
        
            
                
            
        

    
Blacked Wives: The Anniversary Present


An Interracial Shared Wife Romance

Peaches Dean


Our five-year anniversary was supposed to be a quiet night of low expectations, a comfortable routine in a room-temperature marriage. But a single uncleared browser tab changed the rules of our bedroom forever.

I wasn't angry when I discovered my husband’s deepest, hidden fantasy—I was curious. And more than a little turned on. What started as a boundary-pushing game in a dark hotel suite quickly transforms into a regular arrangement that we bring right through our own front door. Watch what happens when a devoted husband takes a front-row seat in his own living room, trading his role as a partner to watch his wife experience a total physical and sensory awakening under a commanding, hyper-attentive alpha force.

	The Anniversary Catalyst: A five-year milestone conversation that turns a private digital fantasy into a physical reality.

	The Front-Row Seat: Intense, slow-burn voyeurism featuring a husband who finds his ultimate satisfaction in watching from a designated chair.

	Home-Field Disadvantage: The high-stakes psychological shift of moving the arrangement from a neutral hotel room straight into the couple's entertainment room.

	The Permanent Transformation: Visceral, body-centric themes of a wife's physical boundaries being profoundly widened, altered, and claimed by a dominant outside presence.

	Marital Reclamation Aftermath: Scorching, high-steam scenes where the husband immediately claims his wife after the catalyst leaves, thriving on the raw evidence left behind.
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one
The Anniversary Question


The remains of dinner sat on the table in messy, overlapping spirals: the white plates with their fading traces of roasted chicken, a wrinkled sheet of foil balled near the salad bowl, two wine glasses nearly bled dry. The kitchen overhead light - cheaply chic, amber-tinted - cast a forgiving light over the debris and over Grant and Sabrina, both in the limbo between finishing a meal and actually clearing it away.

Sabrina leaned back, her hair tucked up with a pencil she’d swiped from her own home desk, and crossed her arms. Her sweater was a shade lighter than the wine but matched the mood, soft and a little fuzzy, sleeves pulled to her knuckles. She looked at Grant with a loose, tired sort of affection. “You know what tomorrow is, right?”

“Yeah.” Grant ran his thumb around the rim of his glass, focused hard on the streak of red left at the bottom. “Five years. That’s, uh—”

She finished for him. “Wood, if you go by tradition.” She made a gentle snorting sound, one that didn’t cut. “I Googled what you’re supposed to do for five and everything’s ugly. Like, rustic wall hangings. Cheese boards with a last name burned into them. Would you even want that?”

He looked up finally and managed a smile. “I’m not sure I’m ready for personalized cheese boards.”

Sabrina’s eyes flicked to the clock over his head. “Good, because I got you nothing, so this is it.” She swept her hand at the plates, the wine, the comfortable but absolutely unremarkable kitchen. “Romance at its peak.”

Grant shrugged. “It’s pretty much perfect.” He took the last drink, then set the glass directly into the shadow of the bottle, like he wanted to hide it. “We don’t have to make a thing of it.”

“Yeah, we do.” Sabrina stretched her legs under the table and nudged his ankle with her toes. “It’s the first big one. At ten years, I’m taking you to Hawaii. At five, you get leftovers and a glass of the second-cheapest cab.” She grinned. “Low expectations.”

The room grew a little quieter. The fridge hummed, a car rolled by on the street, the dim snap of a neighbor’s screen door. Grant stared at the foil ball, then pinched it and squeezed, compressing it down to a tight, metallic fist.

Sabrina stood and grabbed both plates, stacking them; her movements were brisk but not rushed. She dropped them in the sink with a muted clatter, then, without looking, “You want to move to the couch? I want to get horizontal, but not like, bed-level yet.”

“Yeah,” he said. “I’ll get the wine.”

He poured what was left into their glasses, a little unevenly, then followed her into the next room. The entertainment room was a step down from the kitchen—carpeted, warm, and with a long, low couch that sagged in the middle where they both preferred to sit. A TV screen hung on the far wall, an abstract screensaver bouncing in slow motion, colors cycling to the room’s own lazy pulse.

Sabrina flopped onto the couch and immediately wrapped her legs in the blue velvet throw, pulling it up to her waist. She patted the cushion beside her, a signal, and Grant settled in. She took her glass, sipped, and set it on the end table. He noticed she cradled the bowl of the glass with both hands, almost shielding it.

The air between them stayed light, but with a definite waiting quality. The kind of silence that wanted something, but not badly enough to force it.

Sabrina filled it. “So,” she said, stretching the word. “Hypothetically, if you could have anything for our anniversary—anything at all—what would it be?”

Grant barked a laugh, then tried to soften it. “Honestly? I have no idea. You?”

“Don’t deflect. I asked first.”

He shook his head, mouth tugging at the corners. “I’m serious. You’re all I need, honestly.” He raised his glass in a small, mock-toast, but his eyes didn’t rise with it.

She took the reply in, not believing it for a second, and let it hang. “You’re a terrible liar,” she said, voice low but not unkind. “That’s not even a compliment. You literally can’t imagine wanting more?”

Grant considered, then shrugged. “I mean, I want things. But I don’t know what’s worth saying out loud, you know?”

“I do.” Sabrina angled her body toward him, legs tucked up now, glass balanced on her knee. “Because I looked.” She waited for his reaction—a flicker of confusion, then something darker—and pressed on. “I wanted to get you a suitable present, so I thought I’d poke around your computer for ideas. You never clear your tabs, babe.”

His fingers tightened around the stem of his wineglass. “Okay.”

“There were a lot of videos,” Sabrina said, matter-of-fact, but not accusatory. “And it’s not a big deal. I just… was surprised, I guess.”

Grant said nothing, but his jaw set, a muscle working under his skin.

She let the silence fill again, only this time she watched him, close and deliberate. “You want to know the weirder part? I watched some of them.” She sipped. “A bunch, actually. It was hard to stop.”

