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Chapter 1: An Ordinary Life

Grace woke before dawn and before her husband, as she always did. In the-gray before sunrise, she lay in their bed, arms pinned at her sides like she was in a coffin. She listened: to the radiator’s first shudders, the neighbor’s early shower running through the wall, the long slow breathing of the man beside her. She didn’t dare move, didn’t even turn her head, but stared at the ceiling above the headboard, mapping the shadowed cracks in its paint, following them all the way to the crown molding where dust gathered, mocking her cleaning abilities.

When the clock on the nightstand ticked to 5:59, she slipped out from beneath the sheet, moving slowly so as not to disturb Jacob. She valued her alone time. As she padded to the kitchen, she snorted to herself: all her time was “alone” time, even with Jacob there.

She shivered in the kitchen's cool, the linoleum floor stinging her bare soles. Breakfast: two pieces of toast, two eggs over easy. She operated the appliances soundlessly, refusing to let pans scrape or cupboard doors bang. The only audible sign of her existence was the small, tight sniff she allowed herself every so often, when the smell of something tickled her nose and threatened to make her sneeze.

On the table, she set two plates, their contents measured and nearly identical, only hers with a single egg. She poured coffee into two mugs. She poured his juice and, out of habit, arranged the vitamins in a line by the folded paper napkin.

She heard Jacob’s footsteps above her, heard the familiar click of the light switch in the hallway, the soft elastic snap of his waistband as he pulled on slacks and shuffled to the bathroom. She laid out his tie on the counter, not in a flourish but parallel to the grain, then retreated to the breakfast table, where she perched at the edge of her seat, knees pressed tightly together, sipping her coffee.

He came down, hair combed in the same slightly off-center part, eyes still puffy with sleep. He wore a t-shirt under the business shirt she’d ironed the night before. He kissed her cheek in passing—not so much a greeting as a routine navigation of kitchen geography. He settled into his chair with a small exhale, the sort of sigh that could be mistaken for gratitude but wasn’t quite.

She watched him. Watched the way he spooned eggs onto his toast, the way he stacked both slices and took a neat, exact bite. She envied that calm certainty. He barely glanced at her, instead reaching for the paper, unfolding it carefully and setting the local section on the far side of the table for her, even though she rarely read it.

“Sleep well?” he asked, eyes on the obituaries.

“Fine,” she answered, voice clipped. She tore her toast in half with deliberate force, then arranged the halves so the crumb line faced inward.

They ate, the silence between them as familiar as the ticking of the kitchen clock. Every so often he made a noise—a grunt of interest at a headline, or the faint scrape of his fork. Grace’s eyes wandered, looking for some sign of difference or excitement in the morning routine. She stared out the window, at the neighbor’s white Camry reversing in the drive, at the browning grass, at the street beyond.

He finished first, as always, and left his plate by the sink. She heard water running upstairs, imagined him at the bathroom mirror, rinsing out his mouth with the small cup she’d set by the faucet just for that purpose. Grace thought bitterly, “ He finishes first at everything, leaving me to my own - even in bed .” She felt like she was on the verge of madness, the monotony of life drilling her brain.

She wiped down the table. She wiped again, until her palm was slick with cleaner, until the finish shone.

When he came back down, he wore his work shirt and tie, his hands dry and clean. “You’ll be home later?” he asked.

“Yes. I have laundry. Groceries, maybe.”

He nodded, checking his reflection in the window above the sink. “Okay,” he said, and this was his goodbye. She followed him to the door, watched as he shrugged into his coat and slipped on his shoes with careful movements, toes pointed down like a ballet dancer’s. He shouldered his briefcase.

He kissed her cheek again, the same spot as before, but a shade more brisk. Then he was gone, the door shut with a firm, soundless pull.

She stood in the entryway, her hand rising to the patch of skin he’d touched. It tingled, then cooled, then felt like nothing at all. For a moment, she pressed two fingers to the spot, eyes blank, before letting her arm drop. She stood motionless in the stillness he’d left behind, wondering how their promised fun life together had devolved into a passionless routine.

***

Grace moved through the hours as if she were an automaton following a pre-set routine. Each action was a deliberate thing: strip the sheets, wash, dry, fold, stack. The laundry was a kind of meditation, the hiss and thump of machines, the smell of detergent thick in the air. She lined up the folded pillowcases in the linen closet, smoothing them into geometrically perfect rectangles, then closed the door and ran her palm over the seam to feel the satisfaction of closure.

Vacuuming, dusting, she lost herself in the rhythm. The vacuum’s whine drowned out her thoughts. Sometimes she switched it off and stood, the silence abrupt and shocking - a break in the drone of the routine. Today she paused in the guest room, hand tight on the handle, as she stared out the window at a couple jogging down the sidewalk. They were too far away to make out faces, but she watched the interplay of their strides, the way they leaned together on the turns, arms brushing. The moment lingered, unreasonably intimate, and she felt heat in her throat, a kind of quiet longing that made her press the vacuum’s power button a little too hard when she turned it back on.

The kitchen floor was next. She filled the bucket, measured exactly the right amount of ammonia, and set about scrubbing, working in diagonal strokes. The smell stung her eyes, made her feel clean inside and out. She finished and sat back on her heels, admiring the subtle pattern of the tiles, the way the water line receded, leaving the world brighter.

It was late morning before she let herself eat. She settled at the table with a mug of tea and the half a banana she’d saved. Her eyes went to the magazine she kept at the edge of the countertop, a cheap glossy thing from the grocery store rack. She opened it to the dog-eared page and stared at a photograph of some foreign beach—sky white, water blue, the sand like poured sugar. She traced the shoreline with her finger, trying to imagine being there, her mind wondering who would be there with her. Jacob would be at work, or watching television, definitely not at a beach.

Lunch was a can of soup, the same brand every day, the same cracked bowl. She ate standing by the sink, spooning the broth in with small, quick bites. After, she rinsed the bowl, placed it in the dishwasher. Then she rinsed the sink and made sure the kitchen showed no trace of being lived in.

In the afternoon, she took a shower and let the water run until it was nearly too hot to bear. She pressed her forehead to the tile and breathed the steam, felt her body relax and then tense again, unsure what to do with itself. She ran her hands over her skin, not in a caress but as if searching for flaws, for damage, for something that might explain why she felt foreign in her own skin.

Grace dressed for dinner early, choosing a fresh top and a skirt she hadn’t worn since last spring. She dried her hair and brushed it flat, then fussed over a tiny blemish on her chin until it was red and angry, the opposite of what she wanted. She examined herself in the mirror: not pretty, not ugly, just plain. Plain enough that the world flowed by without noticing. She wanted to be noticed, but was also scared of being noticed after so long being invisible.

Pot roast. Jacob’s favorite, though she’d never been able to tell if he actually cared, or just accepted it as the path of least resistance. She browned the meat, chopped the onions, and peeled potatoes with mechanical efficiency. The radio played in the background—advertisements, then a ballad sung by a man whose voice cracked and soared. On impulse she turned up the volume, letting it fill the kitchen. The song was about desperate, burning love. She closed her eyes and let the words thrum through her, feeling foolish and reckless and, for a second, almost alive. Then she realized she may never feel that way again, so snapped off the tune.

The phone rang at 5:10. She knew the caller before she answered.

“Hi,” she said, watching the stove.

“Hey.” Jacob’s voice, level and faintly distracted. “I’ll be home at the usual time.”

“Okay,” she said. “Dinner will be ready.”

He was silent for a breath. “Pot roast?”

She smiled, predictable as always. “Yes. It’s Tuesday.”

“See you soon,” he said. Not unkind, just flat. The line went dead.

By the time Jacob’s car pulled into the driveway, the table was set, the candles unlit, and Grace was back at her post, the sum of her day invisible but for the gleaming floor and the smell of dinner in the air.

***

Jacob was always punctual, his movements as predictable as a clock. Grace heard the rumble of the garage door, the careful click as he turned off the car and locked the door behind him. She ran her hand over her skirt, smoothing out invisible wrinkles, then sat at the kitchen table, posture upright, hands folded in her lap.

He walked in, loose, and a little tired at the shoulders, but not enough to slouch. He hung his coat in the hall closet. “Smells great,” he said, glancing toward the oven. He washed his hands at the kitchen sink, shaking off the water before drying them on the towel she kept folded just for him.

Dinner was served in silence at first. Jacob spooned potatoes onto his plate, ladled the gravy, took the first bite of roast. He chewed, methodical. “This is good,” he said, voice neutral. It was what he always said.

Grace smiled, thanked him, ate in small bites. They faced each other across the table, eyes rarely meeting, both of them tending to their food as if it were a project to be managed, almost intentionally avoiding any interaction. Grace wondered if he felt the same as her - like they were roommates, sharing a space and life but nothing else.

After a few more bites, he reached for the notepad she kept by the salt shaker and scribbled something. “The plumber didn’t call back,” he said, pushing the note across to her.

She read it, nodded. “I’ll try again tomorrow.”

He wiped his mouth. “Water bill’s on the counter. Due next Monday.”

“I’ll pay it tonight,” she said. The exchange felt like an old dance, each line and movement rehearsed to the point of muscle memory.

She tried to think of something else to say, something not about the house or the calendar, but her mind slid over the topics, unable to gain purchase. Jacob finished his meal and leaned back, rubbing his eyes with thumb and forefinger.

“Long day?” she ventured.

He shrugged. “Meetings. Not interesting.”

She smiled, though she wasn’t sure why. The effort stung her cheeks.

They cleared the table together. Grace washed the dishes, Jacob dried. She handed him a glass; he placed it upside down in the cabinet, perfectly aligned with the others. She caught herself watching him, tracing the line of his profile, the hard shadow under his jaw. She remembered when that used to excite her, when his presence could make her legs weak. Now he was just there , just a part of the house.

Later, in the living room, Jacob read the news on his tablet. Grace sat beside him, hands folded, eyes drifting over the muted television. He reached for her hand once, squeezing it, his thumb drawing lazy circles on her knuckles. It was tender, almost sweet, but she felt nothing. She smiled at him anyway, squeezing back, then withdrew to tidy the end table.

At 9:30 sharp, they went upstairs. Jacob brushed his teeth; she washed her face and changed into pajamas. They met in the bedroom, neither speaking. Grace pulled down the covers, slid in, feeling the coolness against her skin.

Jacob joined her, the bed shifting beneath his weight. He lay on his back for a while, staring up at the ceiling, hands folded on his chest. Then, as if remembering a scheduled chore, he turned toward her.

He kissed her neck, right behind the ear, where her hair was still damp from the shower. His hands found her waist, then her hip, then the hem of her shirt. The movements were practiced, careful, as if he was disarming a bomb. She lifted her arms so he could pull the shirt over her head. She shivered, less from cold and more from the sudden vulnerability.

He kissed her again, his mouth dry, his breath smelling faintly of mouthwash. His hands cupped her breasts, light and hesitant. His thumb brushed across her nipple, and she flinched—not from pleasure, but surprise at the touch.

He moved on, tracing down her stomach, over the ridges of her ribs. She lay perfectly still, letting him explore. It was easier than participating. Her mind drifted, cataloguing each motion: the way his fingers pressed in, the way the sheet caught under her leg, the tickle of air on her skin.

He tugged her pajama bottoms down, exposing her fully. She stared at the ceiling, searching for the crack above the window, the one she’d meant to caulk months ago but never did. Jacob was already hard, his erection soft but insistent against her thigh.

He reached into the side table, pulled out a condom. She watched as he carefully ripped the package, precisely rolled it onto himself, then placed the wrapper on the side table. No hurry, no urgency, just mechanical action. He positioned himself over her, guiding himself in. She felt the stretch, the slow slide. Her body responded out of habit, the muscles tightening and then yielding, but there was no heat, no spark. She kept her eyes on the ceiling crack, counting the tiny fissures branching off to the sides.

Jacob moved in short, efficient thrusts. He made a low sound in the back of his throat, the same one every time. Grace felt the impact of each thrust in her bones, but not in her heart. Her arms rested at her sides, hands gripping the sheet so hard that the fabric twisted.

He came with a soft grunt, exhaling sharply. He withdrew, rolled onto his back, pulled off the condom, setting it on the side table. The wetness between her thighs cooled quickly in the room’s night air. She wondered if he even noticed that she didn’t react. Was she another appliance to be used? At least he could act like it was fun - he did it like duty.

Jacob didn’t speak. He closed his eyes, and within a minute, his breathing leveled out, and he was asleep.

Grace lay awake, staring at the ceiling, one arm across her chest. She let her hand drift down, hovering over her stomach, then lower, hesitating. She remembered how, years ago, she would touch herself after Jacob had finished—sometimes while he was still inside her, sometimes when he was asleep, and she would bite her lip to keep from making noise.

Now, her hand hovered but didn’t touch. The ache inside her was bright and cold, like ice against a nerve. Grace closed her eyes, feeling a single tear slip from the corner and trace down her temple, pooling in her hair.

The ceiling crack widened in her imagination, splitting the room in two.


Chapter 2: A Chance Encounter

By midmorning the city heat had already become stifling. Grace walked with her head down, basket looped over her wrist, bracing against the sun's invisible hand pressing her into the pavement. The awning of Atwood Meats offered only a patch of reprieve, striped canvas limp and faded above the glass door. She paused there, checking her reflection in the smudged pane—hair lying flat, collar straight, skirt hem even—then pressed inside.

Cool air hit her, clean and almost sterile, tinged with a faint chemical bite. The light in the shop was harsh, every surface amplified by the bright fluorescent lighting that highlighted the features of the meat in the cases and on the counters. White tile, white walls, glass display cases so clear they seemed not to exist at all, only the tidy, geometric arrangements of red and pink and marbled white.

Behind the counter stood Thomas. He was alone in the shop, sleeves rolled to the elbow, forearms roped with muscle. His skin looked shockingly dark against the white and under the fluorescent lights - not quite black, but the deep hue of unsweetened chocolate. He leaned over a broad cutting board, knife in hand, the blade moving in an unhurried, deliberate line through a pale slab of pork. The sound it made—a soft, sinewy rip—carried through the hush of the empty store.

Grace hovered just inside the threshold, shifting the basket from left to right, willing her pulse to steady. She had been in the shop only twice before, both times with Jacob. Those times she let her husband do the talking, content to stay in the shadow of his certainty. Alone, she felt as if every step might set off an alarm.

She moved to the display case, letting the glass cool her knuckles. Rows of steaks, sausages coiled like sleeping snakes, split chickens with the skin stretched taut. She stared at the neatness of it all, the way each cut was displayed to its advantage, like jewelry in a velvet-lined box. She liked the orderliness of it all, the efficiency.

Thomas finished his cut, wiped the blade on a cloth, then looked up. His eyes—darker than seemed possible—found hers and did not flinch away. He smiled, wide and easy, a small dimple deepening at the left cheek. Grace felt something strange flicker inside her, an unpracticed leap in her chest.

"Morning."

She nodded, pressing her lips together before answering. "Good morning."

He set the knife aside, bracing his hands on the edge of the counter. The apron he wore was immaculate, white as the tiles, except for the single thumbprint of blood just below the pocket.

"What can I get for you today?" He spoke as if they were the only two people on earth, and it was the most important question in the world.

She glanced at the sheet of paper in her basket. "I—I need two pounds of ground beef. For chili." She was surprised at the tremor in her own voice. "And, um. Maybe the chicken. The thighs, if you have them."

"We've got them." His gaze lingered, traveling from her face to her hands, to the little list she gripped. "You make chili often?"

She felt her face warm; the heat blooming outward from her cheekbones. "Not really. I'm… learning."

"I'd say you're off to a good start." Something in his tone suggested he meant more than the groceries. He moved with surprising grace, pulling a bin from the refrigerated case and weighing out the meat, fingers precise and unhurried.

Grace watched the muscles shift in his arms as he worked. His hands were huge, the knuckles broad, but his touch was delicate, almost reverent with the food. She wondered if he was married, if there was someone who knew the weight of those hands, the feel of that voice at close range. The thought made her throat tighten.

He wrapped the beef in paper, sealing it with a swift fold and a flick of tape. "Anything else?" He fixed her again with that slow, consuming look, as if he were carving away her layers, seeking the bone beneath.

She shook her head, then changed her mind. "The sausage. A small link?"

Thomas nodded, and this time, as he leaned into the case, Grace saw the play of his shoulders through the thin fabric of his shirt. He selected a single link, set it on the scale, and then hesitated—just long enough that Grace wondered if he'd done it on purpose.

He rang up her order, the register bell sharp in the hush. "You from around here?"

She hesitated, unsure if she should answer. "Yes. Up on Mayfield."

"Thought I hadn't seen you before." He slid her packages across the counter, fingers brushing against her own, lingering half a beat longer than necessary. His skin was warm, the pads of his fingers callused but gentle.

Grace took the bag, careful not to let her hand shake. She tried to speak, to say thank you or goodbye, but the words caught in her throat.

Thomas smiled again, softer this time. "Hope to see you again soon. Maybe you’ll try something new, after the chili."

Grace nodded, eyes down. She left the shop feeling as if she were carrying something invisible and dangerous, something hot and alive that might shatter if she let it. She wanted to try something new.

The sun outside felt different, harsher, the light too sharp. She walked home with the basket pressed to her chest, the weight of Thomas's gaze following her all the way down the block. She wasn’t sure if it was hard to breathe because of the heat, or Thomas.

