay it in his head a thousand times before they met again.

She picked up her phone and texted Susie, “Just got a facial.”

The message bubbles pulsed, then Susie responded, “Nice. Maria’s?”

“Kellen.”

Her stomach roiled in anticipation. She always wanted to shock Susie, but never could.

The bubbles pulsed again, then “FUUUUUCK! Go, girl! I’m coming over.”

“Tomorrow. Gotta clean up, I'm a mess!” then a water splash emoji. She loved this.

Susie replied, “YES! LOVE YOU SLUT.”

She slipped into the shower and took her time. She petted her pussy and said, “You turn next, baby.”

Chapter 5

She watched the digital clock cycle from 12:47 to 12:48, its sickly red numbers sharp against the black. The room was thick with the weight of her husband’s sleep—every snort, every spasm of his foot under the covers, the tangled arm flopped over the edge like a dead fish. For a while she just lay there, staring at the cracks in the ceiling and letting the memory spool out, frame by filthy frame.

It was impossible not to replay it. Kellen’s cock in her hand—heavy, perfect, so thick her fingers couldn’t meet around it. The way he’d looked at her: stunned, worshipful, lost to whatever spell she was casting. She could still see the way his cum had painted her face, the heat and heft of it dripping down her breast. She’d licked her lips, right there in front of him, and tasted a wildness she’d never known before.

And he’d run. Literally crashed through her front door, shorts still tangled around his knees, stammering apologies like a boy caught stealing from the liquor cabinet. She smiled in the dark, rolling onto her back, letting the sheet slip down enough to bare her nipples to the fan-cooled air.

She knew she should sleep, but her mind kept buzzing. The raw shock on Kellen’s face, the animal jump of his cock in her fist, the obscene pressure of his length as she squeezed him. She wondered what it would feel like—really feel like—to have all of that inside her. Not just teased or threatened, but buried, splitting her open while he gripped her hips and fucked her like he meant to break her. She imagined herself one of the wives on the porn videos, screaming and gripping her black lover - wedding ring a glistening voyeur to her infidelity.

The ache between her legs was sharp now, insistent. She let her hand creep under her nightshirt, palm warm against her belly. Chuck didn’t stir—he never did. She could have brought Kellen right into bed and her husband would have just rolled over.

She circled her clit slowly, almost lazy, savoring the friction. It was nothing like Kellen’s grip, nothing close. She pinched, rolled it between two fingers, and imagined Kellen’s hands—huge, rough, holding her down while he worked her over. Her other hand drifted lower, fingers slipping between slick folds, hunting for the spark that would light her up. She closed her eyes, picturing herself on her knees again, Kellen’s cock at her cheek, his voice hoarse with disbelief. She wanted him to—wanted him to spurt all over her, to drench her tits and chin.

Carol pressed harder, rocking her hips against the mattress. The tension spiked—hot, electric, a line pulled tighter with every second. Her legs shook as the first orgasm swept over her. She bit her lip, stifling a moan, and rode out the tremor until her toes curled and her hand ached.

It wasn’t enough. It never was, not anymore.

She peeked at Chuck—still a statue in his sleep, mouth open, a dark patch staining the pillowcase. No threat there. She let herself breathe for a minute, counting the pulse in her throat, then slid quietly out of bed. The carpet was cold under her toes. She left the door cracked just enough to hear if he startled awake, then padded across the hall to the guest bathroom.

She knew exactly where she kept the toy—back of the vanity, stashed in a faded cloth bag that once held travel shampoo. She fished it out, wiped it clean under the tap, and let herself look at it for a second in the mirror. It was smooth, thick, glossy black—nearly as big as Kellen’s, or at least what her memory wanted to believe. She ran her thumb along the shaft, shivering at how blunt and wide it was at the tip.

Back in the bedroom, she climbed in beside Chuck, careful not to wake him. The hum of the ceiling fan covered the soft whir as she clicked it on. She slid her nightshirt up to her waist, found her clit with her left hand, and eased the toy into herself with her right.

The stretch made her gasp, muscles fluttering as the silicone head pressed deeper. She worked it slow, relishing the way her body clenched around it—the fantasy that it was Kellen, all that heat and size forcing her open, making her whimper into the pillow. She could almost feel him behind her, hear the rough edge of his voice as he told her how tight she was, how good it felt to fuck her while her husband snored inches away.

The toy was relentless, and so was she—slamming it in, harder and faster, squeezing her thighs together so the pressure got impossibly sharp. She imagined Kellen’s hands gripping her ass, spreading her so wide the skirt bunched at her waist, every thrust driving her further up the mattress. She pictured the look on his face—hungry, dominant, like he’d never seen anything so filthy.

She came fast, wet and violent, stars bursting in her skull as she jerked against the bed. She didn’t bother holding back the moan this time—Chuck didn’t budge. She fisted the sheets, sobbing out his name in the dark, even as she stuffed the toy deeper, wringing herself dry.

She tried to catch her breath. The clock said 1:19. She had their next lesson scheduled for 10:30, which meant barely nine hours to wait. It felt like a punishment—hours stretching out as slow as cold honey. She wondered if Kellen was awake, too, maybe stroking himself at the thought of her. Maybe he was replaying it, the moment he unloaded all over her face, the mess and the shock. Would he tell anyone? Would he ever come back?

Of course he would. She’d seen the look in his eyes. He would show, and he would want more.

She rolled away from Chuck, cradling the toy in her palm, letting her mind drift. This time she pictured him bending her over the kitchen counter, one hand pulling her hair, the other pinning her wrist while he rammed himself inside—no warning, no mercy. The skirt flipped up, panties around her knees, her face pressed to the granite while he fucked her so hard the cabinets shook.

She touched herself again, gentler this time, just dragging her fingers over the slickness left behind. She traced lazy circles, rubbing the toy up and down her slit before slipping it back in. It wasn’t as thick as Kellen’s—nothing was—but the memory was enough to get her twitching.

She kept pacing herself, edging along the border of pleasure, refusing to let the orgasm take her too soon. She wanted to savor it, to draw out the fantasy until she believed it was real.

She came again, softer, but it wracked her all the same. Her thighs trembled, her pussy spasmed around the toy, and she bit the pillow to keep from screaming.

The clock said 1:47.

She drifted, in and out, sometimes dozing, mostly daydreaming. At 3:04, she woke up with a start, soaking with sweat and juice and fresh needs. She climbed out of bed, barely able to stand, and shuffled to the mirror.

She stared at herself, cheeks flushed, hair tangled, a faint sheen of arousal painting her upper thighs. She looked like she’d already run a marathon, and the day hadn’t even started. The sheets were damp with sweat, and smelled faintly of sex. She realized she had slept with the big black toy clutched to her face, and imagined waking up to Kellen's member stiff against her.

Tomorrow’s lesson. She needed to look the part.

She started in her closet, yanking out every skirt that might pass for athletic. Most were wrong—too long, too matronly, not enough bite. Then she found it: the micro tennis skirt she’d bought on a dare, black with neon orange piping along the hem, scandalously short. She held it up, heart racing, then stripped down and wriggled it over her hips.

It barely hid her ass—one step, and it rode up, the bottom curve of her cheeks peeking out. She twisted in the mirror, checking from every angle, and grinned. This would do. She laughed she went shopping for new skirts when this was in the closet. Carol knew she had mentally ignored it because it screamed “fuck me.” Now she wanted that.

For the top, she tried a dozen things—tight tanks, cropped tees, a neon sports bra that left nothing to the imagination. None of them felt quite right. She finally settled on a white mesh cami, so thin she could see the shape of her nipples even in the dark.

No bra. No need. She rolled her shoulders, letting the fabric catch on her skin. Even the outline of her areolas showed through when she moved. It was perfect.

She practiced bending over, reaching for an imaginary pickleball. The skirt flipped up instantly, flashing her ass and more. She wiggled her hips, slow and deliberate, letting the reflection burn into her memory.

She tried again, this time bracing her palms on the vanity, arching her back and pushing her ass out as far as it would go. The skirt scampered up her thighs, exposing the round, full swell of her backside—just the way Kellen liked it.

She imagined him seeing her like this, his cock stiffening in those obscene shorts, unable to look away. He’d want her bent over the court, legs wide, ready for whatever he dreamed up.

She checked the clock. 3:29.

She could have waited for morning, but she knew she wouldn’t sleep. Instead, she rehearsed: walking down the hallway with her hips loose, stopping in front of the hall mirror to tweak her hair, rubbing balm over her lips so they looked plump and ready to be kissed - or fucked.

She tried pose after pose—coy, then bold, then outright porno, legs spread and skirt hiked high, nipples peaked and visible under the mesh. She liked the way she looked: not desperate but dangerous, a woman on a mission.

By the time she crawled back into bed, the toy washed and tucked discreetly in her nightstand; she was shaking with anticipation. She replayed the lesson plan in her head: show up early, dress to kill, break Kellen’s resolve and make him beg for more. Maybe this time, she’d take him in her mouth properly—maybe she’d let him come inside her, stuffing her full the way she’d fantasized all night.

Chuck rolled over, barely coherent, muttering something about the alarm. She pressed her ass against him, just to see if he’d react, but he only grunted and stilled. She patted his shoulder and whispered, “Don’t worry, I’ll find someone to fill in for you.”

She closed her eyes and pictured Kellen’s hands bruising her hips, his cock splitting her open, the sweet gleam of victory in his eyes as he ruined her for any other man.

She counted the hours in her head, visualizing each step, each touch, each fuck until the world narrowed to that single point of contact.

At last, she drifted off, a smile curling her lips as she dreamed of Kellen’s next lesson.