Grant let out a slow breath, somewhere between relief and embarrassment. He risked a glance at her, then back at the TV, which was still just abstract color and light.

“I mean, I figured it was just a guy thing,” Sabrina said. “But there’s… kind of a theme.”

He nodded, not trusting himself to speak.

She waited, then: “Can I just say it? So you don’t have to?”

“Yeah,” he said, so softly it was almost nothing.

Sabrina didn’t blink. “Most of what you watch is black guys with white women. Specifically. Like, a lot of it.” She didn’t say it as a challenge, just a fact. “Is that what you like?”

He set his glass down, fingers shaking just a little. “It’s not—”

“Not what?”

“Not what you think,” he said, voice higher now, with an edge of embarrassment.

Sabrina pursed her lips, a curious line between skepticism and humor. “I don’t think anything, Grant. I just want to know.” She scooted closer, her knee pressed to his thigh now through the velvet throw. “I watched them, too. Some are pretty hot. Some are… rougher than I expected.”

“I skip those,” he said, quick, almost urgent. “I don’t like the ones where they’re mean, or—” He searched for a word. “Humiliate. It’s not about that.”

“Okay.” She relaxed a fraction, shifting so her shoulder brushed his. “Then what is it about?”

He stared at the coffee table, a crack running through the wood, then met her eyes. “It’s about… I don’t know. Watching, I guess.” He swallowed audibly. “Watching you. If it were you.”

Sabrina looked at him for a long beat. “You want to see me with someone else?”

He nodded, then winced, as if bracing for an aftershock.

“Why black guys?”

He blinked. “It’s the contrast,” he said, voice gone smaller. “I can’t explain it. The way it looks. And maybe because it’s so different from me.” He looked down at his arm, then at hers, pale against the blue of the throw. “It’s like seeing something new. Something I couldn’t ever give you.”

Sabrina’s voice softened. “That’s kind of beautiful, in a really fucked up way.”

Grant laughed, then immediately looked embarrassed. “I’m sorry. I didn’t want to be a stereotype.”

“It’s only a stereotype if you make it weird,” Sabrina said dryly. “Which you’re doing.”

He laughed again, more genuinely this time. “Yeah. Sorry.”

She sipped her wine, then set it aside. “So you’d want to watch if it was me?”

Grant swallowed, then said, “Yes.”

Sabrina’s face showed nothing but curiosity. “And then what? Do you want to join in? Or is it like… you just watch?”

He blushed, looked away. “Both, maybe. But mostly I want to see you. See your face, how you react. I like the idea of you with someone bigger, different, and then… coming back to me.”

She nodded, like she was taking notes. “The ones I watched, some guys were huge. Like, porn huge.”

“Yeah.” Grant’s cheeks went redder. “That’s part of it.”

“Do you think I couldn’t handle it?” There was a spark behind the question, almost a dare.

He smiled, slow, real. “I think you could handle anything you want.”

They sat with it. The TV’s colors washed the wall, blue then green; the only sound the low hum of electronics and the distant whir of the dishwasher.

Sabrina broke the silence. “That’s an interesting kink, babe.” She said it evenly, with no hint of mockery or threat. “It’s not what I would have guessed.”

He risked a look at her. “Are you…mad?”

Sabrina shook her head. “No. I just wish you’d told me. I don’t want to snoop to figure out what you want.” She pressed her lips together, a small smile. “But I get why it’s hard.”

Grant stared at the patchwork of carpet under his feet. “What happens now?”

She shrugged, a languid, catlike motion. “Nothing, unless you want something to happen.” She drew the throw up and over his lap, their legs tangled underneath. “We can just sit here and watch trash TV. Or you can tell me what the best video was.”

He huffed a laugh, not ready for more, but less afraid. “Maybe just TV for now.”

“Good.” She nestled into his side, her head resting on his shoulder. “But if you think of something you want, you can tell me. No judgment.”

He wrapped his arm around her, and in the soft, amber-lit quiet, they watched the screen not because it mattered, but because it gave their hearts a place to idle, the new possibility settling into the familiar shape of home.


two
Research and Boundaries


By eight-thirty, the house had settled into its weekend hush. Nothing but the hum of the fridge, the slow tick from the living room clock, and the soft chime when Sabrina’s phone lit up with notifications. Grant sat angled in his usual chair, legs outstretched, left ankle crossed over right. In his hand, a glass of whiskey left wet tracks on his palm, condensation beading and dripping onto the coaster. He didn’t drink so much as swirl, watching the amber burn in the lamp’s glow.

Sabrina held the couch, knees drawn up, one foot tucked under her thigh. Her hair was down tonight, loose and curling at her collar, and she wore an oversized T-shirt that reached the midpoint of her bare thighs. She balanced her gin and tonic on her knee; the ice making dull knocks each time she shifted.

The TV played an old cop show at low volume, but neither of them was watching. Sabrina’s eyes tracked Grant’s, and every few minutes she’d smile in a way that told him she was thinking about the conversation from the night before. Sometimes she’d run a finger along the rim of her glass, almost lost in thought, then glance at him to check if he was watching.

He always was.

She finished her drink, set it down, and uncrossed her legs in one quick motion. Grant’s eyes dropped, then flicked away, a Pavlovian response he couldn’t shake. He drained his own glass and was already reaching for the bottle when Sabrina leaned over the coffee table and opened her laptop.

“Are you working?” Grant asked, voice soft. He cleared his throat after.

She shook her head, not looking up as she typed in her password. “Nope. Just… wanted to show you something.” She turned the laptop screen so he could see.

It was a website, clean and professional, with a row of menu buttons across the top: Profiles, Meetups, Messaging, Safety. The page loaded, revealing a grid of profile pictures—almost all men, most of them shirtless. The site’s color scheme was black and gold, almost gaudy, but the faces were the real attention grabber. All black men. Some smiling, some stone-faced, all posed like they’d been told to flex as much as possible.