***

Grace tried to go a week without returning, telling herself it was too soon, that she was imagining everything, that it was safer to wait. But the chili had come out bland, and Jacob ate it with a thin smile, never mentioning the missing heat. She told herself she'd simply buy spices at the grocer, but by Thursday morning she found her feet moving toward Atwood Meats, as if following a rut worn deep and secret beneath the sidewalk.

This time, Thomas wasn't alone. A young woman—blonde, round-faced, barely out of high school—stood behind the register, tapping her nails on the counter and humming softly along to the radio. She wore a pink polo with the shop's logo stitched above the breast, her name tag bright and shiny. Thomas was in his usual spot, hands deep in a steel mixing bowl, turning sausage with slow, kneading gestures.

Grace hovered at the display, pretending to study the case. She felt his eyes on her before he spoke.

"Back so soon?" His voice broke through the air, a little louder than necessary.

She smiled, ducking her head. "My husband… he liked the sausage."

"Glad to hear it." He wiped his hands on a towel, then braced them on the counter, leaning in as if eager to close the space between them. "What can I get for you today?"

She recited the list from memory. "Just a half-pound of the sausage, and… maybe a steak? Whatever you recommend."

He considered her for a moment, eyes narrowing slightly. "You trust me with that?"

She shrugged, trying for a laugh, but it came out thin. "I suppose I do."

He grinned. "I'll pick you out something special." He turned away, but only half—she caught him glancing at her reflection in the glass, a look that was more than curiosity.

The girl behind the register watched them, her lips pinched in a polite half-smile. Thomas selected a ribeye, trimmed it with practiced strokes, each movement efficient but somehow sensual. He wrapped the meat, scribbled the price, and set it gently in front of her.

He didn't withdraw his hand. "Haven't seen you in here before last week," he said, voice dropped to a private register, low and confidential.

Grace swallowed. "We just moved. I mean, we've been here a while, but I haven't… shopped here alone."

He smiled wider, the dimple cutting deeper. "I would've remembered someone like you."

Her face flared. She stared down at her shoes, at the pattern of salt and grime on the tile. "Thank you."

He leaned in, voice barely above a whisper. "You blush easy."

She jerked her gaze up, startled to see him so close. He had a cut on his chin, just beneath the jaw, a smear of dried blood like a careless kiss. His eyes held hers, and she felt rooted, unable to look away.

He pushed the package toward her. As she reached for it, his fingers closed lightly over her hand, just above the wrist. His touch was warm, almost hot, and she felt the jolt of it all the way to her elbow.

The girl at the register looked up, but Thomas didn't move. "You have beautiful skin," he said, so soft it could have been a secret. "Is it that soft everywhere?"

Grace's breath caught. She tried to laugh, but it came out as a shaky exhale. Her hand trembled where he held it, but she didn't pull away.

"I—I wouldn't know."

He stroked his thumb once across her pulse, then released her. "You should find out." He turned to the register. "Everyone should, at least once."

The girl rang her up without a word, sliding the change across the counter. Grace fumbled the coins, dropping one, and Thomas bent to retrieve it. He didn't just hand her the change—he pressed it gently into her palm, cupping her fingers around it, his thumb heavy atop hers for an extra, lingering second. When he released her, her skin tingled as if he'd left something behind.

She mumbled a thank you, wishing the floor would open up and swallow her, but Thomas just smiled, slow and easy. "See you soon, Grace ." He remembered her name.

She backed toward the door, nearly colliding with a display of barbecue sauce. As she steadied it, Thomas called after her, "I'm here every day but Sunday. If you need anything."

The "anything" hung in the air, thick and deliberate.

She muttered another thank you and fled into the blinding noon. For a moment, she stood on the sidewalk, not sure whether she was about to faint or cry or explode. She looked back, and through the glass, Thomas was watching her. He didn't look away. Not even when the next customer—a man in a suit, loud and impatient—stepped up to the counter.

She put a block between herself and the shop before stopping, leaning against a parking meter, trying to get her heart to slow. The sounds of the street—the cars, the distant construction—faded under the hammering in her ears.

She opened her hand, staring at the coins. They were warm. Her whole body was warm, hotter than the summer air, hotter than her shame.

She tried to remember Jacob's touch, the way he held her at night, the comfort of his arms around her. But what she felt now was not comfort—it was something raw and sparking, something she'd thought she'd outgrown or buried. Something that she wanted.

She forced herself to keep walking, one foot after the other, but with each step she replayed the scene: the carefulness of Thomas's hands, the steadiness of his gaze, the way he looked at her like she was the only thing in the room.

She reached home with the meat still cold, her hands still trembling.

When Jacob came home, he kissed her cheek and asked about dinner. She said nothing about the butcher, about the coins, about the new name she wore inside her like a fever. She cooked, she ate, she lay beside her husband in the dark, but the warmth did not fade. If anything, it grew.

In the blackness behind her closed eyes, Grace  saw the bright white of the butcher's shop, the blood-red gleam of the sausage, the deep, almost feral hunger in the eyes of the man behind the counter. She imagined she knew what he was hungry for.


Chapter 3: Forbidden Thoughts

Grace  started her morning routine: slippers, robe, hair back, everything tight and in place. The kitchen still smelled of soap from the night before. Counters sparkled. Coffee waited.

She lined up everything for breakfast: skillet, spatula, eggs, butter. All in a row, like a chemist’s experiment. Usually, setting order to the chaos worked for her. Not this time. Her hands were shaky and wouldn’t listen. First egg, she went to crack it. The shell slipped, fell apart, and yellow slime drooled warm down her fingers. She cursed, but quietly, like a little kid who’s not sure anyone’s listening. Chunks of eggshell dropped into the garbage.

Standing at the sink, washing off the goo, Grace remembered the butcher’s grip. Not Jacob’s, but Thomas’s—the way his thumb dug into her wrist, pressing for her pulse, as if he could steal it. The sense memory made her skin hum. She dried her hands, taking way longer than she needed, and tried again.

Second egg, perfect. The yolk opened yellow in the pan. She watched it melt into white as the butter hissed underneath. The sizzle was supposed to drown out her brain, but the noise twisted and became something else. Thomas’s knife scraping through meat, his voice right in her ear: is it that soft everywhere?

The thought made her cheeks go hot, like she’d been caught stealing. She mashed her arm to her face, trying to cool down, but the flush just crawled deeper. The clock above the stove ticked like a warning: get it together before he shows up.

Jacob came down the stairs like a man walking through a graveyard, careful and slow. He looked fresh, face shaved smooth, his jaw determined, ready for the day’s struggles. That old sweater she’d knit him last winter—it was getting fuzzy at the cuffs. Typical: didn’t even look her way first, just straight to the coffee, pouring into his chipped favorite mug.

He gave her a nod, eyes on the paper. “Up early,” he said.

She shrugged. “Couldn’t sleep.”

“Big day?”

Grace  tried to shrug it off. “Laundry. Groceries.” She heard her own voice, and it sounded stupid, like she was reading lines off a script.

He spread out the newspaper, folding it open with neat, controlled fingers. She set his plate down in front of him, eggs and toast, and realized she’d only made food for him. She pressed her lips together, then sat down anyway, hands folded.

Jacob ate in tidy, even bites. Didn’t look up. She watched him, hoping he’d notice she was empty-handed. He didn’t. Or pretended not to.

She tried not to revisit the butcher’s shop—the way Thomas held her wrist, how he looked at her like he knew all her secrets before she could tell them. She tried, instead, to focus on Jacob, on the way his jaw chewed or the deep groove between his eyebrows. Grace  wondered if he’d ever studied her with that same hunger, the way Thomas did. She doubted it.

He finally looked up. “You’re quiet.”

She tried a smile. “Just thinking.”

“About what?”

Her mind filled instantly with the butcher’s hand on hers, his voice, that raw slide of “ is it that soft everywhere? ”  She coughed to clear it. “Just chores.”

He seemed satisfied and vanished back into his headlines. The coffee mug left a wet moon on the table. She wanted to say something else. Anything. But it got stuck, heavy in her mouth.

He finished his breakfast, stacked plates and cups, rinsed them in the sink. He came over, kissed her on the cheek, quick as a check for fever. “Love you,” he said, already halfway out the room.

“You too,” she answered.

He left with his keys and bag. The door shut behind him, not loud, but final. She heard his shoes crunch over the gravel, the car engine start, the sound sliding away down the street.

Suddenly, the house was all space; too big. She moved to the sink, letting water run over her hands, silencing the memory of Thomas’ hands on hers. The sound filled the room, almost comforting. In the window, her own face stared back: cheeks red, eyes glassy. For a second, she saw herself as if she were a stranger—a flush, a hungry look, a secret something rising under her skin.

She stood there, wrists deep in cooling water, letting the ghost of Thomas’s hand, that voice at her ear, run wild in her mind. “ Is it that soft everywhere? ” Maybe she could let him find out - let him tell her .She shuddered at the thought of how he might tell her, where he’d feel her softness.

She didn’t move for a long time. The dishwater got cold. Her thoughts didn’t.

***

Grace attacked the house with a fury. The vacuum roared through the halls; she took the hose to every corner, banging at the baseboards, chasing dust-bunnies up and down the stairs. Her hands went raw from scrubbing the banister. On her knees, she scoured every inch of hardwood.

She told herself it was about control. About making the house perfect. But she wasn’t cleaning to kill germs; she was cleaning to keep her mind from drifting back to the butcher. The second she paused, it was there: his voice, his eyes, the suggestion that he could see right through her clothes and into her bones.

In the bathroom, she caught herself staring at the drip of blue cleanser running down the glass, slow and steady, pooling at the edge of the mirror. She thought of the sweat on Thomas’s temple, how close he’d leaned in. The memory made her shiver. She scrubbed harder.

Laundry came next. Piles of sheets, towels, her own shirts. The whole place reeked of detergent and warm iron. When she folded Jacob’s shirts, she thought, not for the first time, about the difference between her husband’s soft, careful hands and the butcher’s rough, certain ones. It wasn’t fair, but she kept picturing the size of Thomas’s hands, the way he’d owned the space around him. She crushed a towel in her grip, as her mind wandered to other size comparisons..

The afternoon sun fell through the kitchen window, slicing the room into stripes. Grace stood at the counter, fists deep in dough, making the rye bread Jacob liked. The recipe insisted she take it slow, knead gentle, but her arms pumped too hard, dough fighting back. She wanted to slam it into the counter.

And again, in her head: Thomas’s hands, how he grabbed meat at the shop, no hesitation, just muscle and purpose. She could feel those hands on her, holding her still. Her knees almost buckled as she imagined him kneading her, “ Oh God! Needing her!”  she thought.

She stopped, chest heaving. She splashed cold water on her wrists, but the heat inside barely faded. Out the window, the yard was silent, nothing moving. She tried to let her mind wander there instead, but it wouldn’t cooperate. When she thought about the soft, green lawn, it became a contemplation of it staining their knees as Thomas took her from behind.

Dinner prep brought it all roaring back. She cut up chicken, the smell of raw flesh and blood hitting her hard. She couldn’t help picturing the butcher again, his bloody apron, his grin. Knife shaking in her hand, she had to stop, gripping the countertop to steady herself.

Then came the worst part. A throb, deep and mean, spreading between her thighs. A body-driven ache she didn’t want, couldn’t stop. She clamped her legs together, squeezed her eyes shut, but the fantasy was stronger than her will. She could feel it. She hated  that  she wanted it. The smell of raw meat and the flash of a knife brought her to his shop, imagining him slicing off her clothes as he prepared her for … unspeakable acts. She  was the meat.

She finished the chicken, shoved it into the oven. Wiped the counters over and over, but her hands kept going to the wrist Thomas had touched, the notch of her collarbone he’d stared at.

She tried to remember Jacob. Their wedding. The lake, the willow tree, the first real kiss. But those memories had faded, like photos left too long in the sun. Up against the butcher, everything else seemed dim and far away.

She set the table early, lining up forks and knives so perfect you’d think she was expecting a judge. Checked the chicken, the potatoes, and the bread. Anything to keep busy.

Jacob got home right on schedule. She met him at the door with a smile, though it felt fake on her lips. She served him, listened to his work stories, and laughed when she was supposed to. She played the dutiful wife, but underneath her skin, she was a riot. Guilt and want, fighting.

After dishes, another glimpse in the window. This time, her face was pale, eyes sharp, hardly herself at all.

She finished chores, sat on the edge of the couch, hands tight in her lap. Told herself it would pass, that soon the butcher would fade from memory. But when she closed her eyes, she saw Thomas’s smile, felt the weight of his hand, the dark promise in his voice.

She shivered and couldn’t tell if it was dread or desire.

***

The bedroom was soaked in blue darkness, a pocket of still air humming with the smell of Jacob’s cologne and the sharp bite of the heater. Jacob snored, steady and soft, his back a solid wall under the covers. Grace lay wide-eyed and pulsing, every nerve still sparking from the day.

Grace counted the minutes, listened to the house—the slam of a car door, the faint whine of the fridge, the ticks and pops from the floorboards. But nothing drowned out the wild hum in her own head.

She rolled to her back, arms crossed tight, legs locked together. She stared hard at the ceiling, hunting for cracks, but her thoughts slid right off the paint and back to Thomas.

She tried to drown the thoughts by conjuring Jacob’s touch, soft and careful. Breakfast: his lips on her cheek, the squeeze of her fingers. It was love, maybe, but the kind that never asked for more. Predictable. Safe.

Her body didn’t want to be safe.

She pressed her palm to her skin, cool at first, then slowly moving lower. Pretended it was Thomas’s hand instead. Bigger, rougher, sure. The way he’d wrapped her wrist, the way he’d looked at her, hungry.

She started slowly. Soft strokes, barely moving. But the ache was already there, clean and sharp. She squeezed her eyes shut. The counter at the butcher’s, the meat, the gleam in his eyes. Thomas came towards her, voice low, saying her name.

“Grace.”

Her breath caught. She moved her hand faster, arching her hips, careful not to wake Jacob. She imagined Thomas pressing her down onto the cold metal, opening her up with one word, one move. She wanted him to take it, to wreck her neat little world.

The fantasy dug in, hot and deep. She matched her touch to the rhythm in her head, holding back a cry by biting her lip until she tasted blood.

Her body gave out, shoving her into pleasure so sharp she almost cried out. She buried her face in the pillow, shaking, muscles jumping and letting go.

For a while, there was nothing. Just the hollow silence and the sound of her own breathing.

Then came the shame. Thick, stinging. Tears spilled from her eyes, soaked into the pillow. She wiped at them, but they kept coming.

She curled tighter, hiding her sticky hand, watching Jacob’s back rise and fall. Wondered how he could love her and still never know. Wondered how she could need a stranger to feel alive.

She pressed her face into her pillow and cried, not from sadness, but from the hunger that refused to quit.

She didn’t sleep until morning light bled through the window. And even then, in her dreams, Thomas was waiting for her.


Chapter 4: One Decision Away

Grace  didn’t sleep that night. Or the night after, either. The hours washed past her like a slow current, dragging her wide-awake through every minute, every dull pulse. She did her chores on autopilot. Made lists, cooked Jacob’s food, folded his shirts, but nothing had weight. Every action slipped right through her, like she wasn’t even really there.

Her body moved automatically, but her brain was on fire, wrestling with her desires, her dreams, impulse fighting with learned routine. She felt Jacob could hear the voices screaming inside her skull.

She drifted to the living room window, letting her gaze hang on the sky. She waited for a sign—a reason, any reason, not to do what she had already decided she would do. Clouds slid by, the same as always, cars drove by, all of it reminding her of a quote she once heard: “You are one decision away from a completely different life.”

Two in the afternoon. She put on her shoes and walked five blocks to Atwood Meats. She moved slowly, careful. Walking fast might tip the neighbors off, make them wonder She was certain they could all read her thoughts, know her intent.

At the corner, she nearly spun around and went home. She pictured Jacob coming home to a pot roast, the smile he gave her when he realized she’d baked rye bread again, the quiet warmth in his voice as he asked about the caraway. For a second, she almost turned back.

But her feet kept going, making that one decision.

She stopped outside the butcher shop. Looked at her own reflection in the glass: hair flat, face too white, wrists sharp and thin, waiting for a grip. Inside, the place was all but empty. No customers, just Thomas behind the counter, arms folded, a bored lion caged up for the afternoon. The radio muttered something slow and forgettable. Grace tried to make herself neat, pressing her skirt, tucking her hair, but her hands kept shaking.

She walked in. The bell over the door shot off like a warning, causing her to jump. The starting gun to a different life.

Thomas looked up. His face flipped from blank to a lazy, curling smile in a split second, like he’d expected her all along and was glad she’d shown up. He was alone, except for a patch of raw steak spread on the counter, the red gleaming like danger.

“Back already?” His voice went up at the end, making it a challenge.

Grace’s mouth ran dry in an instant. “I needed… chicken. I think. I forgot to check the freezer.”

He dragged his gaze over her, slow, so she could feel it. “I can help you remember.”

She tried to laugh, but it came out brittle. “Do you have a good memory?” She shot for casual. But sweat prickled at the small of her back.

“I remember anything worth remembering,” he said, shoving his sleeves up higher. His arms were massive. The dark hair on them stood out against pale skin, against the blood patterning his apron. Always blood, and a new constellation every day. He gave her a smile, “I remember you . ”

Grace hovered at the display, fingers grazing the glass. The neat stacks of meat, the odd order, made her think of body parts: every piece in its place, just waiting to be carved out and served. Thomas watched her, never breaking eye contact. Staring at her face, or her throat, or the open collar where her blouse dipped and the notch of bone showed pale against the fabric.