***

She arrived early, just like she’d planned, hips swinging as she marched down the sidewalk to the courts. Morning sunlight broke through ragged clouds, making her bare legs glow. The skirt barely passed as clothing—black, trimmed with neon, so short that one wrong step would flash the world. The top was almost criminal: white mesh, thin as a spiderweb, nipples pushing sharp through the fabric, her areolas crinkled and visible to anyone looking. She wore nothing underneath, and every brush of breeze made her shiver from the delicious exposure.

There were a few women on the far court, but none dressed like her. All eyes turned when she passed the gate. Even the men—retired, bored, soft bellies hidden under polos—stopped to stare. She let them. She liked the power.

Kellen was already warming up, paddle in hand, sweat gleaming on his arms. He froze when he saw her, his mouth going slack as he took in the full effect. His gaze traveled the length of her body, paused at her chest, slipped lower to the hem of her skirt, then snapped up again as if afraid to be caught.

Carol pretended not to notice at first, tossing her bag on the bench and stretching on tiptoe, arms high. The shirt lifted, baring a strip of stomach. She felt the fabric go taut over her breasts, nipples prominent, shadows outlining the curve of each one. Kellen’s jaw tightened. He tried to go back to his warm-up, but the paddle drooped in his grip and his shorts gave away exactly what he was thinking.

She waited for him to approach, letting tension wind up between them. He came over, eyes darting from her face to her chest and back, nowhere safe to look.

“Morning,” she said, voice bright and casual. “Is my outfit okay?”

He nodded, a beat too long, then managed, “Yeah. You, uh, look amazing. Didn’t expect you to go pro overnight.”

Carol grinned, letting her hands rest on her hips. “I did my homework. Decided if I can’t play like a pro, I can at least look like one.” She gave him a devilish grin as she added, “But ‘pro’ what? Do you think I can charge for it?”

He swallowed, staring at the shadow of her nipples. “I’d say you’re pulling it off.”

She laughed, “That’s what I did yesterday.” His mouth fell open as she turned to cross to the other side of the court.

They started the lesson, volleying slow at first. She bent low for every shot, making the skirt ride high on her ass—each time, she caught Kellen’s eyes locked there, unable to help himself. She leaned forward at the net, letting her breasts hang and bounce, the mesh showing everything. She spread her knees to brace for a return, flashing the bare skin beneath her skirt with every stretch.

She noticed that some men around the court changed positions to watch better. It made her even more excited knowing that she was showing off her ass and pussy to them as well, but her focus was on Kellen.

He tried to keep up, but his voice was different—unsteady, cracking any time she did something overtly sexual.

She bent to chase a stray ball, fully aware of how the skirt rode up and her secrets were on display. When she turned, Kellen was staring openly, paddle forgotten at his side. Two of the men on the sideline clapped softly.

She smiled, beckoning him over. “You gonna show me how to serve again? Or are you too distracted?”

Kellen hesitated, clearing his throat, but he stepped closer. “Here. Grip it like this.” His hand wrapped over hers, warm and slightly trembling. The contact sent sparks all the way down her arm.

“DId you like the way I gripped it yesterday?” Carol said, rolling her hips so the skirt flicked up. “The shot seemed to be dead-on to me.”

He made a strangling sound as he moved behind her, trying to correct her stance. The closeness made his cock strain in his shorts—she felt it grazing her ass, just for a second, and shuddered with anticipation.

Above them, the sky went dark—clouds piling thick and fast. The air got heavier, charged like an unspoken dare.

Carol looked up, dramatic, one hand shading her eyes. “I think it’s going to rain again,” she said, slow and deliberate. “I can feel myself getting wet already.”

Kellen shot her a look, caught between amused and aroused. “Like last time?” he asked, voice barely above a whisper.

She giggled, biting her lip as she locked eyes with him. “Exactly.” She let her gaze drop to his crotch, then snapped it back up. “You’re a great coach. All I can think about is your pickle and balls.”

He coughed, nearly dropping the paddle. For a second, he looked like he’d bolt for the fence, but then he steadied, eyes going hungry.

She decided to push him. She jogged to his side, so close her breast skimmed his biceps. “What’s wrong?” she teased, voice low. “Am I making it hard to focus?”

Kellen looked around—making sure no one was near—then let his fingers brush her waist. “Kind of… I mean, you’re married, right? Isn’t that—”

She cut him off with a laugh. “That’s my concern. Unless that’s a turn on for you. Taking another man’s white wife?” She liked the shape of the words, the way they made him flinch.

He looked at her, eyes wide, something predatory lurking under the hesitation. “I mean—yeah. It is. Feels dirty.”

She took his hand, squeezing it, then slid his palm up her thigh, lifting the skirt to bare the nakedness underneath.

“Is this really happening?” he asked, voice ragged. “I mean, are we—”

She turned and faced him, eyes hot. “Yes.” She didn’t let go of his hand. “We’re going to my house, where you are going to fuck the brains out of a married white woman.”

The words hung between them, heavy and obscene. She dragged him toward the gate, her grip tight, and didn’t bother looking back.

As they left the court, thunder rolled in the distance, like the universe was cheering them on.

He followed, powerless to do anything else.

***

She walked him through the front door and didn’t stop—up the hall, across polished tile, straight to the stairs like she owned him and the house. Kellen followed, eyes pinned to the swing of her ass, his palm sweating as she tugged him along.

At the bedroom, she paused long enough to lock the door behind them. No words, no hesitation. She pulled the mesh top over her head, breasts jiggling free, nipples still hard and dark from the cool air. She let the skirt fall to the floor while she watched him stare—his lips parted, breath coming short. He didn’t move, stunned by the sight of her nakedness.

She stood there, bold, shameless, hands braced on her hips—the very picture of a woman who knew exactly what she wanted.

Kellen looked terrified and turned on, both at once. His hands shook as he reached for his shorts, fumbling with the waistband. Carol stepped in, brushing his fingers away, then yanked the shorts and boxers down in a single motion.

His cock swung out, fully hard—long and thick, arching up toward his belly. She wrapped her fist around it, marveling for a second at the width, at how heavy it felt in her grip. The veins bulged along the shaft; the head flushed almost purple, already glossy with pre-cum.

He barely managed to whisper, “Do you want to kiss or what?”

She pressed up close, smashing her breasts against his chest, and snapped, “Whatever you want as long as you shove that black dick into me. Take control and use me, Kellen.”

He made a strangled sound in his throat—a mix between a whimper and a growl. She dragged him to the bed, pushed him back onto the mattress, and straddled his lap, guiding the monster cock between her thighs.

The stretch was everything she’d dreamed about: blunt, wide, splitting her open as she eased down over him. The head forced her lips apart, then the shaft followed, inch after thick inch stuffing her so full she gasped.

“Fuck, you’re huge,” she panted, grinding her hips.

Kellen tightened his hands on her ass, squeezing hard, pulling her down until she bottomed out. The pressure made her see stars. She rocked against him, thighs quivering, pussy spasming with every shallow thrust.

“Harder,” she told him, voice sharp. “Don’t be gentle. I want it rough.”

He didn’t have to be told twice. He rolled them, pinning her to the sheets, and fucked her in earnest—long, brutal strokes, each one slamming her up the mattress. Her nails dug into his back, desperate for something to hold on to. Their skin slapped together, sweat and juice slicking every movement.

She loved the contrast—the way his dark body moved over hers, every muscle flexed and glowing with effort. She watched his cock pound in and out, stretching her so obscenely that her pussy gaped around him every time he pulled out.

He buried his face between her tits, sucking bruises into the soft flesh, then bit at her shoulder while he fucked her even deeper.

She screamed for him, not holding anything back. The pleasure was too much—so intense it bordered on pain. She wrapped her legs around his waist, locking him in, forcing him to stay buried inside.

He grunted, picking up speed. “You love it, don’t you? You love getting wrecked like this.”

“God, yes. Ruin me. Make me feel it for days,” she begged, clawing his ass to pull him closer.

He slammed into her, hard enough the headboard rattled against the wall. Carol’s body shook with every thrust, her clit throbbing, sweat pouring off her skin.

She came first—a savage, rolling orgasm that made her entire body seize. She wailed, nails leaving red trails down his back, cunt milking his cock for everything it was worth.

Kellen kept going, chasing his own release. He watched her face as he pounded in, jaw clenched, eyes wild.

When he came, he roared, hips jerking as he emptied himself inside her. She felt the heat flooding her, thick spurts painting her insides and dripping out around the stretch of his shaft.

He collapsed onto her, smothering her with his heavy body. They lay there, tangled and covered in sweat and cum, catching their breath while the ceiling fan spun lazy circles above.

After a minute, he propped himself up, like he didn’t know what to do next.

“So, uh… what should we do now?” He sounded lost. “You want to hang out, or go back to the court?”

Carol laughed, still shivering from aftershocks. She patted his chest like he was a loyal dog. “That’s all I wanted. I’m pretty sure that’s all you wanted.”

Kellen blinked, caught off guard. “So that’s it?”

“Yep,” she said easily, rolling out from under him. “See you next lesson. Maybe you should just meet me here.”

He still floated in the daze, staring at her as if trying to understand. She waggled her fingers in a goodbye wave, then padded to the shower, cum leaking down her thighs, not bothering to cover herself.

She hoped he got the memo: no attachments, no drama, just the best fuck he’d ever had. And if he was lucky, she’d let him do it again soon.

***

Downstairs, the house was still humid from the shower and thick with the faint smell of grapefruit soap and sex when Carol heard the rumble of the garage, then the shriek of the front door. Susie didn’t knock—not that she ever did—but today she made an entrance like she was on a TV show: flinging the door open with one hand and crowing, “Where’s my favorite whore?” loud enough to rattle the picture frames in the foyer.