Sabrina tapped the touchpad. “I got curious. I spent way too much time scrolling. Some of these profiles are… wow.” She flashed a quick grin, more nerves than mischief.

Grant’s leg, which had been jiggling in its lazy rhythm, went rigid. He set his glass on the table, then picked it up again, the movement short and abrupt. “That’s a lot of them,” he said.

“I know.” Sabrina scrolled down, reading aloud snippets of their handles: “KingMidas, RealDealRashad, BlackZeus.” She clicked on one. The page expanded to show a headshot, then a series of lower angles—abs, chest, and, after a click, a full-body nude that was barely censored.

Grant blinked. He didn’t look away, but his jaw clenched so tight a muscle jumped in his cheek.

Sabrina studied him. “You’re not mad, right?”

He shook his head. “No, not mad. Just… surprised.”

“I couldn’t stop thinking about it,” Sabrina said, voice lowering. “After last night. It didn’t freak me out. If anything, it made me want to know more.” She clicked through another profile, then another, each one more explicit than the last. She wasn’t trying to shock him—if anything, she kept one eye on his face for any hint of discomfort.

Grant reached over, thumb and index finger pinching the bridge of his nose. “You really went down the rabbit hole,” he said.

She nodded, smiling now. “Yeah. It’s addictive.”

He let out a breath. “Which part?”

Sabrina closed the laptop so the screen went dark, trapping them in the living room’s yellow light. “The idea of it being real,” she said. “Not just a fantasy. Actually doing it.”

Grant’s pulse thudded in his ears. He waited for the tightness in his chest to loosen, but it didn’t. He picked up the glass, sipped, then set it down with a thunk. “Are you sure?”

Sabrina uncrossed and recrossed her legs, her foot brushing his knee. “I don’t want to do anything that’ll make you weird, Grant. But I keep thinking about what you said. About watching me.”

He swallowed. “Yeah.”

She watched him for a long second, expression soft but intent. “So… what would that actually look like for us?”

He didn’t answer right away. His eyes darted to the laptop, then to Sabrina’s bare knees, then back to her face. “We’d have to talk about rules,” he said, voice low and even.

“Of course.” She nodded, as if she’d already made her own list.

Grant flexed his fingers, noticing for the first time how hard he was gripping the glass. He let go, and his hand left a perfect print on the side. “You want to talk about it now?”

Sabrina smiled. “Only if you want to.”

He didn’t trust his voice, so he just nodded.

She slid the laptop aside and leaned toward him, elbows on her knees. “Number one, I’d want you there. Every time. Non-negotiable.”

Grant’s shoulders eased a little. “Yeah. I want that too.”

“Number two, protection. At least at the start.” Her voice was crisp, matter-of-fact.

He nodded again.

Sabrina tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “And three… I don’t want some random stranger. If I’m going to do this, I want someone who’s not just a dick pic and a catchphrase. Someone who makes me feel…” She paused. “Safe. And maybe a little out of control, but in the right way.”

Grant managed a small smile. “That’s a hard needle to thread.”

Sabrina grinned. “That’s why I wanted to look together. I don’t want this to be a secret. I want it to be ours.”

Grant looked down at his hands, then at her. “Okay.” He tried to keep his voice steady, but the word came out hoarse.

Sabrina’s thumb traced a wet circle on the coffee table. “Does it turn you on? Seeing those profiles?”

He felt his skin burn from neck to ears. “Yeah,” he said, simple and true.

Sabrina’s smile softened. She didn’t push further, just let the words settle. The TV’s glow painted lines on her cheekbones, and the room grew tighter around them. Grant watched her, not as his wife but as the woman she’d become since last night—bolder, more alive, electric under the surface.

He reached for his glass again, but missed. His hand trembled. He laughed, dry and fast, then made a fist to steady himself. “You’re really serious about this,” he said.

Sabrina nodded. “I am. If you are.”

Grant’s knee started bouncing under the table again, but this time it was faster, like his body couldn’t keep the anticipation inside. He looked at her, met her gaze, and saw she was already waiting for his answer.

“I’m in,” he said.

Sabrina’s smile was slow, confident. She set her hand on his thigh, thumb drawing a line up the inseam of his jeans. “Good,” she said. “Because I’ve got a whole folder of favorites to show you.”

The clock ticked. The ice in her glass had melted. Grant breathed in the moment, knowing there was no going back, and for once he didn’t want to.

***

Sabrina left her hand on Grant’s thigh, thumb idling. She watched his face as the last of his shock faded into something else: curiosity, nerves, the start of a plan. He didn’t reach for her, not yet, but his knee never stopped moving. It was like the idea ran on a motor he couldn’t turn off.

She said, “Can I show you the ones I saved?” Her tone was steady, but the corners of her lips twitched. “If it’s too much, say so.”

He didn’t hesitate. “Yeah. I want to see.”

Sabrina clicked open the browser, and a string of tabs appeared, each a profile with a dark-skinned man front and center, stats arrayed in bold: height, age, city, preferences. A few had bodies like bodybuilders; others were more everyday, but even the most ordinary among them had that way of looking at the camera—like they already knew what Grant would think, and didn’t mind at all.

She started with a guy called Rhino23. “This one’s a cop,” Sabrina said, reading. “Wants everything super open. Says he’s only into couples, only if both are there.” She read the details aloud, skipping the cringe but pausing at the parts that mattered: “Soft dom, open to rules, married himself. Likes to go slow at first.” Her eyes flicked to Grant for a response.

Grant’s jaw had unclenched, but his hand now white-knuckled the armrest. “He’s local?”

She nodded. “Like, five miles away.”

Grant took that in. “Is that good or bad?”

Sabrina shrugged. “Convenient, but only if he’s not a creep. We’d meet in public, anyway.”