He came around the counter. Moved close enough for her to catch the salt of his skin, something just beneath the clean. “So, chicken? Or did you have something else in mind?” His voice dropped, meant just for her.

She made herself meet his eyes. “Chicken is fine.”

He grinned, enough for her to catch the chip in one front tooth. “White meat, or dark?”

“Dark,” she said, and the word felt naked. She watched to see if Thomas heard the truth.

He took her all the way to the far end, bent to grab a tray. His shirt pulled tight across his back, stained dark along the spine. The chicken was in his hands, but he just set it on the counter. Didn’t weigh it. Just leaned in, his fists braced against the glass, forearm bunched and corded.

Grace found her gaze locked on his hands. The hair flecked with drying blood, the knuckle ridges. She pictured his thumb digging into her wrist again, hard enough to leave a mark.

He caught her staring and raised an eyebrow. “You like what you see?”

She tried to swallow, but her throat was too tight. “You’re bleeding,” she said.

He shrugged. “Comes with the job. You get used to it.” He wiped his hands on a rag, smearing it darker. The stain never really left. “You cook, Grace? Or does your husband do it?”

Something about the way he said her name. Too personal. She flinched. “I do. Mostly. He’s not picky.”

He weighed the chicken, wrapped it in paper, slid it across. “He’s lucky. You strike me as… thorough.” He leaned on the last word.

She locked on the blankness of the counter, the price sticker, anything. “It’s just chicken,” she muttered.

Thomas laughed, soft. “Nothing is just anything, Grace. It’s what you do with it.” He leaned close, his breath almost on her lips. “You use it well?”

She froze. Words stuck in her chest. Then, the bell on the door, sharp. A new customer—a graying lady in a netted hat, waving a list.

Thomas called over: “Can I help you?”

She waved him off. “Just the usual. I’ll wait.”

He turned back, gaze pinning Grace where she stood. “If you want to see how it’s done,” he said, “come by after close. I stay late sometimes. There’s a lot you can learn after hours.”

The words landed heavy. “I—I don’t think—” She backpedaled, blood drumming in her ears.

He smiled wider. “Think about it. We close at 3:30, time enough to get home afterwards,”

She paid up, fingers fumbling the bills. Walked out clutching the chicken like a lifeline. Outside, the air was sharper, biting her skin. She found her way home in a fog; Thomas’s words chased her all the way. “ Nothing is just anything. It’s what you do with it. ”

“ Get home afterwards .” After what? Grace knew. She had an insane thought - what if I don’t want to go home afterwards? What if I really do prefer dark meat? She choked at her crude joke, then felt her entire body go cold then a flush built from her sex outward as she really contemplated dark meat.

At dinner, Jacob chewed each bite slowly, at peace. “This is fantastic,” he said, lifting the smallest cut of chicken and rolling it through the sauce. “You always get it perfect.”

She watched him eat, tried to eat herself, but the food turned to plaster in her mouth. She chewed and swallowed, nothing but air. This was not the dark meat she craved, she thought bitterly.

Afterwards, she scrubbed the table. Then herself. She stood in the bathroom with her fingers pressed to her wrist, feeling for the ghost of a bruise. In the mirror, her skin looked white as butcher paper, lips raw at the edges.

She held out until midnight. Then the tears came, hot and silent.

***

Another day on autopilot. She pushed through it, telling herself nothing was different, but she could feel change everywhere: the sun moved through the windows with a different arc, Jacob’s voice echoed in the empty rooms, and her own reflection in the glass stared back at her, judgmental, accusing.

She cleaned the house twice, top to bottom, until disinfectant stung her nose. She did the laundry, ironed Jacob’s shirts, baked three loaves and threw one away just to hear the sound when it hit the garbage can. She tried to touch herself that night—it didn’t feel like her own hand, and she stopped, embarrassed.

Saturday, she let herself head for the shop again. She told Jacob she needed flour, would be right back. He was in the middle of a crossword, pen clamped between his teeth. She watched him for a beat, wondering if he felt it—the hunger inside her, the secret that stuck to her like a second skin.

Three o’clock. Atwood Meats closed at three-thirty.

She circled the block twice, then a third for good luck. She gazed into the florist window, pretending interest in petunias, but her eyes were on the butcher across the street. Thomas moved behind the counter, deliberate, smooth, never hurrying. She hated how calm he was; she envied it, too.

At quarter past three, the last customer—a suit-wearing man fussing over his decision—left. Thomas wiped down the counter, tossed aside the rag, and walked to the front. He flipped the sign to CLOSED.

Grace froze. Maybe she’d turn around, run home, pretend none of this had happened. But then Thomas caught sight of her through the window, and that slow, private smile unfurled across his face, like he knew exactly what she was there for.

He motioned her in. She went.

The bell was off, the shop empty except for the low hum of the fridge and the smell of raw meat and cleaning fluids soaked into the cracks of the walls.

Thomas stood behind the counter, arms folded. Apron off now, just a black t-shirt and jeans. His hands were clean, but a red line ran along the back of one thumb where the skin had split, nearly healed.

“I wasn’t sure you’d show,” he said.

She tried to smile, but her lips barely moved. “Neither was I.”

He laughed, a low rumble. “But you did.”

She nodded. Didn’t trust her voice. She turned and clicked the lock, committing without words. Her brain screamed and heart thumped, but she felt no fear.

He waved her forward. Her legs felt weak, but she made herself cross the shop. Even from across the counter, she could feel the heat coming off him, radiating through the cold air.

“You said you wanted to show me something,” Grace said, the words barely above a whisper.

He grinned. “I did. Still do.”

He came around the counter, closing the gap in two long strides. He stopped right in front of her. Looked her in the eyes. Not at her hands. Not at her clothes. Her.

She made herself hold his gaze. Her heart threatened to shake itself loose. She remembered every reason to run, every rule, every promise she’d made to Jacob and herself. But all of it burned off under Thomas’s stare.

“Do you know why you’re here?” he said.

She shook her head, though she did.

He leaned in, mouth at her ear. “You know.”

She shivered. “I shouldn’t be.”

He laughed again, easy as breathing. “Doesn’t matter. You are.”

He ran his knuckle along her jaw. Gentle, then harder, demanding. She let herself lean into it, let the feeling of another man soak through her.

He moved behind her, hands heavy on her shoulders, marching her to the steel prep table. She almost stumbled, but didn’t resist. He pressed her hands to the cold metal, his body caging hers.

“Last chance,” he said, breathing hot at her neck. “You want me to stop?”

She nearly said yes. Almost. Instead, she shook her head.

He kissed her, hard. No mercy in it. His mouth was rough, tongue hot, tasting of pepper and salt and something earthy, something alive. She moaned, unable to stop. She opened her mouth to his tongue, letting him know she was ready..

His hands roamed over her, greedy. Not gentle. He shoved his fingers up under her blouse, squeezed her sides until she gasped. Grabbed her breast, circled her nipple, pinched until the pain made her dizzy.

She should have fought, should have told him to stop. But she went limp, unresisting for him, letting him take what he wanted. She felt his cock, thick and hard, pressing against her thigh. Need spiked through her, raw and electric.

He reached around, unbuttoned her skirt, yanked it down. She stepped clear, knees shaking. He spun her, sat her on the prep table. The steel bit into her, cold shock against bare skin.

He spread her legs with one hand, shoved her panties aside with the other. He stared at her for a second, then spit into his palm. Rubbed it along his cock as he pulled it out, slick and practiced.

He was huge. She’d never seen anything like it. The head of it was dark, swollen, and already wet.

“Jesus,” she whispered.

He grinned. “Don’t worry. I’ll make it fit.”

He pressed inside, slow at first, but she was drenched; he slid right in. She stretched, felt herself split, pain burning bright, but she didn’t care. It was better than she’d hoped.

He fucked her hard, no holding back. His hands left marks on her thighs, breath raking over her neck. She clawed at his shoulders, fingernails digging in deep. The sound of it bounced off the tiled walls: slap of flesh, his grunts, her ragged whimpers.

As Grace lay under Thomas’ panting body, trapped against the table, her brain started working again.

“Did you just come inside me?”

“Yes,” Thomas chuckled, pushing himself back to look at her. “That’s what happens when we have sex.” He could see the concern in Grace’s eyes.

“Not for me. Jacob always wears rubbers,” she tried to explain. “I’m allergic to birth control, and Jacob …”

Thomas seemed amused, “He never comes inside of you?”

Grace  struggled, “On our honeymoon. Twice. But he was the first and only man.”

Thomas leaned forward and kissed her, his thick lips smothering hers, his tongue pressing into her mouth as she opened for him, just as her legs had.

Grace  wrestled with her feelings. The feeling of Thomas’ muscular body against hers, his enormous cock awakening again. How did he manage? Jacob was one-and-done, usually before she was. She had a hard time thinking about when her period was, but knew the next was soon, maybe a week or so - she was safe. As her fear abated, her body reacted to Thomas, and her legs parted again.

Thomas broke the kiss and looked into her eyes, his brown eyes thrilled her, as did his dark skin and muscles. She was powerless as he held her tight, and said, his deep gravelly voice certain, “I’m going to do it again.”

Grace  didn’t resist. She knew he would, and she would let him. As she thought about it, she wanted  him to. He slipped his enormous shaft into her, and she felt the unbelievable pleasure of being filled and stretched, as her legs wrapped around him.

She leaned up and kissed him as she said, “Yes.”

“Good girl,” he rumbled, as he bottomed out inside of her, causing Grace to gasp. “See how much better it is with my cum inside of you?”

Grace moaned, feeling none of the discomfort from the first time. She was slick with her juices and his, and it felt unbelievable. She could feel an orgasm rising as she thought about his sperm being pushed deep inside of her, where no others had been before.

As she felt his powerful hands grasp her ass, and her hips jolted by his thrusts, Grace lost control as another orgasm gripped her, causing her to let out a guttural moan as her body jerked and thrashed, as much as Thomas firm grip would allow.

“That’s it, darling. Come for me. You love having my black dick inside of you, don’t you?”

Grace couldn’t answer, but his words sustained her orgasm.

Thomas continued pumping her at a constant rate as she recovered, then she felt him spread her cheeks, pulling her wide, as the cold steel table pressed against her anus. That new feeling caused another orgasm to grow.

Thomas was sweating with his exertion, his teeth white as he smiled at her, thrusting away as he worked for his own orgasm. “I’m gonna come inside you again, Grace.

“Ungh,” was all she could respond, the feeling of his enormous cock filling her feeding her orgasm.

His pace picked up, and Grace could tell from his expression that he was close. He looked at her fiercely and said, “Ready for my cum deep inside of you? I’m gonna flood your womb with my sperm, darling. Are you ready?”

Grace hissed, “Yesss!” as she exploded into another orgasm. The word ‘womb’ had set her brain on fire. The seriousness of the game she was playing, the enormity of what she was giving this almost-stranger. Letting a black man pour his baby-makers into her, when she wouldn’t even let her husband do that!

As her body jerked and bucked, she was barely aware of Thomas’ groaning yell as he stiffened. He was still shivering and pulsing his cum deep inside of her as she recovered.

She lay trapped in his firm grip as she knew he was pumping billions of black sperm deep inside of her. She knew she should be upset, but she was unbelievably aroused at the thought of him coming inside of her.

When Thomas stepped back, she felt his softening cock slip out of her, leaving her empty. She immediately felt the need to have him inside of her again and looked at him as he smiled gently.

“How’s that feel? Having me come inside you when even your husband doesn’t?”

Grace  was overwhelmed hearing him ask that and was wrestling with her emotions. The multiple orgasms, physical handling of Thomas and conflicted feelings of shame and exhilaration made it hard for her to answer.

As she considered her response, she felt liquid flowing down her leg, and thought she had peed herself. Grace looked down and instinctively put her hand on her pussy to feel the liquid, perhaps her period had come early?

When she pulled her hand back, she realized it was Thomas’ semen leaking out of her. She had never experienced a man’s cum flowing out of her before!

Thomas watched, smiling. “This is just for us, Grace. Make sure your husband uses condoms.”

Without answering Thomas, she bent and gathered her panties and shorts, pulling them on as she mumbled, “I have to get home.” She pushed past Thomas, and rushed out of the cutting room, fumbling with the front door before she could exit.

She stepped outside. The night air slapped her awake. She stood there for a moment, lightheaded with the heat inside her, the taste of him still thick on her tongue.

She walked home slowly, block by block, the memory of his hands leaving fingerprints all over her.

Jacob was watching television. “You get the flour?” he called from the bedroom.

“Yes.” She smoothed her clothing, popped the dinner in the oven.

She and Jacob ate silently, as he watched the news. Grace pretended to watch, but was concentrating on Thomas’ fluids seeping out of her; a secret thrill nearly bringing her to climax again as she contemplated being full of another man’s cum while sitting with her husband. She knew there was no going back.

She climbed under the covers, intentionally not washing. She liked the idea of laying in bed with her husband while the black butcher’s semen puddled inside of her.. Jacob rolled over, kissed her cheek. His mouth was soft, and for the first time in years, she barely felt it.


Chapter 5: Crossing the Line

A t 3:31 sharp, Grace swung around the corner and hit the empty side street. The heat or nerves caused her to sweat, making her dress stick to her skin. Atwood Meats squatted at the end of the block, all steel and glass, painted signs dulled by the glare inside. The CLOSED sign hung in the glass, but the door was unlocked, just like he’d said it would be.

She waited a second outside, checking the window. Her reflection floated there pale and ghostly. She saw the dip at her collarbone, the thinness of her wrists, the shadowed, haunted eyes. She pressed her hand on the glass. Heat from the day made it slick against her palm.

Quick scan up and down the street. Nothing but a parked sedan and some kid’s howl echoing into the distance. Then she slipped in, careful as she could so the bell wouldn’t ring.

Inside was a different world. The stink of ammonia and raw meat hit her. Cold air bit through her dress, sucking away the sweat, raising goosebumps. The lights hummed hard overhead, sharp enough to make her wince, every shadow cut to a blade on the floor. The display cases were wiped down, shining clean, nothing left but the day’s old blood stuck in the cracks in the tile. A memory of red.

She stood just inside, shivering in the blast of cold. Her heart thumped so hard, she was sure if anyone else was in there, they’d hear it. She felt exposed, vulnerable - the bright lights revealing her sordid intent.

Time stretched. Then Thomas came out of the back.

He wore the same black t-shirt as before, sleeves stretched tight over arms built for breaking things. No apron, but a streak of something dark and dried ran up his forearm. Towel around his neck, hands moving slowly as he wiped them. He looked like he’d been waiting for her all along, and he was going to enjoy every second she stood there squirming.

“Thought you might chicken out,” he said, easy and loud, voice filling the empty shop.

Grace tried to answer, but her mouth went dry. All she managed was a soft, “No.” She hugged the strap of her purse so hard her knuckles were white.

He grinned at that. “You like the risk, huh?” He crossed to the front and flipped the lock, the click echoing. He did it with a little tilt to his smile, like he knew she was watching.

He leaned back on the counter, arms folded. “Did you walk here, or drive?”

“Walked,” Grace said, barely above a whisper.

“Good. I hate interruptions.” He looked her up and down, not even pretending to be subtle about it. “You’re shaking,” he said.

She didn’t think she was, but then she checked and saw her hands jerking a little. She pulled her arms tight across her chest, squeezing.

Thomas pushed off the counter and started towards her, not rushing, just walking slow and patient like he had all night. His boots squeaked in the hush. He circled her, close enough that she felt the heat rolling off his body. She could hear him breathing. The towel brushed her shoulder, rough and warm.

“You didn’t wear a bra,” he said, right at her ear.

Grace flinched. She hadn’t meant to, but in her panic she’d thrown on the softest blouse, thinnest one she had, and now the cold air made her nipples stand out hard. She squeezed her arms tighter, face burning.

He just smiled. “I like it. Saves time.”

He faced her, close now, crowding her space. He was tall; she had to tilt her chin, but she didn’t want to meet his eyes. She stared at the hollow of his throat, the stubble along his jaw.

“Look at me, Grace,” he said.

She did.

“Last time, you kept staring at my hands.” He flexed them slowly. Thick fingers, square palms, nails stained with blood. “You want to see what I can do with them?”

She said nothing, but she nodded. Her cheeks went hot. She felt embarrassed, but couldn’t hide.

He reached up, stroked her cheek with his fingers. His hand was hot, almost feverish, and a jolt shot through her at the touch.

“Still so soft,” he said, his thumb dragging down her jaw to her chin. He gripped it gently, making her lips open. “You keep yourself neat. Ever let go? You want to, don’t you?”

Grace just stood there, pinned in that grip, unable to answer.

He moved his hand down, fingers wrapping tight around her wrist. He turned her palm to face him. “You were made for this. You know that, right?” He pressed his thumb to her pulse, hard, like before, just holding it. “You want to be used. That’s why you came back.”

She tried to tug away, but not really. He didn’t let go.

“Say it,” he ordered. “Say you want me to use you.”

She shook her head. “I—I don’t know.”

He grinned, slow and wide. “You will.”

He stepped in, chest close enough to brush hers, hand tight around her wrist, the other cradling her neck. The pressure made her dizzy. Her breath came in quick little gasps, panicked.

He kissed her. Not soft, not asking. It was a claim: mouth open, teeth on her lip, copper taste on her tongue as he took what he wanted. She opened her mouth for him again, conceding. When he let go, her head spun.

He stepped back, let her wrist drop, leaving her with the heat of his grip burning into her skin.

“Let’s see how much you can take,” he said. He smiled at her, a wolf’s grin, hungry for more.