Carol barely had time to wrap the sash of her robe before Susie rounded into the kitchen, a bottle of screw-top Sauvignon clutched like a trophy, two stemless glasses dangling from her pinkies. Her phone was wedged between her cheek and shoulder, and she was in the middle of a running color commentary directed at her husband: “No, I said the big one—if it’s a Ziploc it won’t fucking fit, Eric. Jesus, do you even listen?” She saw Carol and winked, then rolled her eyes. She thumbed the call off with a snap and tossed the phone on the counter, immediately resuming her brand of chaos.

Susie wore highlighter-yellow leggings so tight they looked airbrushed on, and a pink sports bra that had clearly lost its fight with her cleavage. She was still dewy from her own gym visit, hair up in a messy bun, lipstick perfectly intact. She always looked like a woman who’d just had sex or was about to, and wanted the world to know it.

“Tell me you did it,” Susie demanded, dropping the wine and glasses onto the kitchen island with a clatter. She used her thumbnail to pop the screw cap with a bartender’s flourish. “You did, didn’t you? You got railed by the pickleball guy. I can tell. It’s all over your face.”

Carol pressed a hand to her cheek, surprised by how warm she felt. She tried to look indignant, but the memory of what had just happened—Kellen’s hands pinning her, the way her body ached in all the best places—made it impossible not to grin. “What, do I have a stamp on my forehead?”

“Slutty glow, babe. It’s science.” Susie poured two heavy servings, one for herself and one for Carol, and shoved a glass into her hand. “Come on. Spill. I have been WAITING for this all week.”

Carol took a cautious sip, then a bigger one. The wine was cheap and acidic, but it went straight to her head in a way that felt exactly right. Her heart was still pounding from the sex, her pulse refusing to come down. “You really don’t waste time, do you?”

Susie cocked a hip and leaned against the island, eyes glittering. “Don’t stall. You fucked him, didn’t you?”

Carol hesitated, then gave a tiny, guilty nod. “Yeah. I mean, I don’t know what came over me. I went to the court wearing almost nothing, then practically dragged him back here.”

“Oh my god, was it incredible? Is it true what they say? Was he, like, hung?”

Carol tried for nonchalance and failed. “Let’s just say he would be equally good at baseball with a bat like that.”

Susie whooped, clapping her hands together. “YES! God, I knew it. You have to tell me everything. Every single detail. Was it weird? Did you feel guilty? Did you have to, like, teach him how to do things? Or was he just born knowing?”

Carol tilted her head, considering. “There was… not a lot of teaching required. He kind of took charge.”

Susie shivered theatrically. “Hot. Did he pull your hair? Did you make noises?”

“Susie—”

“No, THIS IS IMPORTANT,” Susie said, waving her wine glass dangerously close to the marble. “You have to let me live vicariously. I’m your goddamned slut mentor.” Susie cocked her head and gave her a wicked look, “Is he still inside you?”

Carol laughed, feeling the heat work its way up her neck. “Let’s just say I have souvenirs. And I don’t think I’ll be able to sit comfortably tomorrow.”

Susie leaned in, voice lowering to a faux-whisper. “So you’re going to see him again, right? You have to. For me.”

“I don’t know if I should—”

“Carol, stop. You’re glowing. You look ten years younger. I told you that being a slut changes your life.”

Something about the way Susie said it made Carol wonder—hadn’t Susie once confessed drunkenly that she’d blown a spin class instructor in the gym parking lot? It was impossible to parse what was real with her, but the boundary between fantasy and memory was so thin that maybe it didn’t matter. At the moment, Susie’s approval felt like the only validation that counted.

Susie refilled their glasses, then clinked them together. “To new adventures,” she declared.

Carol took another gulp, feeling lighter on the second round. “You sound like you’re about to send me on a quest.”

“Babe, I am your horny fairy godmother. And your first quest is: see if the pickleball guy can keep up with demand. Second quest: report back. Third quest—” She gave Carol a sly look. “Bring him to brunch so I can inspect him personally.”

Carol snorted. “I don’t think brunch is the right venue.”

“Fine, but I want a selfie at minimum. Shirtless, if possible. Pantless would be a dream.”

Carol shook her head, but the thought didn’t even sound impossible. If anything, it sounded inevitable. “You’re terrible.”

Susie shrugged. “I know. I’m also right.”

They sipped in silence for a moment, Susie perched on a barstool, Carol leaning back against the fridge, the cool of it seeping through the thin silk of her robe. She felt alive, electric. The entire morning had turned into something reckless and delicious, and Susie’s arrival only doubled it.

Eventually Susie asked, “So… how’s Chuck?”

Carol blinked, the question landing like a pebble in the middle of her wine-drowned euphoria. “Oh, same as always. Busy, distracted. You know how it is.”

Susie nodded, then looked her dead in the eye. “You think he knows?”

Carol snorted. “How could he? Today was the first time.” Carol paused for a moment, then nearly shrieked, “Oh my god! I fucked a black guy in our bed!”

Susie laughed and pumped the air with her fist, “Yes! That's my girl!”

They finished the bottle, giggling over dumb stories from high school and speculating about which other wives in the neighborhood were secretly getting theirs. The afternoon light shifted from blinding to buttery, filling the kitchen with a soft haze that made everything feel like a secret.

When Susie finally left—arms around Carol, cheeks sticky with rosé—they both felt lighter, conspiratorial, like girls with an especially juicy secret.

Carol cleaned up, loaded the dishwasher, wiped down the counters until they gleamed. She felt like she was coming down from a high, but it was the good kind, the kind that left everything a little sharper and brighter than before.

She wandered upstairs, stripped off the robe, and lay on top of her perfectly made bed. She could still feel the ache in her hips, the echo of Kellen’s hands on her skin. She closed her eyes and let herself drift, riding the memory until she fell into a soft, dreamless sleep.

Later, after the sun had set, Chuck came home. He found her in the kitchen, barefoot and in pajamas, folding laundry. He kissed her on the top of the head without looking and started talking about work: mergers, some new account, the price of gas.

She nodded and listened, but her mind was somewhere else entirely. She thought of thunder rolling in the distance, and how she’d never once been struck by lightning but now she finally understood the appeal.

Tomorrow, she would text Kellen. Or maybe she wouldn’t. It didn’t matter. She liked the idea of leaving him wanting.

She smiled to herself as she poured another glass of wine, this time just for her, and watched the rain start up again, streaking the windows with a thousand tiny rivers.

Chapter 6

Carol didn’t pace. She didn’t waver in front of the window, waiting for headlights or second-guessing the way her body looked in the waning afternoon light. Instead, she perched on the edge of the couch, calm as a snake in the sun, one bare leg crossed over the other and the silk of her robe pooling in a way that made her stomach clench. She’d planned this—right down to the shade of lipstick and the absence of underwear beneath the pale, drifting fabric. The robe was more suggestion than coverage, sheer enough that her nipples cast shadows across her own breasts when she inhaled. Every time she shifted, the split in the hem flashed the inside of her thigh, soft skin gleaming with careful lotion and nerves.

Outside, the world threatened rain but hadn’t delivered. The light was gold and slow, filtering in through the open slats of the blinds, making the whole first floor feel like a set. The chill from the AC had nothing on her pulse—each tick of the hall clock brought Kellen closer. She didn’t bother with excuses for Chuck; he’d claimed late meetings and a business dinner, wouldn’t be home until after dark. For once, there was no part of her that felt guilty, or even restless. If anything, she wanted the evidence to linger. She wanted the smell of sweat and sex in the cushions; the faint stain where knees hit carpet, the proof.

The doorbell rang once, sharp and impatient. Carol didn’t hesitate. She uncrossed her legs—letting the robe fall open, baring most of her — and padded to the door barefoot, her toes painted neon pink for no one but herself.

Kellen filled the doorway. He wore a dark tee stretched tight across his chest and gym shorts that looked like a dare, the shape of his cock already outlined against the fabric even before he let his gaze drop to her exposed skin. His eyes tracked the robe, the gap running straight to her navel, but when he spoke his voice was cool, almost amused, “Hey.”

Carol didn’t waste time with hellos. She reached for his wrist, nails digging gently through the cotton, and pulled him inside, shutting out the world with a soft click. The house was silent except for the shivering hum of the fridge and the thump of her pulse behind her ears.

“I didn’t expect you to answer like this,” Kellen said, his eyes flicking from her mouth to her breasts, then lower.

She shrugged, letting the silk slip from her shoulder. “You’re here to fuck,” she said, “Why waste time?.”

Kellen grinned, sharp and hungry, but didn’t break eye contact. She liked the tension, the way he didn’t rush to touch or crowd her. Instead, he waited—letting her fill the space with everything she wanted to say, everything she’d been burning to admit since the last time he split her open and left her shaking.

She stood straight, letting the robe flutter apart. The fabric barely clung to her arms. Beneath, her skin seemed almost luminous in the low light—stretch marks and softness, breasts heavy, nipples peaked at full attention. Puffy labia already wet with desire. She didn’t suck in her stomach or hide her thighs. She just let him look.

She said it cleanly, voice steady, “I want to be used. As often as you want, for whatever you want. No rules, no more pretending. Just use me. I want you to treat me like the wives in the porn movies - raw, dirty.”

Kellen didn’t blink. He moved closer, not a single wasted step, until his chest nearly grazed hers. He smelled like sweat and something sweet, heat coming off him in waves.

“Yeah?” he asked, skeptical but already knowing the answer. “My father said white women want it like that. You serious?”

She swallowed, suddenly nervous. It made her laugh, a breathless, broken sound. “I mean it. I want you to take what you want. I want to be yours to use, to fuck, to—” Here, her words caught. She forced herself to finish, voice dropping to a whisper. “To own. I want to be your bitch, your slut. Whatever you want. I want it. Make it dirty.”