She closed the tab and opened another, then another, summarizing as she went: A grad student (“seems smart, not a player”), a personal trainer (“probably too intense, but maybe he’s nicer in person”), a DJ (“I just liked his voice from the intro video”). Some profiles were crude and got a quick “pass,” others lingered a moment, Sabrina reading testimonials or messages they’d posted. She didn’t oversell or editorialize; just facts, and the look on Grant’s face as each new photo loaded.

He looked down at his hands, flexed and unflexed them. “I have one more,” he said. “If you want it.”

Sabrina’s head tilted, curious.

Grant wet his lips. “No humiliation stuff. Not like some of the videos. I want to watch, but I don’t want to see you treated like… like a prop. Or to humiliate me. If it starts to feel that way, I want to be able to stop it.”

She looked at him, searching for a hint of shame, but saw none. Only a quiet certainty that this was what he needed.

“That’s exactly what I want too,” she said, voice soft but with no hint of doubt. “I want to feel good, not just used.” She squeezed his leg, just above the knee.

There was a beat of silence, so thick it hummed in Grant’s ears. For a second, neither of them moved. Grant realized his breathing had gone shallow, and made himself draw a full one.

Sabrina smiled, just a flicker. “Now comes the fun part.”

She snapped the laptop open again and patted the couch cushion beside her. Grant stood, then moved over and sat so close their thighs touched. Sabrina pulled her legs up and leaned into him, and together they faced the screen.

She took his hand, and he let her. Their fingers laced, cool and clammy at once.

“Tell me if you see one you like,” she said.

They scrolled through profiles, reading bios, and laughing at the worst ones. Sometimes Sabrina would point at a picture and say “hard no,” or “maybe,” and Grant would chime in, the lines between approval and curiosity blurring.

A few times, Sabrina would pause on a message, reread it, and show it to Grant. He’d study the words, the picture, and feel his pulse skip, then settle.

After a while, the air in the room changed. What started as a dare had become something else—joint project, secret game, or maybe a test that neither of them wanted to fail. Each click, each “yes” or “no,” was a step closer to some version of themselves they hadn’t dared imagine two nights ago.

Sabrina leaned her head on Grant’s shoulder. “This is weirdly fun,” she said, voice muffled by his shirt.

Grant smiled, even as his throat tightened. “Yeah. I never thought…”

“Yeah,” Sabrina echoed.


three
Finding Derrick


They sat with the laptop between them on the couch, the blue velvet throw pooled over both their laps. She pulled up the home screen. The grid of profile photos loaded—some familiar from earlier, some new—and she didn’t waste time.

“OK, now that I know we’re on the same page, let’s see the ones I filtered down to so far, based upon location and, um, build,” Sabrina giggled.

She clicked her “Favorites” tab, and the first profile filled the screen: KingFlex, thirty-one, six foot four, body like a personal trainer’s dream, arms bulging through a fitted polo in the first image. Below, a spread of photos: shirtless, then nude from the waist down, dark cock hanging against sculpted thigh.

Grant’s stomach flipped, half from shock, half from how fast the picture moved his attention from abstract to literal.

Sabrina scrolled down. The man’s bio was a mess of capital letters and run-on lines. “No limits,” Sabrina read, voice neutral. “Total use, all holes, don’t ask, just take.” She winced, then scrolled to a photo labeled “action shot.” The woman in it—white, probably mid-30s—had handprints blooming on her hip and a bruise, deliberate, high on her inner thigh.

Sabrina closed the tab with a flick. “No.”

Grant nodded, not trusting himself to speak.

Second tab: FitGuy_J. This one went for the gym selfie, every photo with a new pose, new angle, but always the same hard grin. His bio had fewer mistakes but too much sales pitch: “Top-tier experience,” “Most women can’t handle me,” “Will definitely stretch her.” Sabrina read his reviews, clicking the tab to expand each one. After two positives—boilerplate stuff—she hit the third, and it turned.

She read aloud. “Ignored boundaries, rougher than we agreed. Pushed for more even after we said stop.” Her eyes flicked to Grant, who was already shaking his head.

“Hard pass,” he said.

She moved to the last profile she’d marked, no build-up. Just, “This one was different. I liked his message.” She clicked it open.

The man’s handle was DerrickM34. His main pic wasn’t a face or a flex; it was a close, formal portrait—his head turned slightly, expression calm, not smiling but not cold. Brown skin, shaved head, a faint shadow of a beard. The next photo: black polo and slacks, hands folded in front. Then a shirtless photo—no posing, just standing in a kitchen with a coffee mug. The muscle was there, but it didn’t dominate the frame.

Grant felt Sabrina’s arm brush his as she scrolled, felt the heat in his face as she reached the last image: a full nude side profile. The cock was enormous, even at rest, sloping long and thick against his thigh, the dark skin almost glossy in the camera light. But even there, no self-congratulation, just a look at the camera as if he had nothing to prove.

Sabrina said nothing at first, just scrolled up and down again, reading slowly. The bio was three sentences long:

“Professional, experienced. I respect a couple’s rules and always start slow—chemistry and safety first. Can provide test results and references if wanted. Prefer ongoing arrangements, but only if all parties are comfortable.”

She read it aloud, then clicked on his “About Me.” It was longer:

“Not looking for drama. I’m discrete, disease-free, and will treat your wife or girlfriend with respect at all times. I’m flexible on pace—can do hotel, your place, or mine. No race play, no humiliation, unless specifically requested by both parties. I understand the dynamic and will never overstep.”

Sabrina snorted at that last part, but the sound was surprised, not mocking. “This guy gets it,” she said.

Grant let out a slow breath. “He really does.”

Sabrina scrolled to his “Questionnaire.” It was filled out in full sentences. She read, “Why do you like couples? ‘It’s the honesty. No bullshit, no hiding what everyone wants. If you want an alpha who takes over, I’m not for you. But if you want someone who will make her feel seen, I can deliver.’”

She scrolled down to “Biggest turn-on.” Sabrina’s eyes flicked sideways, then she read: “Watching a husband watch.”

There was a long, charged silence between them.