Grace stood frozen in the thick air. She trembled, but she didn’t run. She couldn’t. She’d come here for this, and there was no way out now.

Thomas didn’t even pause to let Grace gather herself; he took her by the arm, spun her around, and pushed her forward, boots hitting the tile with that steady, unyielding sound. The prep table was spotless, the steel so polished she could actually see her own face staring up—a white mask, eyes huge, almost like she’d already become a ghost.

He bent her right over the edge, her hands flat against the cold surface. The shock of the metal made her yelp before she could stop herself.

“Keep them there,” he ordered.

She did, her palms instantly slick with sweat while her shoulders bunched up, pinned by the force he used. She heard the slap of his hand as he pressed her down hard, and then the heat of his hips, right there, crushing against her from behind.

“Ever been handled like this before?” Thomas said, his voice low.

Grace shook her head, breath coming short. “No, I—”

He just grabbed the back of her neck and pushed her face to the table, cutting her off. “Didn’t think so.”

She tried to lift, but his hand was locked down solid. A sound came from her—a whimper, protest, she wasn’t even sure—but her eyes stung from the cold.

He jerked her skirt up, bunching the hem high. Cold air licked at her thighs, and she squeezed her legs together, desperate to hide just how wet she was, how her underwear had gone dark with it.

“Spread them,” he said.

She didn’t. Frozen.

He smacked her ass, open-handed and hard, the sound bouncing off the white tiles. She jumped and gasped, shocked by how loud it was, how much it stung, and by the sound that tore out of her throat. It wasn’t pain - it was hunger. A groan, a growl, something not ladylike.

“Do it,” he repeated, and this time, she knew better than to hesitate.

She moved her feet apart, as slow as she could manage, her face burning.

“That’s better,” and she could hear him smiling.

He cupped her pussy from behind, rough, not gentle at all, thumb dragging down the center of her panties, pressing in. She jerked, but he had her pinned with his weight, holding her there and making sure she couldn’t move.

“You’re soaked,” he said, and he actually laughed, like that was the best part. “You like this more than you want to admit.”

“I don’t—” Grace  tried, but he shoved a finger between her lips, silencing her. All she could feel was the pressure, intense through the fabric, everything going hot.

He didn’t rush, either; he worked her through the cotton, circling, sometimes pinching, sometimes just rubbing gently while she involuntarily moaned softly.

“You ever suck a cock before?” he asked.

Grace clamped her jaw, not answering.

He leaned in close, his breath hot in her ear, and said, “I want to hear you say it.”

Grace whimpered, “Yes,” barely a whisper.

He let go of her neck, grabbed her hair, and pulled her upright, turning her to face him.

His eyes locked on hers, and he said, “You’re going to do it now. On your knees.”

Grace just stood there, eyes down, knees actually shaking. She didn’t move. She had done this in college, but good girls didn’t do those things. Her resolve wavered, good girls didn’t let the black butcher fuck them unprotected.

He let go of her hair, undid his fly, and pulled his cock out. It was already thick and swollen, bigger than she remembered, veins running up the shaft. He held it at the base, showing her.

“Get down. Mouth open.”

She dropped to her knees, the tile gritty and cold, legs numb, her arms hanging useless at her sides.

He grabbed her by the chin, forced her to look up.

“Open.”

She parted her lips, sucking in breath.

He slapped the head of his cock against her mouth, marking her lips with pre-come. “Wider,” he said, and this time, when she listened, he pushed in, past her teeth, over her tongue, deep until it hit the back of her throat.

The taste was harsh and salty. Those senses vanished as she felt the size of it. She gagged, eyes watering instantly.

He pulled out, no hesitation, and tapped her cheek with it, leaving a smear. “You can do better than that.”

He shoved in deeper. Her throat squeezed down, and he kept her head still, hips grinding forward, face twisted with effort. Grace just tried to breathe through her nose, tried to keep from choking, but she was crying, spit running everywhere. Her head was in the iron grip of his hands, her mouth a portal for his dark shaft.

He pulled back, just far enough so she could gulp some air. Strings of spit hung between them.

“Use your tongue,” he told her.

She obeyed, curling her tongue under him, letting him choose the pace. He started slow, almost careful, but picked up speed, holding her by the hair, using her.

“You look good down there,” he said. “Bet your husband never fucked your mouth like this.”

And he was right. Jacob never had, and she’d never wanted him to. But now, kneeling in the butcher shop, her mouth full of Thomas, her body was so receptive it almost scared her.

He forced in deep, holding her there, groaning when her throat clamped tight. Then he pulled out, a thick line of spit sticking from her lips to his cock, and wiped her cheek with it.

“Take off your top,” he said.

She hesitated, but he just grabbed the collar and ripped it open, buttons popping, shirt splitting down the middle, her chest bare to the cold.

He took her breast in one hand, squeezed and twisted her nipple until she gasped. “Tiny tits,” he said, voice almost gentle, then he stuffed himself back in her mouth.

Now she worked him, both hands locked behind her back, letting him use her however he wanted. He didn’t stop talking either, kept it up, telling her exactly what she was for.

“This is all you’re good for, isn’t it? Mouth and pussy, that’s all you are. That’s what you want to be.”

The words burned, and she moaned around his cock, tears streaming.

He held her hair tighter, slowed the rhythm, made her look up. “You’re going to swallow every drop, got it?”

She nodded, as much as she could, her throat raw.

He went faster, harder, shoving deep, cock swelling even more. He made a low, thick sound, then buried himself all the way in, and she felt him pulse hot down her throat.

She gagged, but he didn’t let go until she got it all down. When he finally released her, she sagged, coughing, face wet with spit and cum. She wiped her lips, shivering all over, then realized that she had coughed cum out of her nose.

Thomas stood above her, cock still out, shining. He leaned over, swiped a streak of fluid from her chin, and smeared it on her cheek.

“Good girl,” he said.

Grace stayed put. Her knees throbbed, lips stung, and her whole body felt charged with a guilty, heavy heat that didn’t fade.

He dropped his pants, wiped off on a towel, and gave her a look like he’d already won.

“You’re not done yet,” he said. “Get up.”

Grace staggered to her feet, shaky, waiting for whatever he had planned next.

Thomas shoved a hand against the small of Grace’s back and bent her right over the freezing prep table, cheek smashed to steel. She shivered, chest bare, goosebumps everywhere. Her blouse lay in a heap on the linoleum. Her skirt was bunched up, ass on full display, panties ripped wide at the crotch so everything was exposed.

She saw herself in the metal; her own face, shock-pink and glassy-eyed, mouth hanging open like an idiot. The table was so cold it almost felt like a burn.

Thomas was right behind her, pulling her skirt and panties off so that she leaned against the table, completely naked. “That’s better,” he smirked. Grace looked over at him, scared and excited. She felt so vulnerable - could see her naked reflection in the glass.

“Know what’s interesting about that table?” he grinned cruelly.

Grace shook her head, confused by his question.

He stood, his enormous cock waving in front of him, which made no difference to his controlling stance. “All the meat in this place ends up on that table, and only gets wrapped when I’m done with it.”

He chuckled, watching Grace’s still confused face. “You’re meat, Grace. You stay unwrapped until I’m done with you - done pounding, tenderizing, stuffing  you.” He laughed, “You indeed are a fine cut, Grace. I think I’ll take my time with you.”

Grace shivered, whether from the cold table, the degrading description, or the exquisite anticipation. She felt herself getting wet at the idea that she was just meat .

Thomas stepped right behind her, hands all over, fingers digging into her thighs, grabbing her ass so hard she knew she’d have bruises. He spread her cheeks, inspected her like a butcher with new meat, then spat right on her slit. Hot, gross, obscene. He smeared it in with his hand, slow and deliberate.

“You ever get fucked like this before?” he said, voice near a growl.

She shook her head, cheek grinding into the icy table.

His palm cracked across her ass. Hard. “Answer.”

“N-no,” she stammered. “Never.”

He spat again, louder this time, and she flinched as it splattered between her legs. That made him laugh, low and nasty, as he pressed up behind her.

He seized her wrists and crushed them behind her back, pinning her with one hand. The other lined up his cock, pressing the swollen head right to her entrance. She was soaked, needy, but he was so thick it still felt impossible, the first push like being split open.

He pushed in slow, but he didn’t stop. Inch by inch, forcing her to take it, stretching her until she almost screamed. She made some awful, desperate sound, caught between agony and sweet, guilty relief.

“Goddamn, you’re tight,” Thomas grunted, working deeper, grinding his hips up against her ass. “Does your husband ever stretch you out?”

No words. She couldn’t even think. Her body was just a socket for him, each press making everything else disappear.

He started fucking her for real. Brutal, relentless, slamming her into the table so hard it shrieked on the tile. Each thrust echoed, hips pounding, the slap of flesh bouncing off the white-tile walls. She gasped, breathless, as he just kept going.

“This is what you want, isn’t it?” he taunted, leaning close. “You want it hard. You want it nasty. Wanna feel me every goddamn time you walk, even making eggs in the morning.”

She squeezed her eyes shut, shame flooding her, but he was right. The roughness sent aftershocks straight through her; the pain and the pleasure were tangled up, impossible to unravel.

He wrecked her, gripped her hips so tight his fingers left dents in her skin, fucking her into the steel. Every thrust landed with a splatter, a slap, the air thick with sweat and sex and the sound of her raw moans.

“Tell me you like it,” he demanded.

She shook her head, but he yanked her hair back until her neck arched. “Say it.”

The words spilled out, broken. “I like it—I love it.”

He rewarded her with more, harder. “Yeah, you’re just a slut, aren’t you? My fucking slut.”

Tears leaked down her face as she nodded, body shuddering with each thrust.

“You’ll do anything I want.” His voice was pure steel. “You’ll take me bare. Every damn time. Got it?”

Grace nodded again, but couldn't find her own voice.

He slowed, bent down, mouth hot on her ear. “This cunt belongs to me. But you make your husband use a condom, right? He doesn’t get to go raw. Only me.”

She whimpered, humiliation like acid in her veins.

“Say it,” Thomas hissed.

“Only you,” she whispered. “Only you, raw.”

He groaned, started pounding her again, even harder. His hand slipped between her legs, rubbing her clit with rough, tantalizing circles. The pleasure punched through her, fast and electric.

She came, hard, body clutching him, her scream bouncing off every surface. He fucked her through it, chasing every last shake out of her, not letting up for a second.

He slammed into her and came, hard, pinning her in place, his cock buried deep as he pulsed inside her. The heat spilled out, slick and thick, leaking around his shaft. Grace felt her brain and body on fire as she accepted his hot seed.

He let go of her wrists and Grace collapsed onto the table, arms trembling, cheek stuck to the freezing steel. Her legs were jelly. She might have fallen to the floor if he didn’t hold her up with a fist around her hip.

Finally, he pulled out. She felt the mess ooze down her thighs, his hand giving her ass a final, possessive slap.

She just stayed there, bent double, gasping, body ringing with aftershocks, not even trying to move.

Thomas zipped himself up, wiped sweat off his brow. He loomed behind her, hand still on her, the silence thick now except for her ragged breathing.

She didn’t move until he let go.

“Get dressed,” he muttered, bored already. “I need to mop before morning.”

Grace  straightened. Her hands shook so bad she nearly fumbled the skirt, the zipper broken, refusing to close. She scooped up her blouse, fastening the only two remaining buttons. The panties were done for; she left the ripped material on the floor.

She didn’t say a word.

Thomas watched, arms crossed, a smirk tugging at his mouth.

“You’ll be back,” he said, like it was guaranteed. “You’re good meat, Grace. You know you were meant for this.”

Grace just stared at the floor.

He grabbed her chin, forced her head up so she had to meet his eyes.

“Say yes, Thomas.”

It barely came out. “Yes, Thomas.”

He let go, and she stumbled away, legs unsteady, thighs slippery and sore. She glanced over her shoulder; he was already scrubbing the table, whistling like this was nothing.

The fluorescent lights felt twice as harsh now, every bruise and stain on her body screaming at her. Grace stared at the case, mentally comparing herself to the marbled beef, the headless chickens. She was just meat now, waiting for Thomas to pick her.

Grace didn’t remember her walk home. At least she didn’t remember details - she remembered the struggle to keep her skirt in place, to make sure her blouse hung so that it was not obvious that she was braless and bare. Mostly she focused on how to get in the house without Jacob noticing.

She felt like she was swimming upstream: heading for the calm boring pool with the guppies, after having danced with the shark. As terrifying as her time at the butcher shop was, she was craving more. She enjoyed being meat.

***

As she quietly entered the house, she noticed Jacob’s keys in the tray. His shoes were right by the door. She crept to the bathroom and locked herself in.

She stripped, slow and guilty. Scrubbed herself under boiling water, desperate to erase the smell of Thomas, to hide him from Jacob, even though she wanted it. She smiled as she realized that she still had some of Thomas inside of her.

As she moved her hand to touch herself, she thought “You slut! You cheating, whoring slut! Full of another man’s cum - a black man’s cum! Someone you hardly know.” Her feelings were not shameful, she was excited, thrilled!

She stepped out of the shower and examined herself. The mirror showed red-rimmed eyes, but something electric burning underneath. A fresh flush, a raw hunger twitching in her jaw. A stranger’s face, desperate and alive.

Grace stared until her breath calmed, until her hands stopped shaking, until she could pretend she’d never left at all.

Jacob called her from downstairs. She ignored it at first, collecting herself, putting the mask back on.

She tiptoed to the kitchen before she replied, “Yes, dear.”

“Were you out?”

“Yes. The butcher.” It was easier to half-lie. “Had nothing I wanted to bring home.” She hoped the conversation would end there.

“You should go tomorrow and get more of his sausage, it was fantastic.”

Grace grabbed the dishtowel and stuffed it in her mouth to stifle the laugh. “ Oh God. Jacob, you have no idea how good it was, ” she thought.

When she could hide the laugh, she said simply, “OK. I’ll go tomorrow.”

She whipped up something simple that needed no thought; spaghetti, with salad and some of the bread she baked. Dinner was quiet, as usual. Grace was secretly happy at the silence this evening.

That evening, she slipped beneath the covers beside Jacob. He curled around her, kissed her neck, and relaxed right away.

Grace lay awake, staring at the wall, feeling her husband against her back. She remembered Thomas against her back - rough, hard. She ached to feel his hardness inside of her again. She felt her breathing become faster as she remembered feeling him flood her insides. She stared at the wall, trying to calm herself.

She knew she’d go back to Thomas. Knew she’d crave it, even as shame twisted inside her.

She fell asleep smiling, already counting down to the next time she was meat in the butcher shop.


Chapter 6: Becoming Meat

Grace  woke in the predawn hush, arms locked to her sides, eyes snapped wide as if she’d never slept at all. In the stillness, her first thought was not of Jacob beside her, but of the raw, stinging ache between her legs—the living, burning memory of Thomas’s hands and the things he’d said and done. She clamped her thighs together under the covers, the wet heat there like a fever that refused to leave.

She sat up slowly, careful to keep the bedsprings from creaking, and checked on Jacob. His face was turned from her, mouth open, the gentle saw of his breathing as familiar as the ticking of the clock on the nightstand. She watched him sleep for a full minute—watched the way his eyelids fluttered in the grip of some mild, harmless dream—and tried to remember if she had ever wanted him the way she wanted the butcher. The answer stung.

She padded to the bathroom on stiff legs, clicking the door shut behind her, then turned on the water and splashed her face until it ran in cold, angry rivers. She stripped her pajamas and examined herself for marks. There were bruises on her hips where Thomas had held her down, none on her ass from his slaps. She smiled at herself, imagining the bruises inside from his pummeling. “Black marks,” she whispered, thrilled that she was marked by her black lover.

“Lover.” She let the word roll around in her head - it didn't feel right. Thomas had called her “meat,” had treated her roughly. She was a thing to use for him, which was thrilling and in some sense made things simpler. No messy entanglements, no competition with Jacob. She was simply “meat.” She smiled and whispered, “I’m the butcher’s meat.” She opened her mouth wide, wondering how she looked with his cock buried down her throat. She whispered to her reflection, “You want  the butcher’s meat, you slut.” She giggled quietly as she added, “As many pounds  as he’ll give me.”

Grace watched her nipples harden as she imagined being pinned to his table, her insides being stretched as he hammered away, working to flood her with his cum. She wanted it again so badly.

Downstairs, she set the kettle on and started breakfast with military efficiency. Her hands were clumsy—she dropped the butter knife, knocked over the orange juice, spilled coffee on the tile and knelt to wipe it up before the stain could spread. When the eggs burned, she scraped them from the pan anyway and tried not to notice how the smell reminded her of scorched flesh.

Jacob came in just as she was pouring the second cup. He wore his usual uniform: pressed shirt, tie loose, slacks that hung off his hips like they belonged to someone else. He mumbled a good morning, eyes not quite meeting hers, then sat at the table with a groan that sounded more exhausted than the day deserved.

She set his plate in front of him, then hovered, waiting for the complaint she knew he would never say aloud.

***

She waited until she heard his car start and reverse out of the drive. Only then did she let herself move. She bolted for the kitchen, yanked open the utility drawer, and dug out her phone, hands shaking so hard she almost dropped it.

Three unread messages. All from Thomas.

First one: “You up?”

Second, five minutes later: “Don’t fuckin ignore me.”

The last: “Today. Back door, 3pm. Wear nothing under your coat.”

Grace’s breath caught. She felt her pulse in every bruise, every raw place inside her. She pressed her thumb to the screen, reading the last message again and again, until the words didn’t even look like words anymore.