He reached out, palm catching her jaw. His hand was huge—warm, fingers curled loosely at her cheek. She didn’t flinch.

“What if I don’t go easy?” he asked. “What if I decide to ruin you?”

She shivered, but didn’t pull away. “That’s what I want - just like the porn movies.”

Kellen’s smile turned mean. He didn’t care about romance or preamble. He let his hand slide from her face to the side of her neck, holding her there, thumb brushing the rapid flutter of her pulse. His other hand fisted in the silk at her hip, yanking the robe completely open and let it drop to the floor.

The air hit her, cool and thrilling, but she didn’t cover herself. She just stared him down, chest heaving, waiting.

He spoke softly, dangerously: “Get on your knees and suck my cock, slut.”

The command punched straight through her—no questions, no softening. Carol let her knees buckle, the carpet rough against her skin as she sank to the floor at his feet.

From this angle, Kellen was monumental. His shorts barely contained him. She reached up, hands trembling, and hooked her fingers into the waistband, glancing up for permission. He just nodded, lazy and confident, then spread his stance so she had room to work.

She worked the shorts down, dragging the clingy fabric over his thighs. His cock sprang out impatient, slapping against his stomach—already thick, dark, and glistening at the tip. She was struck again by the size, the weight—the way it dominated her field of vision, pulsing with life under the rough light. Her mouth actually watered.

She wrapped both hands around the shaft, needing two to even cover the base. The skin was hot and velvet-smooth, veins bulging along the sides. She didn’t try to be demure; she pressed her lips to the head and tasted the salt and pre-come there, lapping it up with a greedy tongue.

Above her, Kellen threaded his fingers into her hair, fisting the strands at the base of her skull. He tugged her up, making her look at him.

“I want to see you choke on it,” he said, voice ragged. “Show me how bad you want it.”

She obeyed. She opened her mouth wide, guiding the head in, cheeks straining as she took him deep. The first inch slid over her tongue, then another. He was so wide her jaw ached instantly, but she pressed on, sliding the head to the back of her throat and letting him stretch her open.

He held her right there, hand tight in her hair. “Good girl,” he whispered, almost to himself. “That’s it.”

She moaned, the sound trapped by his cock, and felt him throb against her tongue.

She worked him with both hands, twisting as she sucked, spit dribbling down her chin. The more she worked, the rougher he got—pumping his hips, using her mouth like a possession. He called her names—dirty slut, cock whore, pathetic little housewife—and each one made her wetter, ratcheting up the pressure between her thighs.

She loved the feeling—being owned, controlled, reduced to a hole for his pleasure. It released something ancient inside her, a need she’d never dared to name.

She gagged, tears stinging her eyes, but she refused to stop. She just let him use her.

He groaned, low and heavy, hips flexing harder. “You take it so good. I knew you would. I knew you were just another bored rich bitch, aching for black cock.”

She nodded as best she could, cock still stuffed past her lips. Her hands stroked the shaft, fingers slick with spit. She bobbed her head, letting him set the rhythm, and let him use her.

It was intoxicating. She never wanted it to end.

She heard herself whimper, desperate and so willing.

Above her, Kellen’s muscles tensed. He pulled her mouth down hard; the tip ramming straight to the back of her throat. Air vanished. All she could taste was him. All she could feel was the ache in her jaw and the throb of her own need.

He held her there, forcing her to look up at him. She saw the way his eyes burned—possessive, devouring, absolutely in control.

“Is this what you wanted?” he grunted. “To be ruined? To be a whore?”

She tried to answer, mouth full, but the only sound was a gurgle around his cock.

He laughed, low and rough, then started fucking her mouth in earnest.

She let him.

The pain, the pressure—it was everything she’d fantasized. She was dripping down her thighs, her own hands now shaking as she gripped his hips to steady herself.

He forced her head up and down, driving into her mouth, using her. When she coughed or choked, he just groaned louder, calling her a good slut, the best cocksucker he’d ever met.

Her eyes streamed, makeup running. She’d never felt so alive.

He warned her, but she didn’t care—she wanted it, wanted to wear the evidence. When he came, he buried himself deep, hips jerking, and shot heavy, hot spurts straight down her throat.

She swallowed, as she teased his balls, feeling them pulse in her hand, dizzy with hunger and relief. The taste lingered, bitter and perfect, coating her tongue and spilling from her lips.

He pulled out, cock still twitching, and painted the last drops across her lips, smearing them until her entire mouth was red and raw and shining.

She sat back, cum dripping from her chin, looking up at him with nothing but worship.

He stared down, chest rising, savoring the sight.

“Goddamn,” Kellen said, voice gone husky. “You were made for this.”

She smiled, lips glossy and smeared, nothing left of her suburban self. Her pussy was dripping with heat, she was mentally begging him for more.

He bent, grabbing her by the arm, and yanked her to her feet. She wobbled for a second, new liquid heat running down her legs.

“Bedroom. Now,” he ordered. “I want to fuck your married cunt.”

She obeyed, not even glancing back, her robe discarded on the floor and her body still trembling with anticipation. She led him up the stairs, hips swaying, more eager than she’d ever been in her life.

***

The master bedroom was dim—a single lamp on the far dresser, sheets freshly laundered, the faint scent of Kellen’s sweat staining the air even before she stepped inside. She felt him push her gently from behind, “Get on the bed.”

She climbed onto the bed, knees sinking into the mattress, and sat back on her heels. The sheets were cool, but the way Kellen looked at her made her face burn. He circled the mattress, never looking away, then entered her closet, and rifled through her hanging clothes, pulling the belts from two of her robes.

He emerged, holding the lengths of material in his powerful hands, the muscles promising something dark. “You ready?” he asked, voice low and focused.

She nodded. Words seemed pointless.

He took her wrists, gentle at first, then firmer—guiding her arms above her head, pressing them flat against the headboard slats. He wrapped the belts once, twice, a third time—each loop tighter, more constricting, until her hands tingled from the pressure. Then he knotted each off, testing the bond, making sure she couldn’t slip free.

The position left her stretched and exposed, chest arched, breasts jutting up in the half-light. She tried to wiggle her fingers, but they were numb with anticipation. Her legs fell open without thinking, a fresh slickness pooling between her thighs.

Kellen sat on the edge of the bed, letting his hand drift from her elbow down her arm, over the curve of her bicep, until he reached her collarbone. He traced the line there—slow, almost teasing—before dipping down to squeeze at the side of her throat, exerting enough pressure to scare her.

His dark eyes roamed over her exposed nakedness, just the touch of his look gave her goose pimples and made her grow wetter. “You really are a slut, aren’t you?”

Her breath hitched, then she whispered, “Yes.”

He smiled, then ran his hands over her body, twisting her nipples, causing her to squirm and yelp. He gently snapped her face, smiling. “You’re mine now. Is that you want? To be my little white whore?”

“Oh, yes, please,” she whimpered. She didn’t know what he wanted, but she wanted him to be brutal.

He didn’t waste time. With her arms bound and her body completely his, Kellen climbed onto the bed and knelt between her spread thighs. His cock was already hard, bobbing against his stomach, thick and veined and ready.

He didn’t sweet-talk or ask for more permission. He grasped her ankles, pulling her legs up and out, leaving her wet hole open and vulnerable. He pressed the head to her slit, worked it through the slickness, and lined up.

Then he shoved inside—one stroke, brutal, relentless.

Carol cried out, hips bucking up, but she didn’t want him to stop. She fought the bindings, wrists twisting, the friction burning over bone. The helplessness made her wet, made her crazy for it. Her insides felt so full, and she felt wilder knowing that she was full of his big black cock, filling all her spaces, his enormous balls firm against her ass.

The realization of what she was doing pushed her over the edge, and she bucked and wailed as her orgasm ripped through her. She could hear her own wait but was powerless to stop it. As she bucked and humped, she could feel his powerful prong buried inside of her, restraining her motions, which drove her to another height.

Kellen paused for her to finish then looked into her eyes as he smiled and asked, “More?”

She could feel tears leaking from the corners of her eyes, but croaked out, “Yes.”

He fucked her exactly the way she needed: hard, deep, pounding with reckless abandon. Each thrust drove the air from her lungs, made the headboard creak and the bonds bite harder into her skin. The pain was perfect, the stretch exquisite. Sweat beaded on her chest, rolled between her breasts, caught in her hair.

“Look at you,” Kellen taunted, voice sharp as he rammed into her. “Tied up and begging for it. Is this what you dream about in that boring little marriage? Laying next to your husband, dreaming of my cock?”

She gasped, “Yes—god, yes, don’t stop.”

He leaned down, mouth hot against her collarbone, biting and sucking as he picked up the pace. The slap of skin filled the room, obscene and thunderous. She couldn’t move, couldn’t hide, could only take everything he gave her.

He reached between their bodies, thumb circling her clit, rough and merciless. The sensation detonated inside her—she came again, wild and unrestrained, back arching off the sheets, mouth open in a silent scream. The orgasm ripped through her, left her limp, arms burning from the struggle.

Kellen didn’t let up. He kept fucking her, chasing his own orgasm, hips brutal and unyielding. His cock battered her, scraping along hypersensitive walls until she thought she’d break.

He grunted, a final slam, then erupted inside her, hot and heavy. She felt the pulsing jets, the way his hands dug into her thighs to keep her pinned. Cum flooded her, pouring out as he fucked the last drops in.

He collapsed over her, panting, sweat dripping off his chin onto her chest.

The belts bit into her wrists, circulation gone for a moment, but the ache made her feel alive.

When Kellen finally untied her, she couldn’t lower her arms. She just flopped onto the mattress, spent and trembling, every inch of her body marked and owned.

He pressed a kiss to her cheek, but she barely heard it or his muffled, “Think about that while you sleep with hubby.”