Sabrina put the laptop on the coffee table, sat back, and folded her arms. Her legs uncrossed, then crossed again, her heel bouncing slowly under the edge of the throw. “Well?” she said.

Grant thought about it. He remembered the feeling from a minute ago, the first time he’d seen the nude photo: a spike of intimidation, but also curiosity, a need to see what it would look like in person—what she would look like next to him, or under him.

“I think he’s the one,” Grant said, voice barely above a whisper.

Sabrina nodded, not smiling but clearly relieved.

They sat in the hush, the fridge cycling on and off in the background, both feeling the moment roll over them.

Sabrina pulled the laptop back, opened a new message window. She tapped a draft, then paused. “Want to write it together?”

Grant moved closer, their knees touching now. He said, “What do we want to say?”

Sabrina stared at the screen, thinking. “Just the truth. That it’s our first time, we have rules, we want to meet in public first. That we picked him for a reason.”

Grant nodded, then, as Sabrina typed, watched the words appear:

“Hi Derrick,

We’re a married couple (M28, F27) in [city], and we’re interested in meeting you. We’re new to this, but we want to try it the right way—together, always, and with clear rules. We were impressed by your profile and the way you described your approach.

Our rules (for now): public meeting first, then hotel or neutral space. Condoms always. No drugs, nothing rough unless discussed in advance. We want to go slow and see if the chemistry is real.

If you’re interested, let us know what nights work for you.

- S & G”

Sabrina reread it, then tilted the screen so Grant could check.

He read it, then said, “Perfect.” He touched her hand, just for a second, then let go.

She hovered over the send button, looked at Grant for confirmation, and when he nodded, clicked. The message zipped off, leaving them with a blank white reply box and the echo of what they’d just set in motion.

Neither spoke for a long minute. Sabrina closed the laptop, set it on the table. She picked up her wineglass, sipped, then looked at Grant over the rim.

The blue-white glow of the screen faded, and what was left was just them, in their old house, on their old couch, with nothing between them but a secret and the possibility of something brand new.

They sat like that, neither speaking, for a very long time.


four
The First Meeting


The Meridian’s lounge was built for passing through—soft jazz, dim pools of light, a bar designed to keep travelers moving. Sabrina and Grant had taken the booth farthest from the entry, half-hidden behind a bank of fake green ferns. The seat was dark leather, the kind that stuck for a second when you shifted your weight. The table between them was already damp with water rings and two half-empty drinks: Sabrina’s gin, Grant’s whiskey, the glasses nearly twins except for the pale slice of lime floating in hers.

Sabrina sat with her back against the wall, left arm stretched along the top of the booth, her fingers idly tracing slow, perfect circles through the condensation on her glass. She wore a powder-blue blouse that buttoned to just above her chest, sleeves rolled to her elbows, hair down and tucked behind one ear. On anyone else, the look would have passed for business casual; here, it read as armor—every detail considered, nothing left to chance.

Grant was less at ease. He’d chosen a collared shirt, pressed jeans, and a watch that he checked every minute, though the face never changed. He kept glancing at the entrance, then back at Sabrina, as if she might vanish the second he looked away. His knee bounced under the table, once, then again, then stilled each time he caught himself.

They had the booth to themselves for almost twenty minutes, long enough for the ice in Sabrina’s glass to soften and for Grant to finish half of his drink. They didn’t talk much—nothing beyond “okay?” and “I’m fine, are you?”—but the silence didn’t seem to bother her. Sabrina watched the lounge the way a lifeguard watched the surface of a pool: eyes open, scanning for the first ripple.

When Derrick walked in, it was obvious. He was taller than either of them had expected, his build filling the doorway for a split-second before he stepped out of the light and into the lower dark of the bar. He wore a black button-down, untucked, collar open at the throat, sleeves tight at the biceps. The shirt matched his skin almost exactly, a deep brown with a subtle sheen under the recessed lighting. He stopped at the edge of the carpet, glanced around, and spotted their booth on the first sweep. No hesitation—he just crossed the marble floor with a steady, unhurried stride.

Sabrina sat up a little, caught Grant’s eye. Grant swallowed, squared his shoulders. Derrick reached the booth and put a palm flat on the table, not hard, but enough that both of them looked up at his hand before they looked at his face.

“Good to meet you both,” Derrick said. His voice was low, warm, with a professional edge. He extended his hand first to Sabrina, a single crisp shake, then to Grant, same grip—firm, quick, no performance in it.

Sabrina said, “Hi, I’m Sabrina,” like she hadn’t sent her name twice already.

“Derrick,” he replied. “And you must be Grant.” A small nod, nothing extra. He slid into the seat opposite, folding his hands on the table so they formed a wide, still triangle.

The physical contrast was immediate. Derrick’s hands dwarfed the glassware, knuckles broad and fingers blunt, a single vein running from wrist to thumb. Grant’s arm, pale by comparison, looked almost delicate where it rested next to the drink. Sabrina’s wrist, narrow and birdlike, hovered next to Derrick’s as she reached for her glass.

For a few seconds, nobody spoke. The room’s background noise—the TV behind the bar, the hum of conversation from the high-tops—crowded in and then receded, like the air had thickened just around their booth.

Sabrina broke it first. “Thanks for meeting us. I know it’s short notice.”

Derrick shrugged, a simple tilt of the shoulders. “Not a problem. I’m usually booked further out, but for first meets, I make time.” He had a way of talking that didn’t sound like selling, even when he was clearly selling himself.

Grant looked for some trace of arrogance, a smirk or a side-eye, but Derrick was unreadable: he kept his eyes on both of them, switching back and forth with the same neutral focus.

Sabrina’s posture shifted. Not fully relaxed, but her shoulders dropped a little, her arm now resting along the table instead of the booth. She angled her body toward Derrick, chin up, hair sliding over her ear as she spoke. “We, uh, liked your profile. And your message. It felt more real than the others.”