She closed her eyes, clutching the phone to her chest, and stood in the kitchen, the sunlight just creeping across the tile, warming the place where she’d spilled her coffee.

She waited for guilt to catch up, but it was nowhere. Only the heat, and the promise of more.

***

Grace left the house wearing just her overcoat and flats. She had spent the afternoon wrestling with what Thomas meant by “nothing.” She thought about going barefoot, but realized the impracticality of it. She settled for flats. She examined herself in the mirror, critical of every little wrinkle and flaw, hating the little belly that had formed after she passed 35.

Grace smiled at herself wearing “nothing,” then spotted the cross on a necklace. She unfastened it and laid it on the sink. The cross was a lie - she was about to commit adultery. The earrings winked at her, she took them off. As she brushed a stray strand of hair away, she spotted her wedding ring.

WIth shaking hands, she pulled it off, left it on the sink. “That’s right, Jacob - I’m giving myself to another man today. I’m giving him everything - spreading my legs to take his big black dick inside of me. She grinned at her wickedness, then slipped on the coat.

At 2:30, Grace headed out, her heart hammering so hard she could barely unlock the door. The walk to the shop was a half-hour trek through the neighborhood, but it felt like she floated the whole way, skimming over pavement without touching down. She imagined opening her coat, showing the neighbors what she was bringing to the butcher. She checked every block for cars that might recognize her. There were none.

Atwood Meats sat shuttered and blank, blinds drawn over the wide glass and the “CLOSED” sign hanging, perfectly centered, on the door. She ducked into the alley, as Thomas had told her to, and found the back entrance. The door was battered, the paint flaked, but the lock yielded to her hand. She pulled it open, slipped inside, and shut it fast behind her. She remembered her flats, and slipped them off - pushing them to the side of the door.

The interior was silent except for the hum of refrigeration units and the hiss of fluorescent lights overhead. It smelled the same as always—bleach and fat and old, sweet blood—but the air was colder now, a dense, humid chill that cut straight into her coat. Her legs went tight with goosebumps. Her fingers, already numb from nerves, tingled and flexed at her sides. The chill enhanced the excitement and fear that she felt. After a brief pause, she unhooked all the buttons of her coat, letting it hang open, displaying her nakedness, her willingness.

She lingered just inside the threshold, unsure where to go. From the front of the shop came the scrape of metal on metal: Thomas, working the sharpening steel against his longest knife, slow and rhythmic, the hiss carrying through the empty air.

She moved closer, her bare feet whispering over the tile. Thomas stood behind the glass, his back to her, the muscles under his black shirt shifting as he dragged the knife in long, even strokes. There was a ritual to it, the way he planted his feet, braced the blade, drew the steel with absolute control. He didn’t glance at her, didn’t acknowledge her at all. Grace watched, waiting to be called, trying to steady her own breath so he wouldn’t hear her gasping.

She waited. The knife flashed and caught the light each time it moved, and she tried to picture it against skin—her skin, maybe. The idea sent a tremor up her thighs.

After a full five minutes, Thomas finally set the knife on the steel counter with a click. Still not looking at her, he pointed at a battered metal stool off to one side.

“Sit,” he said.

She obeyed, the seat freezing and sticky beneath her. From here, she saw the entire shop laid out: the empty cases, the prep table, the row of sharp tools gleaming in their holders. But Thomas wasn’t looking at her. He picked up a rag and began to methodically polish each blade, his hands precise, every movement slow and deliberate.

Grace  sat, ankles crossed, hands folded tight in her lap. She tried not to fidget, but the chill and the tension worked together until her knee bounced, and she had to physically clamp it still with both hands. She gently pushed her coat back to maximize her nakedness.

She wanted to speak, to apologize for something, but she had no idea what words would come out if she tried. Instead, she watched him clean, mesmerized by the focus in his face and the easy, practiced grace of his hands. The room filled with the smell of metal, and her mouth went dry.

When he finished, he wiped the counter in a wide arc, then finally turned to face her.

“Come here,” he said.

She got up, knees wobbling, and let her coat slide off. She slowly approached him, watching his eyes appraising her. “Nice.”

Grace said softly, “I am just meat.”

He reached out and pulled her even closer, until she stood only inches from him, the heat of his body cancelling out the cold of the room. He didn’t touch her, just stood there, eyes boring into hers.

“You’re not the only one who comes to see me,” he said, voice flat.

She felt the words land, heavy, but didn’t know what to do with them. She wanted to say something, but her mind offered nothing.

Thomas put a hand on her shoulder and steered her to the side. A frosted glass window, set into the wall, looked into the room beyond. He wiped a circle clean with the heel of his hand, leaving a clear portal through the white.

“Watch,” he said.

He pushed her onto the stool so she sat directly in front of the window. The cold metal felt thrilling against her bare ass - she could feel her pussy lips chill at the touch.

On the other side of the glass, the prep room was even colder, its walls lined with steel and white plastic bins. The smell of bleach was stronger there. A woman, maybe mid-thirties, stood inside. She was tall, her body thick in the hips, with pale hair knotted up behind her head and a skirt just barely long enough to hide her ass. She was pretty in a hard way—broad shoulders, skin like porcelain, and a mouth always half-smiling as if she was about to say something cruel.

She didn’t acknowledge Grace. Instead, she leaned over the counter, phone in hand, scrolling through messages.

Thomas banged twice on the glass. The woman looked up, saw Grace through the window, and gave a lazy, appraising wave.

Grace’s heart thudded. Her face flushed. She tried to look away but didn’t dare.

“Her name’s Diane,” Thomas said. “She’s been coming here a lot  longer than you.”

He slid the door open and stepped inside, leaving Grace alone on the stool, the glass cold against her nose. She watched him approach the woman, watched as they talked. Diane smiled, then shrugged, then turned and braced her hands on the steel table, presenting her ass. The skirt rode up, showing the backs of her thighs—bare, dimpled, strong.

Thomas lifted the skirt higher, then dragged her panties down to her knees in one practiced motion. Diane didn’t flinch. Instead, she leaned farther, cheek flat to the table, arms spread wide like she owned it.

Thomas stepped behind her, undid his fly, and pressed in—no warning, no slow build-up, just a rough, one-handed thrust that made Diane grunt but not cry out. He grabbed her by the neck, forcing her down, and started fucking her in a steady, brutal rhythm, hips hammering forward until the slap of flesh echoed through the glass.

Grace stared, unable to move. Her body went hot and cold all at once. She tried to look away, but each time Diane’s face turned toward the window, her blue eyes locked straight on Grace, holding her there with a smirk.

Thomas worked the woman hard, pinning her in place, choking her, sometimes yanking her up by the hair to say something cruel before forcing her back down. Diane loved it—she moaned, pushed back into him, begged him to go harder. Once she even looked at the window and winked at Grace, her tongue flicking out in a perfect, practiced taunt.

Grace’s thighs pressed together. She felt the dampness grow between her legs, sticky and hot, and she dug her fingers into her own knees to keep from touching the heat.

It didn’t last long. Thomas slammed in one last time, holding Diane tight, his jaw clenched and eyes closed. She gasped, then giggled, then pulled herself upright, hips swaying, skirt falling back into place. She turned and kissed Thomas, hard, biting his lip, and then she was gone—just like that, out the side door with a final, mocking wave at Grace .

Thomas watched Diane go, then came out to stand behind Grace. He set both hands on her shoulders, squeezing hard.

“She knows how to please me,” he said, his voice pitched low in her ear. “She does whatever I ask. You want to keep coming here, you’ll have to learn that too.”

Grace nodded, pulse pounding so loud she could barely hear him.

He spun her around, pushing her down to her knees so fast she didn’t have time to catch herself. The tile was icy, every bruise from the night before blooming alive. She felt her breath shorten.

He undid his belt, then pushed her face to his crotch, grinding her nose against his damp pubes. She could smell the sex, smell Diane’s juices on him..

“Open,” he ordered.

She did, and he shoved his cock in her mouth, hard and unrelenting, fucking her face in a rhythm just as savage as what he’d done to the other woman. She tried to keep up, tried to use her tongue the way he liked, but her lips were already numb and the ache in her jaw grew faster than she expected. He didn’t care—he used her, holding her by the skull, forcing her to take all of it, the tip slamming the back of her throat over and over. She gagged, but he didn’t let up.

“That’s it,” he growled. “You love it - love the taste of Diane’s cunt.. Don’t you?”

She tried to answer, but she could only manage a muffled moan. The humiliation, the pain, the sheer shock of it burned away every other thought in her head.

He pulled out, spit shining on her lips, then slapped her across the cheek with it. “Again,” he said, and jammed it back in.

She took it. She took everything. She let him use her however he wanted, face soaked in tears and spit and the heavy, obscene taste of him and Diane. He kept talking, taunting her with what he’d just done to Diane, daring her to do better.

“Show me how much you want it,” he said. “Show me you’re not just another mouth.”

She sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks, twisting her tongue around the head the way he’d directed her before. He grunted, hips jerking, then shoved so deep she almost choked.

He came in her mouth, not a warning, not a word. She swallowed it all, let him push her head down and hold her there until she’d licked him clean.

Then he let go, stepped back, and zipped himself up.

Grace stayed on her knees, dizzy, jaw burning, the taste still thick on her tongue. She stared at the floor, waiting for his next command.

He said nothing. Just left her there, panting, while he wiped down the counter with the same careful precision as before.

“Next time,” he said at last, “I want you here naked again like this. Meat, huh?”

She nodded, “I’m your meat.”

Thomas chuckled and tossed her a rag. “Clean up before you go. I don’t want anyone knowing you were here.”

She wiped her face, pulled herself together, putting on her coat, and walked out the back door, the world spinning bright and loud and hot all around her. She felt the cold wet alley, and ducked back inside to grab her flats.

She went barefoot as far as she could, the cold hard ground reminding her of her nakedness. She didn’t look up until she got home, occasionally licking her lips, thinking about how Diane’s fluids tasted on Thomas’ cock.

She arrived home before Jacob, cleaned up and dressed. She examined herself in the mirror, “I’ll do anything you want Thomas, soon Diane will taste my cunt on your cock.”

***

The weeks dissolved into each other, time slipping out from under Grace so fast she could barely recall what happened from day to day. She started missing chores—leaving the laundry to rot in the machine, ignoring the brown ring in the tub, letting dust gather on the piano Jacob never played. She burned meals twice in the same week, shrugging off the disappointment in Jacob’s eyes. Once she forgot to buy groceries at all, and they ate stale crackers and canned soup for dinner.

She was at the shop multiple times each week, sometimes she’d make it home for dinner, but often she’d be out until bedtime. She stopped working on plausible excuses. When Jacob asked where she’d been, she just said “out,” sometimes “with Sarah,” but her lies grew thinner, flimsier, easier to spot. She didn’t care. Jacob never pushed. He just observed her, catalogued every time she came home late and locked herself in the shower until her skin was red and sore.

Her body changed, too. The marks Thomas left on her neck and hips never fully faded before the next time. Some days she walked with a limp, the ache between her thighs so sharp she could barely climb the stairs. At night, she lay awake in their bed, eyes locked on the ceiling, hunger burning like fire under her skin. Jacob snored, oblivious, and Grace wondered if he could ever fuck her the way Thomas did, the way she now needed.

There were other women. Sometimes she saw them waiting outside, hiding behind trash cans, eyes flicking up and down the street. The first time, it was Diane, the blonde from before, her skirt shorter than ever, lips glossed and shining under the streetlamp. She barely glanced at Grace, just slid past her into the shop and shut the door.

Inside, the rules were different. Thomas rarely smiled. He never said her name. He just pointed, ordered, grabbed, fucked, and the women obeyed. There was a system, a ranking, a pecking order. Diane was at the top—she did things Grace couldn’t even imagine, took punishment with a grin, sucked his cock like it was her whole reason for living. The others circled below her: a soft-faced college girl with big tits and thick glasses; a small, wiry redhead who bruised easily and begged for it. Grace fell somewhere in the middle.

They rarely spoke, but when they did, it was all a challenge. Diane would nudge Grace aside with her hip, sneer “Watch and learn,” then drop to her knees and suck Thomas dry, gulping every drop and licking his balls clean, eyes never leaving his face. The redhead, Kit, once spat in Grace’s hair when Thomas wasn’t looking, just to see if she’d react. She didn’t. She just wiped it out and kept her head down, waiting her turn.

The first time Thomas fucked her in front of the others, Grace nearly ran. She was bent over the cold prep table, skirt hitched high, panties yanked to her knees. Thomas forced her open with three thick fingers, made her scream, then laughed and called Diane over to “show her how it’s done.” Diane pushed Grace’s face into the metal and licked her pussy from behind, tongue rough and fast, while Thomas rubbed his cock against her ass, smearing her with pre-come until she was a wet, shaking mess.

“Fuck me,” Grace begged, and he did—slammed into her raw and bare, no condom, no warning, just one long, brutal stroke that filled her all the way up. The other women watched, some mocking, some hungry, some just bored. He made Grace look at them while he fucked her, told her to see what it was like to be owned, to be used, to be less than nothing.

She came in front of them, sobbing, legs giving out, but Thomas didn’t let her drop. He grabbed her by the neck, held her up, fucked her until he exploded inside, cum leaking out around the shaft and down her thigh. When he pulled out, he made Diane kneel between Grace’s legs and lick it all up, tongue deep and greedy, then kiss Grace on the mouth and spit the mix onto her tongue.

They made her swallow it. She did.

It only got worse from there.

***

As Thomas chose Grace  more often, the others became jealous, offering scenarios that Grace  would never do. One that seared into Grace ’s brain was when Diane suggested Kit give him a hand job - inside of her. Thomas seemed confused, as did Grace , when Diane told Kit to grab a vat of lard. Diane got up on the metal prep table while Kit plunged her hand into the lard. Diane lay on her side, lifting her leg, as Kit pressed her lard-covered hand and arm against Diane’s asshole. Diane groaned, “Do it!” as Kit pressed, working two, then three fingers into Diane’s ass,

We could all see Thomas’ erection growing harder and bigger as Kit worked a fourth finger inside of Diane then she grasped the larger woman’s hip and gave a mighty shove. For a second, nothing happened, then suddenly Kit’s hand and lower arm disappeared into Diane as Diane shrieked. They stayed still for a moment, then Diane gave a triumphant smile and told Thomas, “Put your cock inside of me and Kit will jerk you off inside of me.”

Thomas’ mouth hung open, then closed as he stepped up and fed his enormous cock into Diane. Diane gave Grace a taunting smile, knowing she had stolen the evening. They watched as Kit’s arm moved in and out of Diane’s ass, as Thomas moaned, “I can feel her! Faster!”

Diane whimpered, laying on the table as Kit’s hand pistoned in and out of her, jacking Thomas off through the membranes separating her rectum from her vagina. “Holy fuck!” Thomas groaned, as his ass twitched, filling Diane with his cum. He stayed inside of her, draining every drop into the woman’s body.

As he stood there, dripping inside of Diane, Kit began to withdraw her hand. Thomas said firmly, “No!” as he grasped her arm. He reached over and scooped out some lard, gently coating Kit’s arm from where it emerged from Diane’s sphincter to up past her elbow. He said softly to Kit, “See how far you can go.”

Kit’s eyes lit up. They all harbored a little anger towards Diane - the way she played queen bee, stealing Thomas at every chance. As Kit grasped Diane’s hip and pushed, Diane whimpered, “No. Please!”

Thomas looked at Diane and said, “Want me to try?”

Diane gasped but shut up.

They watched Kit work her arm further and further into Diane, backing out a little here and there, only to push harder and deeper. She stopped at the elbow, whether from mercy or physical capacity no one could guess. Diane was laying limp on the table, a stream of tears running down her face and puddled on the steel.

Grace let out some soft noise, she wasn’t even sure what, but it was a mistake. Thomas looked over at her and said, “You like that show?” Her blood ran cold. “Clean them up then.”

Grace turned to the sink and rags, and Thomas cut her off, “With your mouth.”

Grace  froze in place, watching Kit extract her arm from Diane, then present it to Grace . Mercifully, there was no evidence of brown spots or chunks, just a greasy arm. Grace  tentatively gave it a lick. It tasted like bacon grease, nothing terrible. As she continued to lick, Kit encouraged her softly, “That’s so sexy. Come on, Grace !”

As their eyes met, Kit’s body jerked, and her eyes opened wide. Grace  realized Thomas had just rammed into her from behind, and was pumping away. “I’m gonna send you home to hubby full of my cum. Think he’ll like that, Kit?” She just moaned, her gaze unfocused but looking towards Grace . Grace  continued cleanup duties, hoping that Thomas would save enough for her.

***

Every time she went, Thomas invented a new humiliation. Sometimes it was just him, taking her ass in the walk-in fridge, her face pressed to the freezing concrete while he held her wrists behind her back. Other times, he’d call all four of them, make them kneel in a circle, sucking him off one by one while he decided who’d get to finish him. He played favorites, gave out prizes and punishments. Once, he made Grace eat Diane out while he fucked Diane’s mouth, switching back and forth, slapping both of them when they didn’t go hard enough.

The college girl, Molly, was the youngest, desperate for approval. She let Thomas do anything - anal, vaginal, even fisting and choking her. Grace  learned fast that the more you gave, the higher you rose in his eyes. She started copying the others, took it harder, deeper, rougher. She learned to deep throat past the gag, to swallow everything. She met Kit separately and practiced until she could take her fist to the elbow, then they duplicated the act of jerking Thomas off inside of her.