She didn’t care about anything except the lingering twist in her muscles, the mess between her legs, and the glow that buzzed under her skin like electricity.

She drifted, wrists raw, pussy full, and utterly fulfilled.

***

The wait made her crazy. Over the weekend she’d lived inside her own skin, every rub of fabric a ghost of Kellen’s hands—each trip to the grocery store, every polite nod at yoga, nothing but a dress rehearsal for the next fuck. The bruises on her ankles had faded, but she could still feel them if she closed her eyes. She wanted them back. She wanted more.

Today, she didn’t bother with lingerie or a show. She just showered, shaved, dried her hair to glossy gold, and lay across the white comforter, the covers pulled down so her body was on display. She stroked her own skin, relishing the way her breasts spilled to the sides, the way her ass curved invitingly up from the mattress. Even her hands trembled with anticipation.

Kellen arrived without a knock. The front door, the stairs—nothing but the sound of his footsteps, steady, assured. He appeared in the doorway, broad shoulders silhouetted by the hall light, and for a second she felt fear mix with arousal—a jolt that made her spine arch off the mattress.

He was dressed in black again, muscles cording under the tight tee. In one hand, he dangled a pair of thick leather cuffs—no more silk, no more elegance, just brute force. In the other, a bottle of clear lubricant, his intent clear.

He held up the cuffs, dark eyes narrowing. “Are you ready to be my whore again?”

Carol’s mouth went dry, but she nodded, unable to find her voice.

He didn’t ask twice. He set the lube on the bedside table and bent to grab her wrists, locking the soft but firm restraints in place. He buckled them tight, twisting her arms behind her and clipped them together with a firm certainty.

She felt him fasten a thick leather collar around her neck, then run a chain from the ring in the back to her wrists, pulling tight so that her arms were trapped - pulling against her throat.

It changed everything. There was no give. No way to wiggle free. She was truly helpless, breathing shallow as Kellen stared down, savoring the way her body quivered under the weight of restraint.

He ran his palm down her arm, over her breast—pausing to twist a nipple until she whined. He grinned hungrily, “I love the way your tits look like this.” He barked a laugh, “They’re actually MY tits, aren’t they?” then leaned forward and sucked hungrily at her nipples. Carol whimpered, “Yes, they are.” as she felt a thrill at his roughness.

He grabbed her hips, manhandling her into position: rolling her onto her stomach, then hauling her up onto her knees, so her ass was high and face buried in the pillows.

The position was obscene—completely exposed, nothing hidden, her cunt and asshole both gaping for him. She heard the snap of a cap and a cold glug of lube, then his fingers, slick and insistent, trailing over the forbidden place.

She tensed, every muscle clenching. “I’ve never—”

He cut her off with a squeeze to her ass. “You will now, whore. You’ll love it.”

He smeared the lube around her tight hole, massaging it in until she was slippery and trembling. Then one finger, thick and careful, pressed at the pucker, slowly inching inside. The stretch was alien, almost wrong—but the submission of it, the surrender, made her moan.

Kellen took his time. He eased in a second finger, scissoring her open, working more lube inside until her body stopped trying to fight it. The pain faded, replaced by a wild euphoria—being filled where she never had, being prepped for something bigger.

He stroked her clit with his free hand, circling until she shuddered and begged, hips pushing back against his touch.

“Ready to take it?”

She couldn’t speak. She just sobbed, wanting him to take it further.

He withdrew his fingers with a wet, noisy pop. She twisted to glance back, catching the glint of the lamp off his cock—lubed and viciously hard, the head pressing against her stretched hole.

There was a pause—a moment where she felt pressure against her sphincter while he grasped her ponytail and wrists.

“Fuck, this is gonna hurt,” he moaned, then drove forward.

The first push stole her breath. She expected it to burn, to tear, but instead it felt like surrender itself—her body forced wide, nerves sparking as the thick head breached her. Inch by thick inch, he worked his cock inside her, releasing her hair and wrists to better grip her hips.

The pressure was overwhelming. She yelped, eyes squeezed shut as her body tried to adjust. Kellen waited, rocking gently, letting her take him at her own pace.

“Good girl,” he crooned, rubbing circles into her back. “Take it all.”

When she relaxed, he slammed deeper, burying the rest of his length in one brutal stroke. The pain melted to pleasure, sharp and blinding, the sense of being utterly claimed. There was nothing tentative about the way he worked her—he owned her, bottoming out inside her with each savage thrust.

She screamed into the pillow, not caring if the neighbors heard. The fullness, the shock—it was more than she’d dreamed, the filth of it making her wild.

Every time he pulled out, her hole gaped, then clenched around nothing, desperate to be filled again. He rammed back in, using her, forcing his entire cock into a place no one else had ever touched.

She came hard, pussy spasming and leaking, even as he battered her ass. The orgasm crashed over her, left her limp and shivering, wrists straining helplessly at the cuffs.

Kellen pounded her, sweat pouring down his chest, voice rough with praise and taunts. “You love it. You’re my anal slut now. Your holes were made for black cock, you cheating whore.”

He fucked her until her thighs shook and her body collapsed onto the bed, helpless to support itself. He held her up by her cuffs, cock still buried in her, until he came—groaning as he filled her, the heat of his cum drenching her insides.

He pulled out, leaving her gaping and leaking, utterly destroyed.

She lay there, wrists still cuffed, face mashed to the bed, unable to process what she’d just allowed. Kellen removed the cuffs but left the collar. “That’s for you, slut. Wear it for me next time. Keep the lube handy, we’ll need it”

With that, he grabbed his clothes and left.

Carol lay there, panting, her ass throbbing from the rough treatment, her mind nearly blank, thinking only of being a cheating whore, of craving Kellen’s black cock. Absent were any thoughts of the community center, or dinner with Chuck.

Sometime later, she went to the bathroom to clean up and spotted the collar in the mirror. It was black, wide leather with a few rings in it. In silver studs, the word “SLUT” was written on the front. She gently touched the letters as she looked at herself in the mirror, watching her smile grow.

***

One day after Kellen visited in the late afternoon, Carol was lying on the bed - just a lazy flop onto the damp sheets, letting sweat dry on her skin, the remains of Kellen’s cum sticky across her lips and breasts. She lay there, hair tangled, pussy leaking hot down her thighs, thinking about the next visit.

She heard the garage and the front door, the shuffle of shoes—Chuck home, hours earlier than expected. For a beat, terror spiked—but it melted quickly, replaced by a dark thrill. Let him find her like this. Let him smell what she’d done.

The bedroom door banged open, and Chuck stopped dead at the sight of her: naked, flushed, wrecked. He said nothing—just dropped his bag and strode to the bed, hunger hot in his eyes. Carol was suddenly frozen with fear and confusion. Could he tell that she was in a post-coital mess, preparing to ‘teach her a lesson,’ or was he actually hot for her? Both options frightened her in different ways.

He grabbed her by the hips, lifting her halfway off the sheets, and buried his face between her legs. The first lick shocked her—he must be tasting Kellen, tasting the blend of juices and cum still dribbling out of her. He moaned, like it was the best thing he’d ever had. He mumbled, “I love how you taste after workouts.”

She arched up, grabbing at his hair, a single shudder running through her whole body. “God,” she gasped, “fuck me.”

He stood, naked in a flash, and lined his cock up to her gaping slit. She felt the rush—Kellen’s spend still pooling inside, now about to mix with her husband’s. The filth of it made her wild.

Chuck rammed himself in, no mercy, and the slickness made him slide all the way home in one stroke. He grunted, rutting her with abandon, sweat splattering onto her skin.

“Look how wet you are,” he hissed. “Did you play with yourself while I was gone? Couldn’t wait?”

She just moaned, loving the way both men’s cum oozed around his cock with every pump.

He bent her double, knees to her chest, and fucked her hard, hips slamming the mattress, balls slapping her drenched slit. The mess only made it hotter.

“You like being stuffed like this?” he taunted, voice raw. “Like a fucking cum dump?”

“Yes,” she sobbed, shocked at his words and behavior. “More! Talk dirty - I’m a cum dump!”

He obliged, giving her everything, pounding until the bed rocked against the wall.

“Your fucking cunt feels so good! You’re soaking wet, you horny slut!”

She came again, sharp and sudden, the blend of fluids slicking everything. Chuck felt her clamp down and groaned.

Then he lost it—hips jerking as he emptied himself inside, the rush of his own cum flooding her already wrecked cunt.

He collapsed onto her, breath ragged, hands holding her thighs.

They lay like that, tangled and spent, the room heavy with sweat and secrets.

Underneath it all, Carol smiled. Susie was right - think you’re a slut, and the universe delivers.

“That was … amazing, Chuck. What got into you?”

Chuck sighed, “I dunno. I had a dream about you with another man, and it made me horny.”

Carol’s breath hitched, wondering if he knew. If he did, and this was the reaction, she’d let him watch next time!

***

Two days later, Carol dressed like the star of her own drama show. The skirt was shockingly short—white, hugging every curve, hem flirting with the bottom swell of her ass. The top was skin-tight, clinging to the roundness of her breasts, nipples clearly outlined even in the mild afternoon sun. She didn’t bother with a bra. She wanted the entire neighborhood to see what she’d become.

She strolled the block, hips loose and swaying. She felt the eyes—first in the corner of her vision, then head-on, as men in SUVs slowed to take her in. Some rolled their windows halfway, grinning like they’d hit the lottery. A couple even circled the block for a second look. Every gaze was a spark; she soaked it up, skin tingling from the silent worship.

At the bakery window, two moms gossiped over croissants and coffee but went quiet as she passed, scowls curdling their envy. Carol only smiled, putting more swing in her step.