Derrick smiled, just a flash, then let it fade. “That’s good to hear.” He added nothing, just let the sentence hang.

Grant cleared his throat, trying to mirror the calm confidence. “You said you had experience with… couples? How many?”

Derrick didn’t flinch. “Twelve. In person, start to finish. More if you count people who never went past a meeting.” He listed it the way you’d list past jobs—no drama, just numbers.

Sabrina nodded, tracing a slow line around the rim of her glass. “And what’s your… style? Are you always the, uh—” She hesitated, then found the word. “Bull?”

He gave her a genuine smile. “I don’t use animal words. They don’t fit me. I just do what the couple wants, nothing more, nothing less. Some want to be pushed, some want to observe. It’s never the same twice.”

This landed with Grant in a way he hadn’t expected. He felt his heart slow a notch; the anxiety replaced by a different kind of current—anticipation, or maybe relief.

Derrick looked at both of them, folding his hands again. “You set the rules. I follow them. If you want to back out, you just say. I don’t want to mess up your fantasy by changing things. No emotional games either, this is just physical.”

The waitress came by, asked if Derrick wanted anything. He ordered a club soda, nothing else. She left, and the three of them were alone again in the booth.

Sabrina smiled, her hand finally still on the glass. “That’s exactly what we want. Rules, and respect.”

A small silence, comfortable this time.

Derrick’s hands stayed flat on the table, palms down. Grant watched him for a sign of condescension, but there was nothing—just calm, and a sense of absolute physical presence. Sabrina mirrored the posture, her own hands folded next to her drink, and for a second Grant wondered what it would look like if she reached across and placed her hand on his.

But she didn’t. Not yet.

The club soda arrived. Derrick thanked the waitress, took a single sip, and then looked at Sabrina and Grant with an expression that was equal parts expectation and invitation. He didn’t say another word, but the message was clear: he was there to listen, and to follow.

***

Derrick took another sip of club soda, then set the glass aside. The silence was clean—not awkward, not forced. It hung there because nobody needed to fill it. Sabrina broke first, but not out of nerves. She sat a little straighter, hands steepled over her glass. “Can we talk about… logistics?”

Derrick nodded, no sign of amusement or smugness. “That’s why I’m here. Ask anything.”

She started with the obvious. “So, when you say you’ve done this before, what does that mean?”

Derrick laced his fingers together, hands big enough to swallow the water rings on the tabletop. “It means I’ve been the third for twelve couples. Sometimes one time only, sometimes a regular thing. Never solo with the wife, unless the husband asked for it.”

Grant’s mouth went dry. “You’re not… new to this,” he said, more to himself than anyone.

Derrick shook his head. “Not new, no. But every couple is different. I don’t have a playbook. I show up and do what’s asked. Nothing more, nothing less.”

Sabrina liked that answer—Grant could tell because her thumb started circling the rim of her glass, small, controlled movements. “What do you expect from us?” she asked.

“Just rules. Clear as you can make them. I’ll never push past what you set down, even if you change it the night of. If you want to bail, I leave, no hard feelings.” Derrick leaned back into the seat, filling it.

Sabrina nodded, ran a hand through her hair, tucking it behind both ears now. She looked at Grant, then back at Derrick. “So, safety. How do you handle that?”

Derrick reached into his inside jacket pocket—no drama, just a practiced motion—and set a thin, folded envelope on the table. He slid it to Sabrina, who picked it up and opened it. Inside: printouts, official letterhead, a panel of results, every possible acronym checked off and negative. Date: less than three weeks old.

“I bring these every time,” Derrick said. “You shouldn’t have to ask.”

Sabrina scanned the page, lips moving as she read. Her cheeks went pink, but not out of embarrassment; more like the room was running hotter than before. She set the papers between her and Grant, who leaned in to read. It was all there, plain as any office memo. He found himself oddly relieved, the knot in his chest untangling just enough that he could breathe normally again.

Sabrina tapped the envelope, voice measured. “Thank you. That means a lot.”

“No problem,” Derrick said. “I’ll get another panel done before any real meeting, if you want it.”

Sabrina shrugged. “This is enough for now.” She folded the envelope, set it on the edge of the table. Then she started listing her boundaries, counting them off on her fingers: “Condoms always, at least at the start. No solo meets. No contact outside of what we schedule. I want the first time to be here, in a hotel, not at home. And if I ever say stop, you stop. No questions.”

Derrick nodded after each point, slow and deliberate. “That all works for me,” he said. “You set the pace. I will follow it.”

She paused, as if expecting him to object, but he just waited for her to continue. The silence stretched, then collapsed as Grant found himself talking before he realized he wanted to.

“And I want to watch,” Grant said. The words sounded clinical, almost silly out loud, but he pushed on: “That’s what this is about, for me. I want to see it, and then have her to myself after. That’s the whole point.”

He felt his skin heat up, but he didn’t look away. Derrick met his eyes and didn’t look through him or over him, just matched the stare. “That’s your time,” Derrick said. “The second you want me gone, I’m gone. No drama. It may seem a little cold, but it keeps things from becoming awkward.”

The eye contact held for a long moment. Grant expected to feel challenged, or small, or like he’d revealed too much. Instead, he felt seen—like Derrick understood and respected the rule of the game, that none of it was a contest.

Sabrina’s thumb traced the rim of her glass again, this time faster. She seemed to sense the tension between them, but instead of defusing it, she let it play out. “I think that’s it, for rules. Unless you have more?”

Derrick shook his head. “Not my call. I’m a guest. I play by house rules.”

Grant realized then that he hadn’t taken a full breath in nearly a minute. He let it out, tried to slow his heart, but the buzz in his limbs was back, this time not from fear but from something closer to excitement. The conversation was direct, almost surgical, but it cut to the center of what he wanted: clarity, no lies, no risk of being made a fool.

He studied Derrick’s face, looking for cracks—some sign he was just humoring them, or worse, that he was planning to test the boundaries anyway. But Derrick was unreadable, his expression a perfect surface. He didn’t even seem tense, just… contained.