She eventually could take both of Kit’s fists inside - one in her ass, the other in her vagina. Thomas liked to fuck Kit like that, with Grace impaled on Kit’s hands. Thomas called Kit his human strap-on, with Grace getting fucked by him by proxy.

One night, he made all four women get naked and lie on top of the prep table. He poured beer over their bodies, licked it off, then fucked them one after the next, never even wiping himself off between girls. Grace  was last; she lay there, sticky with spit and beer and cum, and let him fuck her until she saw stars. When it was over, he made them lick the table clean.

Grace  saw the others had limits to their time - they all had time to be home - to their husbands. Grace  pushed her time so that she could have Thomas alone, or at least only have to share with one of them. Diane always stayed to the end - her husband had to know about her affair - she was just as marked as Grace , and seemed to always be at the shop.

One evening, Thomas dismissed her while Diane was on her knees servicing Thomas. Grace said softly, “I can stay.”

Diane heard her and broke off her sucking to say, “What about your husband? Doesn’t he need his sweet little cheating wife at home?” She laughed at Grace, standing naked in the middle of the shop.

Thomas cuffed Diane’s head and said, “Get back to sucking, whore.” Diane shot Grace a look but went back to business.

Thomas examined Grace for a minute, then asked, “What about him?”

Grace said simply, “I am meat.” She felt a thrill and terror shiver through her body. She knew she’d have to face Jacob at some point, but this opportunity with Thomas seemed right.

Diane snorted. Thomas grabbed Diane’s hair and said, “That’s enough from you. Go home.”

Diane looked up pleading, “But I have more time?”

Thomas pushed her away, “Then sell your pussy on the street, I don’t care. Just leave. Grace is spending the night.” His eyes stayed on Grace the whole time.

Diane glared at Grace as she pulled on her slinky dress and walked out the back door.

Thomas said nothing, just kept watching Grace as he moved to the display cases. He moved the beautiful steaks and chicken cuts and roasts around, leaving the fourth case at the end empty. Grace watched as Thomas bent and flicked a switch, causing the compressor in the empty case to go silent.

Thomas approached Grace, getting so close she could feel the heat from his body. He looked into her eyes, making her nearly swoon at the attention, “You want to spend the night?”

Grace nodded, not trusting her voice. She thought of Jacob, but only briefly, as unimportant as a missed nail appointment.

Thomas smiled broadly, his white teeth shining. She wanted to lie in bed with him, feel his muscular arms.

“I have an apartment upstairs,” He smiled. Grace was ready to go.

“But you’re meat, so you stay in the case,” he gestured to the empty display case.

Grace looked at the empty case, surprise showing on her face.

“Yeah, right there on the bottom shelf,” Thomas smiled. “Sometimes I get hungry in the middle of the night,” he grinned.

Grace slowly headed to get her coat, but was brought up short by Thomas voice, “None of the other meat wears clothes. Make sure your best side is showing.”

As Grace climbed into the display, her naked full front on display, she noticed Thomas writing on a price tag. Grace watched him, feeling the vestiges of frost melt away underneath her. She should be able to endure the night at this temperature, but the hard case would leave her achy.

Thomas approached the case, then held out the tag for her to see. It was exactly like the other meat tags, only read: “Prime Slut: $30/lb” She watched him affix it to the case in front of her. He slid open the back of the case and said, “I’ll be back sometime to check on the meat. I’m always the first one in the shop.” He looked her over for a minute, then said, “You’re the best piece of meat in here, by the way.” He chuckled as the door slid shut.

Grace laid there for over an hour, slightly adjusting to find a comfortable position after the shop lights shut off. As she thought about Jacob, and the lie she would use, she saw eyes peeping in through the slim gaps in the security gate covering the window. Grace stretched out to give them a good view - she didn’t know anyone who would be downtown lurking at this hour, and the embarrassment heated her some.

***

In the morning, she awoke to the feeling of powerful hands on her, lifting her out of the case. When she blinked the sleep out of her eyes, she saw Thomas’ face over hers, and felt his hands on her ass as she lay on the metal prep table.

He was smiling, “When I came down last night you were sleeping so perfectly. Everything was on perfect display in the case. I took some pictures, sent them to your phone. What did you tell your husband?”

Grace was still waking, “Um, nothing. I didn’t send him a message.”

Thomas grinned, “Well, might as well send you home with something for your troubles.” She felt her legs spread, the muscles aching from laying in the cold hard case. As she felt her labia parted by Thomas’ enormous cock, he said, “I never fucked a frozen pussy before. You feel so warm inside!”

Grace could only groan as she felt him invading her, stretching her, warming her. Grace hooked her legs behind his, wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling her face up for a kiss. She wanted this, needed this. She earned this!

Thomas gave her the fucking she needed. No interference from Kit, or Diane; no words from Molly. He straight up fucked her like an animal, and she begged him for it. Urging him to ruin her before she went home, cum in her, claiming her as his own.

When he finally groaned and filled her, leaving her lying on the sweaty metal table, Grace was satisfied.

He looked down at her, smiled, and said, “I wonder what your husband would think if he saw you like this.” His hand stroked her hair, almost gentle. “Maybe he should.”

Grace froze. The blood drained from her face. For a second, she wanted to vomit, to crawl away and never come back.

But she didn’t move.

Thomas saw the look in her eyes. His smile widened. “Don’t worry,” he said. “He’ll get his turn. I promise.”

She walked home that morning, ass throbbing, cum still leaking down her thighs, and wondered what it would be like to let Jacob see her this way. Would he hate her, or would he finally fuck her like she needed?

***

When Grace entered the house that morning, her hair was matted, her legs sticky from cum, and the coat she wore was missing a button. Her hands shook on the front door, keys jabbing at the lock until she finally forced it open. It was past the time Jacob went to work, so she’d have the day to prepare her excuses,

Inside, everything was wrong.

The house was clean. Not just tidy—gleaming. The floors, usually dusted with grit and sock lint, were scrubbed to a wet shine. The kitchen counters were bare, wiped so thoroughly the old laminate showed a pale new color underneath. Even the air smelled different: lemon, bleach, a sharpness that made her nostrils burn.

Jacob sat at the table, in the dark, hands folded like he was waiting for a funeral to start. The only light came from the window above the sink, an anemic wash that made his face look hollow and strange.

Grace dropped her bag by the door and stood there, stupid and guilty. The silence ticked on, a metronome of her own heartbeat.

He spoke first, voice quiet, tired. “You’re late.”

She looked at the clock. Six-twenty. “I—”

Jacob didn’t let her finish. “You said you’d be home for dinner.”

She tried to remember what excuse she’d given last night, but the memory slipped away, slick and unreachable. “Sorry,” she said, the word pathetic as it left her lips.

He didn’t move. “I made roast chicken. Your favorite.”

Grace looked to the oven. The plate was still there, covered in foil, a polite monument to the person she was supposed to be.

He stared at her for a long time, eyes unmoving. Finally, he said, “I called Sarah.”

A beat passed.

“She said she hasn’t seen you in weeks.” His voice was flat. No accusation, just fact.

Grace’s throat went dry. “I’m sorry,” she tried again, but it sounded even weaker.

He unfolded his hands, picked up something from the table: her phone. She must have left it at home, in her rush.

Jacob held it out. The screen was bright, a dozen unread messages stacked up, all from the same number. All from Thomas.

Jacob unlocked it, scrolled, then set it down so she could see.

She didn’t want to look. She did anyway.

The messages started simple—“be here in 5,” “you better be wet”—then turned brutal. Videos. Photos. One, a close-up of her own face, lips stretched wide, eyes glassy, a string of cum running down her cheek. Then the pictures of her in the meat case - naked, labeled.

Jacob said nothing. He just waited, breathing slow and even.

Grace went cold.

He looked at her and asked, “Who is he?”

She opened her mouth to lie, but nothing came out. She looked at the messages, the video, her own ruined face. She swallowed and said, “He’s the butcher. At Atwood Meats.”

Jacob nodded, as if he already knew.

“Are you sleeping with him?” he asked, still gentle.

Grace nodded, unable to speak.

Jacob stared at her a long time, then reached for the phone. He scrolled down, reading a message out loud:

“Bring the redhead next time. I want to see her eat it straight from your cunt.”

He looked up. “Is that… you?”

Grace felt her whole body go numb. “Yes.”

Jacob’s eyes flicked to her hands, her arms, her neck. “Does he hurt you?” he asked, but there was no anger, just a weird, quiet wonder.

She shook her head, then nodded. “A little.”

He leaned back, as if considering this. “Do you want him to?”

Grace felt the shame bloom up her spine, hot and icy at the same time. “Yes.”

He took this in, slow and careful. “Tell me,” he said, not as a request but an order. “What does he do to you?”

Grace’s lips trembled. She sat down across from him, pulled her coat tight. The words tumbled out, low and wild:

“He makes me kneel. He puts his cock in my mouth and makes me swallow. Sometimes he brings other women, and I have to watch him fuck them. Or they watch him fuck me. Or we fuck each other.”

Jacob’s face didn’t change, but his fingers twitched once, then stilled.

“He makes me… do things. I lick him clean after. I lick the other women. Sometimes he fucks me in the ass. Last time, he made me eat him out while the others laughed at me.”

“He never uses a condom. He said I belonged to him, and that’s how I’d know. He’d finish inside, then make me walk home with it dripping out of me.”

She felt her face burn. Tears stung at the corners of her eyes, but she blinked them away.

Jacob listened, rapt, as if she were reading out loud from a medical manual.

“Do you like it?” he asked.

She nodded, lips barely moving.

He leaned in, close enough that she smelled the aftershave, the sweat, the hurt. “Why?” he asked. “What does he have that I don’t?”

She thought of Thomas’s hands, the way they dwarfed hers, the violence and certainty of his body. She tried to find the words.

“He… doesn’t care what I want. He takes it. He uses me. He makes me feel like nothing, and it’s—” She stopped, couldn’t finish.

Jacob finished it for her. “Good?”

She nodded again, and the tears finally came, “and his cock is huge.”

Jacob leaned in, elbows pressed to the table, face close.

“Did you ever think about me, when you were with him?”

Grace let herself remember. “Yes,” she said. “Sometimes I thought about you watching. Sometimes I wished you’d walk in and see me like that.”

Jacob’s eyelids fluttered. He looked at her, parted his lips, closed them, then reached over. He gripped her hand in both of his, cold skin, fierce pressure. “Thank you for telling me,” he said.

She wiped her face, snot and tears, and mascara smeared on her sleeve.

They sat in silence until Jacob said, “I want to meet him.”

Grace looked up, startled. “What?”

“I want to meet him,” Jacob said, not angry, not pleading, just matter-of-fact. “Later. After work.”

She didn’t know what to say, so she nodded.

Jacob stood, kissed her forehead, then turned away. He left her at the table, still holding the phone.

She stared at the messages, the videos, the proof.

Her hands shook as she typed out a reply to Thomas: “He knows. He wants to meet.”

The answer came back in seconds. “Good. Tonight. I’ve been waiting for this.”

Grace put the phone down, heart thundering in her chest, and waited for the word to stop spinning and bucking.


Chapter 7: Depths of Depravity

After Grace confessed, everything felt wrong in the house, the air thick and off, like they’d been hit by a thunderclap. Jacob returned and put his arms around her, whispered in her ear. “I still love you.” That made her feel even worse.

He reached to pull her coat off, but she resisted. He said, “You’re naked.” Her hands slipped away, letting him pull the coat off, exposing her.

She rose, “Let me get cleaned up and dressed.”

Jacob inspected her, “No. Stay this way.” When she gave him a questioning look, he said, “You go to him that way, I want to see you this way as well.”

“But, but I’m…” Grace started.

Jacob finished, “A mess. Used.” He glanced down, “Dripping his cum.” He looked closer at her hips, added, “Bruised. Do you like him to hurt you?”

Grace mumbled, “Uh huh.”

“Does he call you names?”

Grace looked down, “Slut, Whore, Cunt.”

“And you like it?”

Grace nodded. She could feel their marriage crumbling. There’s no way Jacob wanted her like this, she was no longer his sweet wife.

Jacob sat at the table, his eyes on the streaks of cum stuck to her legs. He looked up at her and said, “Make me breakfast, slut. Then you can clean up.”

Grace breathed in, audible in the silent kitchen, looked at Jacob before slowly turning to the fridge.

“Not the same when I say it?”

Grace turned her head, looked over her shoulder at him, “No. Not the same. You, you… love me. To him, I’m just a…”

“Slut?” Jacob offered.

“Hole. I’m just a hole, or set of holes,” she turned to the fridge.

They both pretended it was a normal breakfast, despite the burning in her ass, and the cum stuck to her legs, and the bruises on her hips. She sat and watched Jacob chew for a while, before he looked up and said, “You can go get cleaned now.”

Grace fled to the bathroom, flipped on the shower. She paused before stepping in, examining the bruises and dried cum. Contemplating whether she preferred clean or dirty. Definitely dirty, but she’d get clean for her husband.

***

And then, just before dinner, someone hammered on the door. Not a neighbor knocking, more like a cop coming to kick the door in—a pounding that set the glass in the window rattling so hard it was a wonder it didn’t shatter. Grace jumped. Jacob looked up, startled, face washed pale. They both knew exactly who it was.

She walked toward the door, her hands fluttering at her waist, and then hesitated. Jacob trailed behind her, tight-lipped, barely breathing.

She opened the door.

Thomas filled the doorway, shoulders braced to the frame, looking even bigger than she remembered. His forearms gleamed with sweat, a tight t-shirt stretched over his chest, the kind of chest you could break rocks on. Veins corded up at his neck, skin shining. He didn’t say hello.

“Let’s not do the song and dance,” Thomas said, voice hard and booming straight into the kitchen. “Just let me in.”

Grace stepped aside, heart in her throat. He stalked inside, eyes sweeping the room, landing on Jacob and pinning him there. The butcher’s presence pushed all the air out of the kitchen; he moved to the table, arms loose, and zeroed in across from Jacob. Jacob sat locked stiff in place, like he wanted to disappear into the chair.

Grace hovered at the far wall, back pressed so hard she might leave a dent, her body wired with a panicky, electric need to move or scream, but she didn’t do either.

Thomas gave Jacob a long, up-and-down look, taking in everything from the thinning hair to the shoes Grace herself had polished just days ago. A shark’s grin split his face.

“Jacob, yeah?” Thomas said, slow and deliberate, rolling the name around in his mouth.

Jacob nodded. “Yes.”

Thomas flicked a glance at Grace, then back to Jacob. “You have any clue what your wife’s been up to?”

Jacob tried to answer, voice catching. “She told me,” he managed, the words barely there.

Thomas’s mouth curled. “Did she tell you the whole story?”

Jacob’s throat worked. “Most of it.”

“Most of it,” Thomas echoed, laughing—a rough sound, like a bark. “I’ll fill in the blanks for you.”

He turned to Grace, eyes hard as a fist. “Did you tell him about the other women? The games? How she begs for it, like a real little slut?”

Grace burned all over, the color spreading down her neck; she nodded, fighting the shame.

Thomas prowled closer to Jacob, looming until the smaller man was lost in his shadow. “Did you ever wonder what she looks like when she comes for me?” he said, voice dropping low.

Jacob’s gaze dropped, but Thomas caught his chin, two fingers and a little force. Like flipping a light switch, he made Jacob look up.

“When I talk, you look at me,” Thomas ordered, not raising his voice.

Jacob stared, trapped.

Thomas let go. He walked around the table, slow and sure, boots creaking the floor. He stopped right behind Grace, close enough that she felt him breathing.

“You thought she only wanted it to be gentle,” he said, like he was reading out the charges. “But she wants more. She wants something else.”

Jacob didn’t answer. Didn’t even breathe unless he had to.

Thomas leaned in at Grace’s ear. “Show him.”

She turned, a little dazed, heart jack hammering.

“Show him?” Grace echoed.

“Show him how I treat you,” Thomas said. “Right here in your own kitchen.”

She froze for half a second, torn between the shame that buckled her and the wild, bright heat gnawing at her insides.

Thomas clamped a hand on her hip, dragging her back to him, and Grace  went soft, compliant. His other hand came up to her chin, angling her face for Jacob to watch, making sure he had a front-row seat.

“Keep your eyes open,” Thomas said, syrupy slow.

He slid his hand under the blouse, up her stomach, big fingers spreading warm and wide. She gasped when he clamped her breast, squeezing hard, thumb teasing until her nipple hardened. He didn’t pause; he yanked her blouse higher, exposing her skin. She turned scarlet, but didn’t resist.

Jacob just stared, knuckles white on a ripped napkin he was shredding in his lap.

Thomas kissed her neck, biting down hard enough to leave a mark. “She loves when I leave bruises,” he said, voice thick, and bit again, making Grace whimper.

Then he spun her, rough, dropping her to her knees on the cold kitchen floor. “Go on, Grace,” Thomas said. “You know what to do.”

Grace obeyed. Hands fumbled at his belt, popping it loose, nerves making her shaky. She pulled out his cock, already hard and slick at the tip. Thomas grabbed the back of her head and lined her up, pushing his cock into her mouth. Grace closed her eyes as heat and humiliation tangled together, the need burning in her belly.

He started slow, thrusting gently, then picked up speed, holding her in place, fucking her mouth deep until she gagged and had to brace herself. Tears wet her cheeks, but she didn’t stop.

Thomas kept his stare locked on Jacob, almost smirking. “Have you ever seen her suck cock like this?” he said. “Have you ever made her cry?”

Jacob squeezed his fists tighter, shaking his head.