At the bank, she sauntered up to the counter, a smirk painted on her lips. The teller—mid-twenties, fresh shirt, eyes wandering—froze halfway through his greeting. His gaze dropped to her chest, then lower, then shot back up as he flushed crimson. “Uh—can I help you?”

She leaned forward, letting the neckline dip, and watched him sweat through the transaction. When he handed back her card, his hands shook; he barely looked her in the eye but couldn’t tear his focus from what was on display.

Every shop window became a private stage—her reflection, all hips and legs and attitude, staring back like a dare. She couldn’t believe how different she looked. Not desperate, not even cheap. Just raw, alive, impossible to ignore. She felt like she was Susie!

She walked past the row of parked cars, catching more stares, a few muttered curses from jealous wives and a wolf whistle from a landscaper on break.

Instead of shrinking, she straightened her spine. Smiled wider.

She’d spent years blending in, invisible behind long sleeves and neutral tones. Not anymore.

Now, she owned every stare. The world could watch her all day and she’d thrive on it.

As she passed the last set of mirrored glass, she paused and winked at her own reflection.

She loved this version of herself.

And she was already plotting who’d get to see even more.

***

That night, the gym was emptier than usual—a few cars out front, the echo of treadmills somewhere down the hall, but the locker room was a ghost town. Carol headed straight for the sauna, wearing a towel that was too small, her nipples peeking out, her ass uncovered.

She entered the cedar heat and let it hit her, full force. The air was soup-thick and electric, beads of sweat popping instantly along her collarbone and thighs. She settled on the lowest tiled bench, letting the towel ride up as she parted her legs, lazy and confident.

She wasn’t alone for long. A young guy—a regular, built like he lived for pickup basketball—slipped in behind her, towel slung over his hip, hair already damp from a shower. He threw her a casual nod, eyes skating down her body and lingering on the triangle of bare skin between her thighs.

He sprawled on the opposite bench, muscles loose and easy, but there was heat in the way he watched her. After a minute, he blew out a breath—steam curling around his lips—and said, “You look hot,” then chuckled at his joke.

The line was practiced, but his voice wavered, caught between bravado and wild hope.

Carol glanced up, catching his eyes, then let her gaze drop to the way his towel tented across his lap. She arched an eyebrow, a slow smile unfurling.

Across the room, every movement exposed more of her. When she sat up, her breasts slipped free, when she adjusted her seating, her pussy was exposed.

The guy swallowed, then licked his lips. “You’re, uh, really working up a sweat.”

She rolled her head, letting the ponytail flop over her breast, and gave him a languid, “Yeah, gets hot in here. I might need help to cool off.”

He grinned, caught—then risked a glance at the fogged glass door. Another man lingered outside, shadowy, unmoving, completely engrossed in the show. A faint smudge on the glass said he’d pressed his face closer for a better view.

Carol didn’t shrink. She liked the audience. She tipped her chin at the guy across from her, inviting him into the game.

He slid closer, ditching any pretense, and let his leg brush her.

“You, uh, come here often?” he tried, then immediately laughed at himself. “Sorry. Couldn’t help it.”

She leaned forward, elbows on her knees, which made her chest spill forward. She let her lips part, tongue glancing over her lower lip, and gave him a look that said everything.

He reached out, fingertips grazing the outside of her thigh, eyes glued to her face.

She didn’t stop him. Instead, she angled her hips, making it clear he was free to try his luck.

At the glass, the shadow shifted, breath fogging a fresh strip.

Carol let the moment hang—two men, hard and hungry, watching her sweat.

The closer one dared to touch, sliding his hand up to her knee.

She tilted her head, let her hair fall forward, and leaned so close she could smell his soap and adrenaline.

“Let’s see if you can handle the heat,” she murmured, barely above a whisper.

He met her stare, wild with anticipation.

At the glass, the watcher pressed closer, heat and lust radiating even through the fog.

Carol savored the layered tension, the knowledge that she was the axis of every man’s hunger in the room.

She let her hand cover the young guy’s, guiding him up her thigh, letting him feel the damp heat there.

He exhaled, stunned.

She gave him a slow, wicked smile.

“Next time, maybe you should bring a friend,” she teased, eyes flicking to the window. “Looks like we’ve got company.”

The young man flushed, but the bulge under his towel grew even more determined.

Carol leaned in, so their lips almost brushed—air thick with sweat and lust and the promise of what she’d let happen, right here, right now.

The watcher outside was hypnotized, hands pressed to the glass, breath fogging more of the pane.

Inside, the heat spiked.

Carol didn’t rush it. She let the tension simmer, loving the power, the freedom, the certainty that she could drive any man crazy just by letting him look.

She let her lips linger near his, then pulled back, teasing him for later.

She left the sauna glowing, skirt barely covering her, sweat and lust slicking her thighs.

She knew she’d be back.

Next time, maybe she’d let both of them in.

Chapter 7

By the end of the summer, they didn’t bother with excuses. The rules were simple: every day Kellen was in town, he’d fuck her. Sometimes twice, if the house was empty, and the AC kept the sheets from getting sticky. Carol set the tempo—her texts a parade of thinly veiled innuendo (“Meet me at the court at 10, I’m dying for a lesson”) and, when she was sure nobody was watching, not-so-thin ones (“Pickleball wasn’t enough. I want to lose to your dick again”).

At first, they were careful. She’d unlock the front door and leave it open an inch, hover by the window until she saw him slide from his car to the porch. Quick, silent, all nerves and giggle fits as he ducked inside and she yanked him up the stairs, or into the laundry room, or—once, memorably—right onto the kitchen tile with the groceries still melting on the counter. Kellen was always hard before she even got his pants down. She’d laugh at his desperation, and he’d just pin her wrists and say, “You make me that way. You’re so fucking dirty for a married woman.”

She was. She loved every second.

The escalation was natural. After the second week, she grew bored with the bedroom—too safe, too expected. They started using the Hilltop community center in the off hours: the storage closet behind the equipment cage, the abandoned spin room with mirrored walls, even the private massage suite where the table’s paper roll crinkled beneath her naked body. She felt the eyes of every passing neighbor and sometimes she could hear them - the yoga instructor, or the club manager chatting up some tennis mom - and it made her want to scream Kellen’s name at the top of her lungs just to see what would happen.

She didn’t, not yet. But she got closer every time.

On Thursday mornings, they claimed the public park down the street. Kellen would meet her by the walking trail, then steer her off the asphalt and into the little clearing behind the maintenance shed. The grass there was always damp, and the smell of fertilizer and hot mulch made her dizzy. She’d drop to her knees, hair still glossy from her shower, and suck his cock until he finished all over her face or breasts, whichever she offered up. She’d clean him with her tongue, then wipe herself with a napkin from her purse, and he’d say, “Fuck, you’re amazing,” as if he was still surprised she’d agreed to any of it.

Sometimes she caught the groundskeeper watching from across the field. She started aiming her performances for him. She knew down deep that eventually Chuck would find out. She cared but didn’t - if he’d fuck her like this, she wouldn’t need Kellen.

Friday afternoons were for the country club. She wore a dress with no panties, flashed him from the clubhouse balcony, then let him finger her under the linen tablecloth while they got a quick bite. Carol loved the guilty thrill that coursed through her when the women would spot them together. She’d meet their eyes and smile, confirming that she was out and about, cheating with her black boy toy.

Once, Kellen dared her to wear a collar under her shirt, the cheap black velvet snug around her neck. He tugged at it all lunch, never saying a word, but when they hit the locker rooms, he bent her over the granite sink and fucked her so hard she thought the mirror would shatter.

He finished inside her, then left her dripping down her thighs as she walked past the women’s showers, nodding politely to every mom who’d shown up for “lap swim.” The power of it—the mess, the secrecy, the risk—made her feel like a teenager again, but bolder, meaner, too old to care about consequences. She walked through the world with a new swing, a deliberate roll to her hips.

They grew braver. Carol wanted to be ruined, and Kellen wanted to be the one to ruin her. He started sending her porn between sessions—links to girls bent over gym benches or tied up in suburban bedrooms, their faces smeared and their mouths open, just the way she liked to finish. Carol would watch, then film herself in the same pose, holding her pussy open with two fingers, lips swollen and pink, whispering “please” into the camera like she was auditioning for him.

He’d send back a clip of his cock, shiny and huge, his voice low as he groaned her name. “You made me do this. You’re such a slut, Mrs. Montgomery.”

Even Chuck was a changed man. He came home from work with a new energy—handsier, rougher, more likely to wake her up at 3 a.m. and take her from behind, barely saying a word. She liked to imagine he could smell Kellen on her, that he tasted the difference but didn’t mind. Maybe he even wanted her sluttier. She certainly did.

The game kept going, all summer long, every day a little closer to disaster. Carol didn’t care. She felt invincible, as if nothing could touch her as long as she kept getting fucked.

But the best days were when Kellen’s parents were away.

He texted her on a Tuesday at 8:12 a.m.—barely after coffee. “Come over. Door’s open. I need you right now.”

She was still in her pajamas, hair matted, face half-melted from a night of poor sleep and a morning wank. She didn’t shower. She didn’t bother with makeup or perfume. She just slipped on her shortest skirt, a tank with no bra, and drove the five minutes to his street, body humming with nerves. She liked the lack of prep, that she’d be used in whatever condition he found her.

The house was a temple to upper-middle-class taste—leather couches, an espresso machine, golf trophies lined up on the mantel. She barely had time to close the door before Kellen grabbed her, one arm around her waist, the other shoving her down onto the entryway tile. He didn’t bother with hello.

“You like it messy?” he asked, voice deeper than usual, rough with need.

She nodded, unable to speak.

He lifted her skirt and pushed her panties aside, the elastic biting her thigh. He didn’t bother with foreplay—just spat on his hand, stroked himself once, and pressed the head of his cock right to her slit.