Sabrina must have noticed the same thing, because her posture shifted again, a small opening of her shoulders, as if she’d passed some private test. She smiled, brief and tight. “How soon would you want to do it?”

Derrick waited a beat before answering. “Whenever you’re ready. I can do it next weekend, or the one after. No rush. But if you pick a date, I’ll hold it for you. Weekends are usually best for first times, it lets you process afterwards. I’m available on weeknights as well.”

Sabrina looked at Grant, as if for approval. He shrugged, then nodded, more confident now. “Next weekend is fine.”

Derrick smiled—not wide, but real—and relaxed further into the booth. “Then we’re set. You can message me if you want to change anything, but otherwise I’ll see you here, same time, next Friday.”

Sabrina raised her glass in a mock-toast. Grant followed suit, clinking his drink to hers, the sound sharp and final.

For a few seconds, nobody spoke. Derrick finished his club soda in two gulps, then set the glass down and straightened his shirt. “Anything else you want to ask me?”

Sabrina shook her head. “No. You answered everything.”

Derrick stood, smoothing his shirt with one hand. “Then I’ll leave you to your night.”

He paused at the edge of the booth, eyes meeting both of theirs. “Thank you for being clear. Not everyone is.”

Grant found himself smiling, just a little. “Thank you for being straight with us.”

Derrick nodded, then turned and walked out, the same unhurried stride as before. He left the envelope on the table.

Sabrina watched him go, then stared at her own hands for a second. “Well,” she said.

Grant looked at her. “Well.”

They both started laughing, at first quietly, then louder, the edge of tension bleeding off into something bright and clean.

“He’s intense,” Grant said, voice still catching.

Sabrina shook her head. “He’s perfect. That’s exactly what we needed.”

Grant believed her. He drained the last of his whiskey, savoring the slow burn, and for the first time since they’d started this whole thing, he didn’t feel small or nervous. He felt seen, and ready.


five
The Decision


Sabrina dropped her purse on the entry table and slipped out of her shoes, the tile cold under her feet. She could still feel the drum of her pulse in her jaw, a leftover from the hotel lounge, and the second the door closed she yanked her coat tight around her body, holding it close even as she walked straight to the living room.

She collapsed onto the couch, knees pulled to her chest, coat still on. Grant came in after, slower, unwinding his scarf from his neck before hanging it on the knob by the door. He hung up his jacket, then paced to the kitchen and poured himself a glass of water. Sabrina listened to the sounds: the clink, the rush from the tap, the long silence before he took a drink.

He stood in the kitchen, watching her, both hands cupped around the glass. She let the seconds stretch, the way he liked to do in meetings, letting it be his move if he wanted it.

He didn’t sit. He leaned against the counter and said, “Are you okay?”

She nodded, then shook her head. “Adrenaline,” she said. “That was… a lot.”

Grant looked down at his glass. “Yeah. I didn’t expect him to be—”

He stopped, searching for the right word. Sabrina finished it for him: “Real?”

He laughed, just once, a low sound. “Yeah. That’s it.”

She kicked her heels against the side of the couch, shoes off and legs bare. She finally let the coat slide off her shoulders, arms loose at her sides. “I kept waiting for the part where it would get weird. But it didn’t.”

Grant moved closer, still standing, now at the border between the kitchen and living room. “He’s kind of perfect, isn’t he?”

Sabrina flinched at the word, but not because it was wrong. “Don’t say that,” she said, but with no heat. “You sound like you’re planning a wedding.”

He sat then, not next to her, but on the single chair to her left. He held the water in both hands, knuckles pale. “You don’t have to do this,” he said.

“I know.” She let the silence settle, looking at the ceiling, then at the mess of her own fingers as she folded them together. “I want to. But I didn’t think it would feel like that.”

“Like what?”

She tried to answer. The words lined up but didn’t land. “Like he could see straight through me.” She laughed, sharp. “Like I was already naked, just from the way he looked at me.”

Grant said nothing, but she saw his jaw set, the muscle at his cheek tensing and relaxing.

She watched him, watched his face, the water glass in his hands, the way he kept looking at her then away, as if waiting for something else.

She said, “Does it make you nervous? That I liked it?”

He took a long breath. “It’s supposed to be exciting, right? That’s the point.”

She nodded, rolling her heel against the armrest. “I thought it would be more about you,” she said, soft. “Your fantasy. But now it’s like—” She drew a shape in the air, lost the thread. “I want to know how far it goes.”

Grant’s face didn’t move, but she could tell he liked that answer. Or at least it made sense to him.

She drew her knees up tighter. “He’s huge.”

Grant gave a short laugh, not quite a cough. “Yeah.”

Sabrina bit her lip, remembered the photo, the outline under Derrick’s slacks, how even sitting down it looked unreal. She wondered if Grant noticed her staring, or if he was too busy with his own inventory of the night.

“He didn’t even look at you that much,” she said. “It was like I was the only one in the room.”

“Good,” Grant said, quietly. “I’m not the one he’ll be inside of.”

She let that thought sit. In her chest, the blush was finally cooling off, adrenaline burned out but not gone.

“If you hate it, we stop.”

He considered that, but she could see in his eyes he meant to keep going.

She curled a hand under her chin, then asked, “What about after?”

Grant blinked. “After?”

She searched for the words. “After it happens. What do we do?”

He stared at her, then looked down at the carpet. “We talk. Or we don’t. You don’t have to perform for me.”

Sabrina let her head fall back on the couch, stared at the blank ceiling. “I’m not worried about performing for you,” she said. “I’m worried about performing for him.”

Grant smiled, then, a real one, the corners of his mouth soft. “I think he’ll be fine.”

She couldn’t help it; she laughed. “Jesus. That makes it worse.”

He finished his water and set the glass on the floor. “I want to see you with him. That’s the honest part.”