Thomas laughed, deep and rough. “Lucky bastard,” he said. “Most husbands never get to see their wives like this.”

He pulled her in tight, burying her nose at his groin, making her choke on his cock. When he let up, her face was a mess of spit and pre-cum.

Thomas let his cock hang there, then turned to Jacob.

“On your feet,” Thomas said.

Jacob staggered upright.

Thomas got in close, chest to chest. “You will not stop this,” he said, real quiet. “You’re going to watch and learn.”

Jacob nodded, staring at Thomas, at his cock, at Grace, then back again. Something had cracked in him.

Thomas grabbed Jacob’s shoulder, forcing him down. “Kneel.”

Jacob dropped, kneeling by Grace, face burning, eyes rigid with embarrassment.

Thomas eyed them both. “That’s the way. Stay right there.”

He smoothed Grace’s hair, almost gentle, then set his sights on Jacob.

“You’ve been starving my girl for years,” Thomas said, voice echoing through the kitchen. “Time to see how a man takes care of her.”

Grace watched, heart pounding, a current running through her body. The sight of Jacob kneeling next to her, head down, should have made her sick with guilt or fear. All it did was make her throb, like Thomas had plugged her straight into a live wire.

Thomas saw it, the hunger in her. He leaned down, voice in her ear.

“See? He wants it too,” Thomas said.

Grace looked at Jacob. He was breathing hard, pupils huge.

“Open your mouth,” Thomas commanded.

Jacob obeyed.

Thomas took his cock to Grace first, guiding her lips over the head, then jerked out and pressed it to Jacob’s mouth. Jacob hesitated, but Thomas held him firm, and Jacob let it slide in, at first tentative, then more eager.

Grace couldn’t look away: her husband taking Thomas’s cock, lips stretched, soaked in spit and shame and something sweeter.

Thomas swapped between the two of them, using both mouths, smearing spit and pre-come everywhere, owning them both. The power of it, the pure control, made Grace tremble.

Finally, Thomas pulled out, wiped himself on Jacob’s cheek, then zipped his jeans back up.

He looked down at them, still kneeling.

“This is your life now,” Thomas said. “You’re mine. Both of you.”

Jacob nodded, no fight left.

Grace nodded too, body humming.

Thomas walked out, boots heavy on the steps, and the kitchen went silent but for the sound of their breathing.

They stayed there, on the floor, until the echo of his footsteps faded.

And then Jacob finally reached for Grace ’s hand and held on tight. Neither of them had expected this.

***

The next day was Saturday. Grace and Jacob tried to treat this like any normal weekend. Grace tried to clean, wiping crumbs from the counter, but all she could see was the memory: the ache in her knees, Thomas’s hand pressed at her neck, Jacob kneeling beside her, uncertain conspirator.

Nobody said much as they settled in the living room. Jacob grabbed the remote, flicked channels without landing; he looked more stumped than upset, his brow furrowed as if he were working a puzzle he couldn’t solve.

She fixed lunch for them; they left it untouched. She watched the clock, marking the slow crawl of the hands. The tension was a hot wire in her chest. Thomas would come back. She knew it like she knew the sun would rise. She even wanted it, wanted to see how far things could go - how Jacob would fit in. She knew Thomas wanted to show Jacob how brutally he treated her- she wanted Jacob to understand .

At two sharp, just as she’d begun to think maybe he wouldn’t show, there was a knock. This time Jacob moved first, answering the door while Grace hovered at the sink, hands tight on a towel. Thomas came striding in, boots heavy, black t-shirt clinging to shoulders, his arms even rawer red than the day before.

He didn’t bother waiting for small talk. He gave the living room a sweep with his eyes, then jabbed a finger toward it. “Go sit,” he said to Jacob.

Jacob didn’t argue. He shuffled to the old recliner and dropped into it, hands folded docile in his lap. Thomas jerked his chin at Grace, gesturing to the couch. “You. There.”

So she went. Her legs felt numb, floaty. She sank into the cushions, squeezing her hands together, pulse loud in her ears. She wanted to spread her legs for him, but waited.

Thomas shut the door, then prowled over, all loose confidence, like he owned every inch of the place. He sprawled onto the sofa beside Grace, arm draped across the back, closing her in. But his eyes were on Jacob, pinning him to the chair.

“Comfortable?” Thomas asked.

Jacob was mute a beat too long. Thomas cocked his head; Jacob mumbled, “Yes.”

Thomas grinned, slow and sharp. He turned to Grace. “Show me how much you missed me,” he said.

Her cheeks burned, but her body was already leaning in. She edged closer, thigh tight to his, the solid heat of him bleeding through denim. He grabbed her jaw, making her face him. “Kiss me,” he ordered.

She did, timid at first, then greedy. His teeth caught her lower lip, biting hard enough to pulse, then his tongue filled her mouth, rough, insistent, claiming. She moaned like she wanted it. She did.

He broke away, licking her taste from his teeth. “Look at your husband,” he murmured.

She glanced across. Jacob was staring, his hands white-knuckled on the chair arms, chest fluttering in choppy breaths.

Thomas laughed, low and nasty. “See how he watches? Pathetic. He knows you’re a whore.”

His hand went under her shirt, fingers rough, pawing at her breast, squeezing until she gasped. He didn’t let up. He pulled her shirt up and off, baring her in the daylight, skin on display for Jacob.

She looked over again. Jacob’s face had gone blotched red; his mouth hung open. He didn’t move. Just stared.

Thomas kneaded both her breasts, pinching until the nipples peaked. “She’s so much better than you deserve,” he called out to Jacob. “Did you ever even try to satisfy her? Or were you too scared she’d want more?”

Jacob’s gaze flickered down, then back again, lips working on words that never made it out.

“Don’t talk,” Thomas said. “Just watch.”

He yanked Grace’s skirt up, peeled her panties off, leaving her exposed and shivering in the open air. His hand found her, fingers spreading her, stroking until she was wet and twitching, then he shoved two fingers in, pumping with steady force.

Grace arched, grinding down onto his hand, her need too obvious to hide. She could feel every movement, and so could Jacob, sitting less than ten feet away. She knew he wanted to watch as she moaned..

Thomas held up his fingers, glistening. “When was the last time you got your wife this wet, Jacob?” he taunted.

Jacob didn’t answer. He couldn’t.

Thomas smeared her juices along her thigh, then he opened his jeans, pushed them to the floor, his cock out, thick and angry, glinting in the dead quiet of the house. He turned Grace to face Jacob, holding her by the shoulders.

“What do you think? Do you think she wants me?” Thomas asked, taunting Jacob.

Jacob answered, the first sign of control, “Ruin her.”

Thomas drove into Grace with a single thrust, deep enough to make her gasp. He didn’t wait for her to adjust; he set a punishing rhythm, hard, fast, the slap of skin echoing off cheap furniture and bare walls.

Grace made a sound—not quite a scream, but just as raw. The feeling tore through her: the stretch, the friction, every greedy inch, all made hotter by Jacob’s stare. She met his eyes with every bounce, watched his face go slack and hungry and miserable all at once.

“See that?” Thomas grunted, voice thick. “Your wife needs a real man.”

Grace let herself chase it, grinding back, nails digging into the sofa, letting every moan out because she wanted Jacob to hear it. Across the room, he watched her in a trance. She could see what it was doing to him—the longing, the shame, the surrender. She smiled at him, just to twist the knife, and he flinched.

Thomas bent to her ear. “Tell him,” he hissed. “Tell him how it feels.”

She almost choked, but made herself say it: “It feels incredible. Better than anything you ever gave me.”

Thomas snorted, then bucked into her, every thrust brutal. “You hear that, cuck?” he called. “This is what your wife needs.”

Jacob’s hands dropped to his lap. There it was: the bulge, straining his jeans, desperate to be noticed. He made no attempt to hide it.

Thomas’s laugh was deep and cruel. “You enjoy watching me fuck your wife. Don’t you?”

Jacob’s nod was barely there, but plain.

Grace shattered, coming so hard she saw stars. She screamed, biting her fist to muffle it, her whole body locked and twitching around Thomas’s cock.

Thomas didn’t pause. He manhandled her onto the couch arm, bent her over, held her down by the small of her back. A wet sound as he spit on her ass, then worked his thumb inside, stretching her open.

“You ever fuck her ass?” Thomas barked at Jacob.

Jacob shook his head, blushing darker.

“Knew it,” Thomas said. “You don’t deserve her.”

Another glob of spit; then Thomas lined up and shoved his cock in her ass, slow but implacable, stretching her to burning. Grace howled, part pain, part hunger, and Thomas just gripped her harder, pounding her, using her.

He twisted her so Jacob could see everything. Jacob stared, transfixed, face purple with humiliation and heat as he watched his wife’s ass ravaged by a huge black cock.

“She’s mine, now,” Thomas rasped, rutting into her. “You get that? Your wife is mine.”

Tears streamed down Jacob’s face, but he nodded.

Thomas finished, coming deep inside her, then pulling out to watch the mess ooze down her thighs. He wiped himself on her skirt, then turned to Jacob.

“Clean her up,” Thomas said. “You want her, then clean up after me.”

Jacob stood, legs buckling, and knelt behind Grace, eyes locked on the mess. He hesitated.

“Lick it,” Thomas commanded. “I want you to taste what your wife’s like when she’s satisfied.”

So Jacob obeyed. He leaned in, trembling, and started licking the cum from her ass, gentle, as if repairing some damage. Grace  glanced back, saw him working until every trace was gone.

“Get in deep,” she urged, voice shredded. “Don’t stop until it’s all gone.”

He did, licking every drop, even sucking the last from her hole. When he finished, he looked up, face streaked with tears and wetness, and grinned, shaky but real.

Thomas threw his head back and laughed, raw and satisfied.

He zipped up and slapped Jacob’s shoulder, almost friendly. “Good boy.”

Grace spun around, grabbed Jacob, kissed him hard, tasting herself and Thomas, the whole mix, the end of everything that had come before.

Thomas stood over them, arms folded. “I’ll be back next Sunday,” he promised. “And every Sunday after. You better be ready.”

Jacob nodded, his hand touching Grace  gently, careful not to injure Thomas’ property.

Thomas left. The door slammed shut.

Grace and Jacob stayed tangled on the couch, the taste and the shame still in their mouths, nothing left to say.

For the first time, the house felt like it belonged to them.


Chapter 8: Tale of Two Whores

That week, Jacob was a changed man. Despite his humiliation in front of Thomas, he was more assertive with Grace.

The first evening, after dinner was finished, they moved the plates to the sink as usual. Jacob took his place next to Grace as she began running the water. Rather than pick up the drying towel, he looked at her strangely.

“Get on your knees,” Jacob directed. He was wearing a determined face, not the soft, weak face he usually wore.

“What?” Grace couldn’t fathom those words coming from her Jacob.

He reached up and touched her shoulder, then said, "Get on your knees and suck my dick."

Grace looked surprised, but Jacob continued, "You looked great with the baker’s big black cock in your mouth, but mine will have to do. Suck me off like you did for him.”

Grace felt a thrill, a fear that reminded her of Thomas. She slowly sank to the floor, facing her husband. She was surprised to find he was already hard as she carefully unbuckled his pants and pushed them to the floor. This was new; he was never hard at the start. As his erection pointed at her face, she looked up at him.

“Go on, slut, suck me off just like you sucked the black guy off. I know you want to taste cum.”

Grace  was shocked, but thrilled, by this new version of Jacob. She leaned forward, taking him in her mouth. She started bobbing her head like she did for Thomas, but it wasn't as difficult because of Jacob's smaller size.

After only a few minutes, she felt Jacob's hands on her head and heard a grunt that signaled his orgasm. She tasted his cum as he spurted into her mouth. She swallowed it down and continued sucking until he was done.

When she looked up, Jacob had a slight smile and said, "You're really good at that. I'm glad you've practiced with him, and I was being truthful when I said you looked great with his big black cock in your mouth."

Grace looked at him, the taste of his cum still in her mouth, and wondered how much Jacob had truly changed. He pulled up his pants, picked up the drying towel, and said, "Now, let's get these dishes cleaned."

***

The next night, as she waited for Jacob to return from work, she got the expected call at 5:10.

“Hi, Jacob,” she greeted him as always.

“Hello, Grace. I'm heading home. Be naked when I get there.”

“What?” Grace said into the phone, but the connection was already dead.

She thought about his words and realized he sounded just like the previous night when he told her to suck him off. She knew he wasn't kidding, so she quickly stripped, hanging her clothes neatly in the closet. She looked at herself in the mirror, still wearing her bra and panties, and then realized he had said naked . She stripped off her last two remaining garments.

She felt exposed and vulnerable as she stood downstairs, completely naked, waiting for her husband to drive home. She recognized the thrill she felt when she was naked in Thomas's shop. When she heard Jacob's car roll into the driveway, she went to the hallway and got on her knees, assuming he wanted the same as the night before.

Jacob opened the door and saw her naked. “Very good,” he said with a smile as he placed his briefcase in its usual spot. Grace could see the front lawn and the walkway because he hadn't closed the door. She said quietly, “Close the door.”

Jacob looked around and opened the door completely. “Are you afraid the neighbors will see you? If they do, I suppose you'll have to service them as well. I could tell by the way you submitted to the baker that you truly want to be a slut. I’m sure Jerry won’t say ‘no’ to fucking your face.” He smiled, “That might be fun to watch.”

Grace didn’t argue, but she pleaded, “They’re your neighbors too.”

Jacob couldn’t be as cruel as Thomas, so he quickly shut the door and turned back to Grace. Grace sighed in relief, even though she was secretly hoping someone would see her naked on her knees like this.

As Grace reached for Jacob’s belt, he said, “Not tonight. Bend over the sofa. I’m going to fuck your ass. I saw the way you moaned when the baker fucked you, and I want the same.”

Grace was surprised but quickly scrambled to her feet and bent over the sofa. She heard Jacob unbuckle his pants and push them off. She watched him from the corner of her eye as he picked up her purse and rifled through it. His hand emerged, gripping the small bottle of lube she kept in there.

Jacob stood in front of her, holding the lube and the purse. “I should have known—a slut is always ready.” He dropped her purse on the sofa, letting the contents spill. Grace wanted to reach for it, to straighten out her life or at least the small portion she could control. Before her hands could reach forward, she heard Jacob say, “Spread yourself for me, just like you do for the baker.”

Grace complied, reaching back and spreading her cheeks, exposing herself obscenely to her husband. Something seemed wrong about this, even though she had done it dozens of times for Thomas.

She felt the cool lube on her anus and then felt Jacob’s fingers inside as he applied more. “Funny how all these years I never even attempted your ass, but within weeks of knowing that black guy, he was pumping your pucker like he owned it.”

Jacob laughed. “I guess he does. At least now I don’t have to be gentle. You should be good and stretched after taking that big black cock. You really are a slut, Grace.”

Grace wanted to respond, but the only thing that came out of her mouth was a deep groan as she felt Jacob push himself into her.

“Wow, this is tight. At least he didn't ruin you for everyone else.” As Jacob pumped away, he continued, “I wonder how many of his friends he will give you to. He said he owns you, Grace, and I can see in your eyes that he does, but you were right—you are just a set of holes to him, and I'm certain he'll be passing you around. I’m just glad I got to use your ass before it is ruined.”

Grace's brain was on fire. Thomas wouldn’t do that, would he? Was she really just another piece of meat to him? Oh my God, she had even called herself that. She imagined being bent over a prep table as other men took her from behind.

Her thoughts were interrupted by Jacob’s loud groan as he shifted and pushed into her. She knew he was filling her with his cum, which was exciting. She felt him pull out and say, “God, that was so good. Stay there. I'm going to clean you out.”

Grace was shocked at his words and even more shocked to feel his tongue against her ass. It was both exciting and revolting, thinking about her husband licking her anus to retrieve his cum.

It didn't take him long. As he pulled away from her, he said, “I might as well get used to it. Your baker was very clear that I would have to keep doing this.” Grace  turned to look at her husband, and he said, “You enjoyed having me eat his cum out of you, didn't you?” It wasn’t a question so much as a statement. Grace  gave the slightest nod.

The rest of the weekdays were repeats of naked, then fucking or blowjobs in the kitchen. Poor Jacob wasn’t very inventive, but she knew he’d learn other debasements as he watched Thomas use her. On Saturday, she realized that her life had gone from a sexless marriage, to violations every day. Not ‘sex,’ not ‘love,’ but ‘violations.’ She loved to be violated, having no say in what happened, but eagerly taking whatever Jacob or Thomas wanted.

***

Sunday dawned, and both Grace and Jacob were nervous.

The plan wasn’t much of a plan: just wait. Maybe the phone would ring, or someone would knock, but Jacob was betting on silence. Grace  could feel the hope rolling off him, like if he wanted it bad enough the world would leave them alone. But the house was buzzing with the kind of dread that said something was coming, something that couldn’t be stopped. She got dressed in things she would never have worn before: a navy top that hugged her and showed everything, no bra underneath; a skirt so brief she couldn’t sit without showing herself, no panties. She left her hair a wild mess and didn't even bother with lipstick.

They sat across from each other at the table. Jacob had gone through three cups of coffee before she even finished the first. Grace drank hers cold, just to have a different feeling in her mouth. Every few seconds Jacob’s knee would bounce, the whole table shaking. Grace just stared, willing him to say something, anything, but he kept swallowing his words.

Jacob asked softly, “Are you ready for this?”

Grace  looked at him questioning, “For this?”

Jacob gave her a frank look, “Come on Grace . We both know he’ll be here to use you, to treat you like a cheap slut. He says he owns you, and it seem to be true. Do you like being a black man’s whore? Are you excited to be abused? Are you wet now, waiting for him?”