She hissed, back arching. It hurt a little, but that made it better.

He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He rammed in, a single brutal stroke that made her scream and claw at the tile. He started pounding, hard and merciless, his hands leaving bruises on her hips.

“You’re such a nasty bitch,” he grunted, each word punctuated by a thrust. “You pretend you’re classy but you’d let anyone fuck you, wouldn’t you?”

She didn’t answer. She didn’t have to. He slammed into her, faster now, the slap of skin echoing through the echoing entryway. She wondered if the neighbors could hear.

“I said, would you?” he snarled.

“Yes,” she gasped, “yes, use me, fill me, please, I need it—”

He pulled out. She collapsed, trembling, as he flipped her over and pushed her knees to her chest. His cock bounced, glossy with her juices, and he lined it up to her ass. She knew what was coming.

“Wait,” she managed, but he was already pressing in, slow but relentless.

She gritted her teeth, trying to relax, but the pressure was intense—almost panic-inducing. He shushed her, running his thumb over her cheek. “It’s okay. Breathe. I’ll go slow.”

He didn’t. Once the head popped inside, he shoved deeper, inch by inch, until she was certain he’d split her open.

“God, it’s so tight,” he groaned, hips shoving forward. “You’re clenching me so hard. You want to get fucked like a slut, don’t you? Even in your ass.”

She bit her lip, tears stinging her eyes, but the pain was fading. The sense of violation, the dirtiness of it—it all combined in her head until she felt herself getting wetter, her body responding even as her mind told her to run.

He grabbed her ankles and spread them wide, using her like a toy. He spit on his hand and used it to lube some more, easing the way, then started thrusting with more force.

The pain blurred into pleasure. Each time he rammed in, it jolted her clit, made her pussy flutter and spasm around nothing.

She begged, “Please, please, fill me, cum in me—ruin me for my husband—”

That did it. He lost control, fucking her harder, his cock jack hammering in and out of her ass until, with a roar, he exploded deep inside. She felt it—each pulse, each hot, wet spurt—filling her up in a way she’d never felt before.

He stayed inside for a few seconds, panting, then pulled out with a slick, obscene pop. Cum oozed out, dribbling onto the tile. Carol just lay there, staring at the ceiling, shuddering from aftershocks.

Kellen bent down, brushed her cheek, and said, “You’re the best fuck I’ve ever had.”

She laughed, breathless. “Because I’m your whore.”

He grinned, cock still half-hard, and went to shower off.

She got up, legs trembling, and smoothed her skirt. The walk to her car was surreal—her ass ached, her thighs sticky, still leaking from the brutal fuck. She felt invincible, like she could do anything, like the rules no longer applied to her.

The rest of the day passed in a haze. She ran errands, bought groceries, smiled at strangers. She didn’t bother cleaning up. She liked the reminder. At home, Chuck barely looked up from his laptop. “Have a good time?” he asked, not even waiting for an answer.

She did. She had a better time than she’d ever had in her life.

***

The summer faded, but the affair didn’t slow. In the last week of August, Carol met Kellen at the courts for what she assumed was the regular. She wore the skirt and mesh top he liked—no panties, as always—and parked her car in the shade behind the courts. She watched him finish a lesson with a couple of bored housewives, then lingered in her seat until he sauntered over, shirtless and gleaming.

He didn’t say hello. He just opened the passenger door and slid inside, the air dense with sweat and ozone.

“Drive,” he said.

She obeyed, hands shaking a little as she pulled onto the road, wondering what surprise debauchery he had planned.

He guided her with one-word commands: “Left. Right. Park.” He had her stop outside a run-down apartment complex near the edge of town—a place she’d never been. She thought maybe it was a joke, or maybe they were going to meet someone else, but instead he leaned across, hand on her thigh, and whispered, “Let’s do it here.”

“In the car?” she asked.

“In the car,” he confirmed, voice low. “Like in the movies. You want to get caught, don’t you?”

She realized she did. She wanted to be watched, to be discovered, to be the scandal of Hilltop Acres. She nodded.

He pulled her onto his lap, her skirt bunched around her hips. His cock was already hard, poking through the slit of his gym shorts. She lowered herself onto him, gasping at the stretch, the fullness, the suddenness of it all. He held her waist, guiding her up and down, making her bounce so hard the suspension squeaked.

“Do you think they can see us?” he asked, nodding at the passing cars, the open windows above.

“I hope so,” she moaned, grinding her clit into his pubic bone. “I hope everyone sees me getting fucked by you.”

“You want the whole town to know what a whore you are?”

“Yes,” she gasped, “yes, I want everyone to know—”

He slammed her down, harder and harder, until the car rocked on its shocks and the windows fogged. She rode him, sweat pouring down her back, breasts jiggling under the mesh top. She looked up and caught a kid in one of the apartments staring through the blinds.

She smiled at him, then came, body convulsing as she screamed Kellen’s name.

He finished a second later, stuffing her so full she thought she’d burst. When he pulled out, the mess was catastrophic. She didn’t care.

They sat in silence, catching their breath.

“I have to go,” he said, suddenly serious. “I’m leaving for school tomorrow.”

She blinked, stunned. “You’re going back already?”

“Yeah. Classes start Monday. I’ll be back for Thanksgiving, maybe some weekends.”

She felt the punch of disappointment, but shrugged it off. “Okay,” she said, trying to sound casual.

He studied her face, looking for something. “Don’t worry. I’ll text. You’re not getting rid of me.”

She snorted. “I should hope not. I’m not finished with you.”

He grinned. “Damn right.”

They kissed, messy and desperate, then she drove him to his house. He got out of the car and walked away, ass flexing under the thin cotton. She watched until he was out of sight, then cleaned herself as best she could and drove home.

That night, she lay in bed, thinking about the emptiness in her stomach. Not hunger, but something deeper. She realized she’d miss him. She’d miss being ruined.

But she was already plotting her next move.

***

The first week without Kellen was the longest of her life. Every morning Carol woke with her body already buzzing—ready for sex, desperate for it—but by noon the world felt colder, smaller, every movement as pointless as folding laundry that would only get dirty again.

She tried to pretend it was fine. She kept to her routine, but each step felt hollow, the old thrill replaced by a gnawing restlessness. Her phone was always in her hand, half-hoping for a message, half-hating the silence. Kellen texted her once, a lazy dick pic and the caption, “College is so boring. You need to visit.” She watched it a hundred times, zoomed in and out, but it wasn’t enough.

Carol realized that her life had revolved around getting laid and cheating. She missed the thrill. She missed the sex.

She needed more.

She started going to the gym every day, sometimes twice. She timed her workouts for the morning rush, when the air reeked of deodorant and new ambition, and every treadmill was taken by a man she’d never noticed before. She swapped out her old yoga pants for the ones Susie had called “ass implants”—the black pair with the rucked seam that rode up the crack and made her butt look almost cartoonish. She paired it with a sports bra so tight it left lines on her skin for hours. She layered on perfume, brushed on more mascara than she had in a decade, and slicked her lips in the most fuck-me red she owned.

She made a show of it: bent deep at the waist for every stretch, hiked the leggings higher before each squat. She lingered over water fountains and wiped down the machines with slow, circular strokes. The first day, she caught the eye of a personal trainer—a guy with forearms like rolled towels and a pocked jaw—but he just nodded, polite, and walked on by.

The next day, she hovered near the free weights, eavesdropping on a trio of twenty-something’s talking about fantasy football. She laughed too loud at their jokes, draped herself on the bench for an extra set, let her breasts hang heavy while she pretended to catch her breath. One of them glanced at her, did the mental math, and looked away. She thought about following him to the showers, about cornering him with a towel barely clinging to her body and saying, “You ever fuck a married woman?” But her courage cracked, and she left without saying a word. She wanted to be the prey, not the hunter.

By Thursday, her efforts grew more obvious. She layered on foundation, touched up her hair in the locker room mirror, changed into a fresh thong between spin class and the rowing machine. She locked eyes with every man she passed, daring them to say something. Most didn’t. Some looked, then checked their watches as if to apologize for the sin of noticing.

Once, at the cable machine, she caught a middle-aged dad staring at her reflection in the glass. He smiled, almost sheepish, and she smiled back—broad, inviting, hoping he’d meet her in the parking lot or at the smoothie counter, hoping he’d offer something filthy and impulsive. But when she finished her set, he was gone.

She was feeling the full force of being 40.

At the grocery store, she traded her old jeans for a miniskirt, the kind that bared the curve of her thigh whenever she reached for something high on the shelf. She stalked the produce aisle, bending just so, giving the local dads a full view as they “helped” their wives shop. Once, she dropped a can of tomato sauce and let it roll under the next cart; she bent to fetch it and lingered there, ass up, until she heard a man clear his throat behind her. She hoped for a proposition. He just sidestepped and mumbled, “Excuse me.”

Every day, she came home empty. She stood in the kitchen, fingers tapping the counter, feeling the hunger knot up in her stomach. She tried to take the edge off with porn, with the toy she’d bought for Kellen’s fantasy, but it only made her sadder. Nothing matched the feeling of being used, of being owned, of knowing there was someone out there who wanted her so badly they’d risk everything just to fuck her.

The second week, her efforts doubled. She texted Susie, asking if she could set her up with anyone - “even a leftover - one of your cast-offs” - but Susie said all her guys were busy, or too scared of Carol’s “ice queen” vibe to even try. Carol scoffed, but after a day of nothing, she started to believe it. Maybe she was too old, too obviously desperate, or maybe everyone could see the void in her and knew better than to touch it.

Her mind rolled over all her past encounters this summer. Surely one of the men who had seen her with Kellen knew she was a slut, knew she needed dick. She grew sad as she wondered if they knew they couldn’t compete with her young black stud.