Grace  nodded slightly, “Do you hate me?”

Jacob sighed, “No, I love you Grace . But if you’re going to be his whore, then at least I get to watch.”

Grace  was about to respond, but was cut off.

Suddenly the front door just opened with the certainty of a homeowner, not a guest. Grace  nearly spilled her coffee; Jacob jumped so hard he bit his tongue. Thomas was in the doorway, taking up the entire frame and grinning like this was his party. His black t-shirt was stretched tight over his chest, arms marked with new and fading bruises—as if he’d fought a war with his fists and won.

Grace  looked at him questioning, “For this?”

Jacob gave her a frank look, “Come on Grace . We both know he’ll be here to use you, to treat you like a cheap slut. He says he owns you, and it seem to be true. Do you like being a black man’s whore? Are you excited to be abused? Are you wet now, waiting for him?”

Grace  nodded slightly, “Do you hate me?”

Jacob sighed, “No, I love you Grace . But if you’re going to be his whore, then at least I get to watch.”

Grace  was about to respond, but was cut off.

Suddenly the front door just opened with the certainty of a homeowner, not a guest. Grace  nearly spilled her coffee; Jacob jumped so hard he bit his tongue. Thomas was in the doorway, taking up the whole frame and grinning like this was his party. His black t-shirt was stretched tight over his chest, arms marked with new and fading bruises—as if he’d fought a war with his fists and won.

But it was the three women behind him that made everything freeze. Diane: tall, stiff, chin up, eyes scanning the house like she was looking for code violations. Kit: petite, wiry, red hair warning of danger, already snapping her gum, shouldering the door wider. Molly, youngest, almost floating behind the others, brown velvet choker around her throat, nothing but freckles and attitude above the waist. All three were dressed for trouble, and they brought it with them right into the room.

Thomas didn’t just walk in. He stormed the place, boots hitting the floor hard enough to shake the pictures. The women followed, each one giving Grace  and Jacob a look, the look you give something you might buy if it was on sale. Molly’s eyes locked on Jacob. She giggled, said something to Kit, who just rolled her eyes and muttered, “cuck.”

Diane was the first to drop her words into the silence. “Not bad for a whore,” she said, looking Grace up and down, nose wrinkled. “But I thought there’d be more carpet. Less beige.”

Thomas laughed and zeroed in on Jacob, who was still in his chair. “Jesus, pal, are you still sitting? Get off your ass. Show respect to the ladies.” He slammed Jacob on the back, hard enough to mean it, then shoved him toward the middle of the kitchen.

Jacob almost tripped, face red and confused. He looked at Grace, then the floor, then back up at Diane, who was already rearranging the fridge magnets with contempt. Kit and Molly circled him, Molly running a painted finger down his jaw. “This the cleanup boy?” she cooed.

Grace felt her cheeks burn, but there was a rush in it, too—the way the girls eyed her and Jacob, like they expected a show and already knew the script. She stood up, let her skirt riding even higher, braced her shoulders.

Thomas grinned wide, teeth on display. “Yeah. Who would’ve guessed Grace had such a helpful husband.” He gave her a look, daring her.

She took his handoff. “If his cock isn’t much use, his mouth is,” Grace fired back, voice flat but steady. Molly squealed, Kit snorted with laughter.

Diane started clapping, slow and lazy. “Hear that, girls? The wife gets it. Maybe you’ll learn something today, Molly.”

Molly stuck out her tongue at Diane, but her eyes never left Jacob.

Thomas pointed right in front of him, all business now. “Grace, knees. Show the girls how it’s done.”

She dropped to her knees. The kitchen floor was cold and sticky on her legs. She looked up as Thomas undid his belt; the leather whipped free with a crack. He unzipped, pulled out his cock—it was already swelling, the head flushed and angry. He tapped it on her lips, then shoved it in without warning.

Grace gagged at first, but kept her balance, breathing deep as Thomas took her mouth over completely. His hand wrapped in her hair, holding her steady,pushing his cock in again and again. Grace flicked her eyes up and saw Diane at the fridge, arms crossed, watching her with a scowl. Kit had Jacob’s shirt off already, her fingernails digging little red lines into his skin. Molly was on her knees, both hands at Jacob’s belt, tongue out and eyes wide, hungry as a stray dog.

Thomas let the moment stretch, rocking into her mouth, not rushing. His gaze was locked on Jacob, who was panting, face bright red, cock hardening fast as Molly and Kit played with him through his boxers, shoving at each other like kids fighting over the last slice of cake.

“Look at this, Jake,” Thomas called, voice thick with pride. “Your wife knows her place. Maybe today’s your day to learn your place, huh?”

Grace moaned around his cock, the sound buzzing in her own ears. The humiliation tasted sweet now, dizzying. She wanted to win, to outdo the girls, to make Thomas see her as the best. Even bored Diane had stopped frowning and was sizing her up.

Thomas finally yanked her off, wiped her mouth with his thumb, then smeared the spit across her face. “Good girl,” he said, before spinning towards the others. “Diane, want a turn with the husband? Go wild. Show Grace how much he loves her.”

Diane didn’t waste a second. She snapped her fingers; Kit yanked down Jacob’s pants and boxers, his cock springing up, not as big as Thomas’s but not bad either, already dripping. Kit smiled and said, “Wow, nice. I was expecting a micro-penis.”

Molly clapped and bounced. Diane shoved Jacob into a chair, hiked up her own skirt (not a stitch underneath), and sat herself on him like mounting a throne. She started grinding, slow at first, then faster, moaning in satisfaction.

Kit watched them, biting her lip; Molly looked pissed, but Thomas shot them a glare. “Settle down, everyone gets a ride. Show Grace here how little she means to him.”

He palmed the top of Grace’s head, forced her mouth back on his cock. This time he fucked her face hard, his grip brutal, spit dripping down onto her knees. She didn’t dare look away, eyes fixed on him, her jaw aching. The other scene blurred at the edges: Diane bouncing on Jacob, Molly’s hair flashing by, Kit climbing onto the counter and peeling her jeans off.

“Harder,” Thomas demanded, and Grace went to work, cheeks hollowed, tongue swirling, focused on getting him off. Jacob was watching, and Thomas spoke to him, “You like this? You wife looks good with my black dick down her throat, huh?”

Everyone was surprised when Jacob said firmly, “Yes.”

Thomas barked a laugh as the girls giggled along, then Thomas yanked Grace’s hair, groaning, his cock pulsing in her throat. He held her tight while he flooded her mouth with his cum, and didn’t let up until he was sure she’d swallowed every drop. He smeared the rest over her lips, marking her.

Thomas surveyed the room. Diane was sitting on Jacob’s face, making him lick her clean, hands locked in his hair; Kit was on the edge of the counter, panties off, fingering herself while she watched; Molly crawled over, licking cum from Grace’s face before kissing her, mixing the taste.

Thomas clapped his hands, loud. “Alright, let’s see if the husband’s as good as Grace claims.”

He pointed straight at Kit’s spread thighs. “Jacob, get in there. You know the drill.”

Jacob extricated himself from under Diane, leaving Diane glaring. As they all watched, he approached Kit, who spread her legs for him. Grace saw him smile as he knelt and buried his face in Kit’s pussy, licking her like a porn star on crack. Kit shrieked, grinding into him, fingers twisted in his hair.

He smiled? Grace  thought. He wanted Kit. Thomas was right; he didn’t care about her.

They could all hear the sucking and licking wet noises as Kit writhed on the counter. Jacob reached up and grasped her ass, pulling her tighter to his face, then slid a finger into her anus, causing Kit to cry out. “Holy Fuck! Holy Fucking Fuck!” she screamed before wildly bucking though an orgasm peaked by an ear-splitting scream.

They could all hear the sucking and licking wet noises as Kit writhed on the counter. Jacob reached up and grasped her ass, pulling her tighter to his face, then slid a finger into her anus, causing Kit to cry out. “Holy Fuck! Holy Fucking Fuck!” she screamed before wildly bucking though an orgasm peaked by an ear-splitting scream.

Thomas leaned close to Grace, voice calm and close in her ear. “Now you see? This is how it’s going to be.”

Grace nodded, sticky and raw, electricity running all the way down her arms.

Molly grinned and kissed her again, whispering, “Does he eat you like that?”

Grace sobbed, “Never.”

Molly knew the game, she looked up at Thomas, who was watching as she said, “‘Cause he loves Kit more now.” She was rewarded by seeing a tear form at the corner of Grace’s eye. Thomas grinned, giving Molly an appreciative nod. They were going to break her today.

Their attention was yanked back to the counter as Kit thrashed and bucked again, screaming like a teapot as she grasped for the faucet, for the edge of the counter, for anything as she knocked a plant and the detergent bottles off the surface. Jacob’s face was lodged firmly against her pussy, his fingers inside of her as he sucked her clit like an industrial vacuum.

They could finally make out that Kit was crying, “Stop! Stop! Wait!”

Diane interceded, grabbing Jacob’s shoulder and pulling him away, “That’ll do, Pig. That’ll do.” Molly chuckled at the reference.

Even as Jacob stood back, Kit’s legs were vibrating, jerking like she had some palsy as her hands flailed, not quite gripping, but reaching for some unseen lifeline. She finally calmed after nearly two minutes of this, and sobbed, “I need a break.”

Diane and Molly stared wide-eyed at Kit, then at Jacob. Diane cracked, “The human orgasm needs a break?”

Molly stood and looked at Thomas. “Me next!” she implored. “My turn!”

Grace  stayed on her knees, surrounded by heat and laughter and the mess of bodies, and realized this was it: she’d wanted to be used, to be displayed, to be more than just a wife, a household utility. And Jacob was on the same page.

She smiled, wiped her chin, and waited for whatever happened next. 
***

Thomas didn’t give the room a chance to recover. He grabbed Grace by the hair - not roughly, but not playing. He hauled her up and guided her to the counter next to Kit’s limp figure. Thomas pushed her face against the marble, her ass sticking out. “Spread yourself,” he ordered, as he looked at Jacob, watching from a few feet away, his face still smeared with Kit’s juices.

Jacob watched his wife spread herself open obscenely, just as she had for him just a few days ago. He felt himself getting hard, anticipating the scene that was about to unfold.

“See that, boy? Know what that is?” Thomas barked at Jacob.

“Uh, a pussy?” Jacob said, weakly.

Thomas gave Grace’s ass a smack, the crack directing everyone to look. “It’s my cunt, buddy. And my asshole. This isn’t yours anymore, is it?”

Jacob’s mouth was dry, so he shook his head.

“Tell him who you belong to, Grace,” Thomas growled.

“I’m yours, Thomas. I belong to you. My cunt is yours, my ass is yours, my mouth is yours,” Grace’s voice echoed off the marble counter where her face rested.

Thomas grinned at Jacob, victory in his eyes. He lowered his voice, and asked, “What should I do, Jake?”

Jacob looked at Thomas’ enormous cock, hard as steel, hanging right behind his wife’s soft ass, the difference in colors was obscene, exciting. Jacob had been thinking about how this would look for days, and said what he was thinking. “Fuck her. Cum in her. Ruin her.”

Thomas’ eyebrows raised as he chuckled. “Hear that, slut? He wants me to ruin you.”

Grace’s voice came clear, “Do it.”

Thomas spit on his hand, lubing his cock, as his eyes held Jacob’s. Jacob watched as Thomas pushed his cock head into Grace , causing her to moan. Thomas drew a breath as he felt Grace ’s warmth engulf his shaft.

Molly moaned softly as she watched the scene, attracting Thomas’ attention. Thomas grinned, “He’s been a good boy, Molly. Go ahead and use his mouth all you want - at least until I nut in his whore wife, then he’s got cleanup duties.

Molly squealed and grabbed Jacob’s arm, forcing him to the floor. Diane stamped her foot, obviously not happy that she was being left out. As Thomas bottomed out in Grace , he said to Diane, “You can have him after.” He grinned, “If he fills you, we’ll make his slut eat it out of you. She’ll be your cleanup girl.” Diane smiled, and Thomas was sure that would be quite a spectacle.

Grace  moaned as Thomas began pounding her from behind. She loved the way he filled her, and she could ignore the slight pains from the bruises on her hips. She wanted Jacob to burn, if he wanted Kit and Molly, then she wanted him to know how she wanted Thomas. “Yes, Thomas! Fuck me harder! Cum in me! Give me your love!”

Thomas grasped her hips and pounded harder and deeper, encouraged by her words. Grace  could heal Molly even louder across the room.

“That’s it, get in there, you whore,” Molly said. “I bet my pussy tastes better than Kit’s, huh? So much younger and fresher! And so much sweeter than your wife’s crusty old cunt, huh?” She could hear Jacob’s voice, muffled by the press of Molly humping his face.

Molly moaned, “Oh, yeah, that’s it. Tickle that clit, baby. Careful with your fingers, hey! Whoa!” She wailed, apparently in orgasm, as Grace felt Thomas pound her harder.

Thomas leaned on top of her, taunting, “I bet he never did that to you, did he?”

Grace couldn’t admit it, just begged, “Oh God, please fuck me! Fucking use me, Thomas, please!”

Grace didn’t think Thomas could pound her harder - she was wrong. She thought her hips might crack as he slammed into her as she was pinned against the counter. She was moaning, almost drowning out the babbling coming from Molly. What were they doing?

As Grace  turned her head to the other side, she met Kit's eyes looking at her from a foot away. She was still laying on the countertop, but had regained her senses. Kit said softly, “I’m going to take your husband. You don’t deserve him.”

Grace  was curious just for a second, until she felt Thomas shove deep inside of her as he grunted, emptying his balls into her. The thought brought her long-overdue orgasm, causing her to buck and thrash, trapped under Thomas' powerful body.

She was recovering as she felt Thomas pull out of her, leaving her empty and hungry for more. Grace pushed herself up, and turned in time to hear Thomas say, “What the fuck?”

Jacob was lying on the floor on his back, his erection waving proudly as he panted, his face covered in slime: the juices from Kit and Molly. Molly was curled up on the floor, shivering as she stared at Jacob.

Diane was leaning against the refrigerator, pensively looking down at Molly and Jacob. She turned to Thomas and said, “I think he broke Molly, too..”

Thomas chuckled, “Holy shit boy, you’re going through my whores too fast.” He turned to Grace and said, “See what he did to Molly and Kit? You are definitely not his favorite. He’s just a whore like you.”

Thomas fixed Jacob with a hard look, “Time for cum cleanup, boy. First my cock, then your wife’s cunt. Do a good job, I left a lot.”

Grace watched, transfixed as her husband got on his hands and knees, and immediately began sucking and licking Thomas clean. He then turned to her, and pushed her on the counter, as he spread his legs and began lapping the semen running down her thighs.

Thomas rumbled, “Don’t break that one, boy. No orgasms for your wife - she still has a hole I wanna use.”

As Jacob licked away, Grace  felt her nipples harden as she grew excited. “That’s it, Jacob, eat all that cum. I love the way Thomas fucks me, you’ll be eating a lot from now on. You like the taste of his black cum?”

Jacob just moaned as he continued to lick and suck at her leaking hole.

Grace  taunted a bit more, “Your cum is never gonna be in there. It’s Thomas’ cunt now, understand?” Jacob mumbled something, but it was lost in the depths of her pussy.

Jacob finally finished, after every molecule was cleaned out of Grace. She felt a chill breeze against her exposed sex, wet with her husband's saliva.

Thomas was leaning against the refrigerator, his arms crossed and muscles bulging. His cock was hanging soft in front of him, still an impressive sight. He surveyed the wreckage: Kit laying across the counter, eyes dreamy and unfocused; Molly laying in a ball on the floor, shivering, staring at Jacob; Diane, standing at the end of the counter, an unreadable smile on her face; Grace , sitting on the counter, her legs spread and pussy glistening. Jacob was on the floor, looking up at Thomas, waiting for the next command.

Thomas chuckled and said, "Quite a cleanup boy, huh?” Diane said, “Yep,” Grace  nodded. Kit smiled, and Molly was still lost in a fog. “I think we need a break for a little while.”

He stared at Jacob, then at Grace. “Pick,” he said.

Jacob just blinked. “Pick what?”

“Pick a girl, any of the four of them,” Thomas said. “She’s yours for the night. You can do whatever you want with her. But tomorrow, she’s mine again.”

Jacob hesitated. He looked at Kit, who watched him back with a wicked smile. “Redhead,” he said, voice shaking.

Thomas grinned, then turned to Grace. “See? Even your husband gets it. You’re not his wife anymore. You’re just another hole. Stay here.”

Kit slithered off the counter, whispering to Grace  as she passed, “I’m taking your husband, slut.” Grace  watched Kit embrace Jacob, giving him a lover’s kiss. Kit kissed no one like that, it gave Grace  a chill.

Grace sobbed, but she wasn’t sad. She felt empty and free at the same time. Like nothing—and everything.

Thomas gathered his harem, leading them away to the bedroom, Jacob following, Kit on his arm.

Grace stayed on the floor, sticky and sore, letting the sounds from the next room wash over her. Laughter, shrieks, flesh slapping, Thomas always shouting commands.

She curled up and hugged her knees, tears on her cheeks but a smile on her lips.

There was no going back. Her old life of deathly routine was gone forever.


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 .

A couple of her works are detailed below:


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

Taking Their Deposits

Brown Always Delivers

Sampling the Butcher’s Meat

Cleaning Her Pipes

Extra (Big) Credit

Pickle Balled
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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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