By Friday, she barely bothered with makeup. Her hair hung limp, ponytail sliding down her scalp with each step. The gym outfit smelled sour before noon. She went through the motions anyway, hating herself for how much she cared.

On Saturday, she sat in her car in the club parking lot, watching families file out of the lobby, the moms in tennis whites, the dads in hats and polos. She caught two boys from the university, maybe freshmen, smoking outside the pool entrance. She thought about inviting them to her house, about seducing them the way Susie did with her handymen and delivery drivers, but the energy just wasn’t there.

She went home, locked the door, and slept for four hours with the covers pulled over her head.

When she woke, it was sunset. She stood in front of the bathroom mirror, stripped down, and stared at herself. The skin on her thighs was blotched from the leggings. Her tits looked tired, the areola looked saggy from a week of neglect. There were bags under her eyes, and her teeth felt gritty, as if she’d been grinding them all night.

She tried on three outfits, but nothing fit right. Everything sagged, or pinched, or made her look like she was trying too hard. She gave up and put on a robe.

That night, she watched TV with the volume low, barely tracking the show. Chuck came home late, kissed her on the head, and asked, “Long day?”

She shrugged. “Just tired.”

He nodded, not pushing. She wondered if he could sense the change, or if he’d ever really paid attention in the first place. She was doubly disappointed that Chuck’s renewed interest in sex disappeared at the same time as Kellen’s departure.

***

The next day, Carol stayed at home, curled in her robe, flicking through TV shows, trying to avoid any that portrayed sex, drama, or pretty people. She watched a lot of baking and home improvement shows.

Dinner was silent except for the drag of forks on porcelain. The roast was overdone, the potatoes stiff from the microwave, and the only sound in the house was Chuck chewing and flipping through his phone. Carol picked at her plate, appetite gone days ago, and let her mind wander to nothing in particular.

Chuck looked up, eyes narrowed. “You’re moping,” he said, voice flat. “What’s up with you lately?”

She kept her gaze on the salad. “Nothing. Just tired.”

He nodded, but didn’t buy it. After a few more bites, he set the fork down and leaned forward, elbows on the table.

“It’s because your boy-toy went back to college, right?” he said, watching her face for a reaction.

She froze, a forkful of spinach halfway to her mouth.

Chuck smirked. “What, you thought I didn’t know?”

She dropped the fork, heat flooding her cheeks. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

Chuck laughed, not unkindly. “Please. Don’t insult me. You think I’m blind, or just stupid?”

She stared at him, a thousand explanations racing through her head—deny, gaslight, blame it on Susie, anything but admit. But there was something in his tone—a hint of glee, almost pride.

He tapped his phone, scrolling to a folder. “I could make popcorn for this. Seriously. You have a gift, babe.”

She didn’t understand, not at first. “A gift?”

Chuck turned the screen to face her. It was paused on a thumbnail—her, bent over the bed, skirt bunched at her waist, Kellen’s hands gripping her hips. She went cold all over.

Chuck let it play, just a few seconds, the sounds unmistakable. Her voice, whimpering. Kellen’s voice, low and filthy. The slap of skin, the grunts. She looked away, mortified.

He paused the video. “Hours of this. All angles. You’re amazing - how you take that monster all the way. My favorite part is the way you beg him to fill you up—‘cum in me, please, I need it, I’m your bitch’—fucking classic. I just wish I got more shots of him finishing inside you. You’re usually too quick to suck it out.”

She felt the air leave her lungs. “You… filmed me?”

Chuck nodded, proud as ever. “I installed new cams when I caught him on the doorbell. Motion-activated. Didn’t want to miss a thing. Bedroom, pool - Hours of you getting boned. It took a while before I thought to put one in the hallway. You must have gobbled gallons of his semen. Just ‘cum and go’, huh?”

She covered her face with both hands. “Jesus Christ, Chuck.”

He laughed, shaking his head. “Come on, don’t act all scandalized. You got what you wanted. I got what I wanted. It’s a win-win.”

She peeked through her fingers. “And what the fuck did you want?”

He shrugged, as if it were obvious. “To see you happy. To see you like that. God, the way you were with him—you never even looked at me like that. It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever watched. You’re my personal porn star, the way you take black dick.”

Carol lowered her hands, trying to find a foothold in this new, upside-down reality. “So you’re… not mad?”

“Mad?” He snorted. “Why would I be mad? If anything, I’m jealous. The kid’s got a python between his legs, and he knows how to use it. And you—” He gestured at the phone, still playing the silent loop. “You’re a legend. If the country club had a Hall of Fame for wife sluts, they’d put your ass on the flag. Everyone knows.”

She almost laughed. Almost. But something inside her still bristled at the exposure. “Why didn’t you say anything? Why didn’t you stop me?”

He steepled his fingers, all business. “Because you were happy. You were alive. You were more you than you’d been in years. And because I wanted to see how far you’d go. Honestly, I’m still hoping you’ll try to top yourself. Plus, I like sloppy seconds, knowing another man has fucked my wife.”

She shook her head, half in disbelief, half in awe. “This is fucked, Chuck.”

He grinned, wider now. “Isn’t it?”

They sat in silence. The roast cooled, the video kept looping, the sound off but the images burning into her retinas.

Finally, Carol said, “So what happens now? You gonna blackmail me into staying?”

He raised an eyebrow. “No need. You’re not going anywhere. Not unless there’s a better cock waiting around the corner, and honestly, the only one that even compares is out of town until Thanksgiving.”

She swallowed, remembering the void Kellen had left behind.

Chuck leaned in, conspiratorial. “You know, I play golf with his dad every weekend. Guy’s hung like a donkey. He brags about the white chicks he bangs at the range, saying it’s the only reason he still bothers showing up.”

Carol gaped at him, not sure if he was joking. “You’re serious?”

He nodded, eyes twinkling. “Dead serious. His name’s Jeremiah. Handsome, I guess, and a total predator. He’s always eye-fucking every white wife he sees, you included..”

She flushed, suddenly hot again. “That’s gross.”

Chuck shrugged. “Not as gross as you, babe. You could give him a run for his money. In fact—” He checked his phone, scrolling to a new text thread. “I invited him over for dinner tomorrow. I told him you’ve been learning pickleball from Kellen, and maybe he’d want to play with you.” Chuck paused, raised an eyebrow, “From his subtle reaction, I think he knows Kellen had been doing you.”

She stared, dumbstruck. “No, you didn’t.”

He tapped the table, satisfied. “I did. And you’re going to wear something slutty. No bra, no panties. Make him know you’re a slut. I guarantee you'll have him inside you before the weekend.”

She laughed, helpless, incredulous. “You’re insane.”

He grinned. “So are you. And that’s why we work. Now you can stop moping, you’ve got a new black dick.”

***

They cleared the dishes in silence. Chuck put on a movie, but neither of them watched it. Carol lay on the couch, mind racing, heart thumping at the thought of being offered like a prize.

Chuck looked down at her and said, “Suck my cock, slut.”

Carol looked up at her husband, surprised.

Chuck said, “Works for Kellen. I assume it’ll work for Jeremiah, why not me?”

Carol fished out Chuck’s cock, gave it a kiss, then licked up his shaft as she made eye contact. She smiled up at him and said, “It’ll definitely work for Jeremiah,” then she swallowed his length, working to get him off. She imagined what Jeremiahs’ cock and cum would taste like. It didn’t take Chuck long to finish, and Carol swallowed it all before licking him clean.

When Chuck went to bed, she lingered in the bathroom, staring at her reflection. The bags were still under her eyes, the skin a little loose at the jaw. But for the first time in weeks, she didn’t hate what she saw. She knew men wanted her.

She thought about what Chuck had said. She thought about Jeremiah, the way his hands had lingered a little too long when he shook hers at the country club, the way his eyes devoured her legs when she wore shorts. She felt herself grow wet at the thought of doing both the father and the son.

She smiled at herself, practiced a little pout, then ran her hands over her body, mapping the places that still ached to be touched.

Tomorrow, she’d wear the micro-skirt. She’d wear the low-cut top with the hidden clasp. She’d make Chuck proud, and herself even prouder.

He stirred, half-asleep, and murmured, “You excited to meet Jeremiah?”

She pressed her lips to his ear. “Keep the cameras on,” she whispered. “I think you’re about to get a donkey show.”


Other Works You May Like

Peaches loves to write about sexual adventures, whether similar to ones she has actually experienced or complete flights of (horny) fancy. While some of her stories are based upon her adventures, often embellished to fit her wicked memories, others are based upon her nearly constant dreams and daydreams about sexual adventures.

Peaches is always open to new storylines, so be sure to share your requests in your ratings comments!  Also be sure to check out her other works from her Amazon Author Page .


Blacked Wives Series
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If you love stories about wives succumbing to taboo urges, you should love the stories in the Blacked Wives  series. Stories of wives seducing black lovers, being seduced by big black men, or given by their husbands to be used and stretched. Each is a standalone story of heated conversions.

Taking Their Deposits

Brown Always Delivers

Sampling the Butcher’s Meat

Cleaning Her Pipes

Extra (Big) Credit

Pickle Balled


[image: ]

The Black Bull’s Wives: A Neighborhood's Dark Bargain

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

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

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

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

Contains themes of interracial sex, group sex, a black bull, cuckoldry, cheating wives, public sex, bisexual acts and prostitution.
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Julie Loaned Out: Beginnings of a Slutty Wife

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

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

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

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

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

I wondered when she would tell me, if ever, and if she would ever find a scene that she wouldn’t do. It seemed that she loved the work more than she loved me, or was it something else?
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Caylee, Laid of Honor. A Wife’s Interracial Revenge

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

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

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

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