Sabrina closed her eyes, felt her own heart hammering again. “I want to see me, too.”

They sat in the hush for a minute, maybe longer. No TV, no music, just the faint rattle of the furnace and the house settling around them.

Finally, she said, “I’m scared. But in a good way.”

“Me too,” Grant said. “Mostly good.”

She rolled onto her side, facing him, her hair wild from the coat, sweater slipping off one shoulder. “We’re really doing this.”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

A small, raw grin. “Should we practice?”

He raised an eyebrow, surprised. “Practice?”

“Like, what do you want to see? You’re the audience.”

The bluntness made his skin flush, but he recovered. “I want to see you enjoy it,” he said. “Not just tolerate it.”

Sabrina tucked her legs under her, sat upright, hands folded in her lap. She liked the way he said it, the clarity. “Then that’s what you’ll get.”

He reached across the space between them, took her hand, and squeezed it once. She let him, and for the first time all night, she felt her nerves settle into something quiet and easy.

They stayed like that, hand in hand, until the heat of the room replaced the last of the chill from outside. The rules were written, the decision made, and the next step was waiting for them, clear as a calendar invite on the fridge.

***

Grant lay back on the mattress, arms crossed behind his head, watching Sabrina undress across the room. She pulled her shirt off without a glance in his direction, tossed it onto the dresser, then pushed her leggings to the floor and stepped out. Her body was pale and lean in the lamplight, lines cut by the gold wash from the nightstand bulb. She scratched at her thigh, then climbed onto the bed and stretched out beside him, head propped on one hand.

He tried to play it casual, but his cock was already pressing at his waistband, the ache sharp and insistent. Sabrina noticed, smiled, and reached down to run a slow finger along the ridge. She said nothing, just peeled the waistband down and let him spring free.

He exhaled hard, not hiding the relief. She wrapped her hand around him, gave two slow pumps, then let go. “You’re wound tight,” she said.

He nodded. “A little.”

She climbed over him, straddling his lap, her bare ass against his thighs. He felt the press of her heat through both their skins, slick already and just getting started. She rocked once, then settled onto his stomach, bracing her hands on his chest.

She leaned down so that her hair fell around his face. “You keep thinking about it?”

Grant nodded again. “Every second.”

She grinned. “Good.” She ran her tongue down his neck, leaving a wet line to his collarbone, then shifted so her knees pressed into his sides. She reached behind herself, guided the head of his cock to her opening, then sat down in one smooth motion.

She was tight, hot, so wet it made a sound. Grant groaned, not for show. Sabrina bit her lip, jaw tense, and started moving—small bounces at first, then faster, using his chest as leverage.

He watched her. The way her breasts lifted and fell with each bounce, nipples hard in the cold air. The flush that started at her cheeks and spread down her neck as she picked up pace. The sounds she made—small gasps at first, then a rougher, broken whine as she ground down harder.

She leaned in, hair falling to his face, and whispered, “Can you see it?”

He knew what she meant. He pictured the hotel room, Derrick’s hands on her waist, the stretch of her body around something much thicker than his own. It wasn’t humiliation—there was no shame in it. Only heat. He wanted to see what her face looked like when she was fucked by someone bigger, stronger, someone who would leave marks for days.

He was close already. Sabrina could tell; she squeezed around him, slowed her movements, then rocked in a steady, relentless rhythm. He put his hands on her ass and held her in place, thrusting up to meet her, matching her grind for grind.

Her breathing got ragged, almost panting. She clawed at his shoulders, nails leaving lines. “Fuck, Grant,” she whispered. “Don’t stop.”

He wouldn’t have even if he could have . His own breath went short, a pressure at the base of his spine growing until it was all he could feel. She came first, a full-body shudder that set her thighs trembling around him. She bit down on his shoulder, hard enough to leave a bruise.

He finished right after, letting go inside, still locked to her body. For a second, neither of them moved. His arms around her back, her cheek pressed to his neck, both of them breathing in the sharp, recycled air of their bedroom.

After, she rolled off and lay next to him, legs tangled in the sheets. She stared at the ceiling, one arm across her forehead, the other resting on his thigh.

He turned his head to look at her. “Are you okay?”

She smiled, lazy. “I’m perfect.”

He watched her chest rise and fall, nipples still hard, skin glazed with sweat. He reached over, brushed a thumb across her collarbone, then down to the spot where her pulse jumped beneath the skin.

She caught his hand, held it. “You want to do it for real?”

He squeezed her fingers. “Yeah.”

She rolled to face him, draped her leg over his. “Me too.”

They lay there in the half-dark, neither speaking, listening to the hum of the baseboard heater and the muffled traffic from the street. It was quiet, but not empty.

After a long stretch, Sabrina reached for her phone and checked the screen. She held it so Grant could see: Friday, 7:05 PM. A calendar notification pulsed at the top.

She set the phone face down, then burrowed into his side. “Seven more days,” she said.

He nodded, the thought of it a hot coal in his gut. He pulled her closer, felt her hair tickle his chest, and let his hand rest in the small of her back.

They didn’t talk about logistics. They didn’t talk about what they’d say to Derrick, or how it would go, or who would make the first move.

They just lay together, bodies cooling in the sheets, both of them listening for the next pulse of heat.


six
The First Time


The Meridian suite was chilled down to 69 degrees, the AC on high even though outside it was still early spring. The blackout curtains turned the windows into blank panels. The bed had been turned down with its corners folded to the exact angle, two pillows propped up, the sheets blinding against the generic taupe headboard. In the sitting area, a single lamp lit up the room with a soft, flattering haze; everything else—closet, bathroom, desk—was shadowed.

Sabrina moved in slow, repetitive circuits. She wore the set she bought for this, the one she’d ordered from her phone at midnight after two hours scrolling reviews: ice-blue lace with sheer mesh, bra and thong, and nothing else. On her, the colors looked almost white; her skin paler than the fabric. The straps traced delicate lines over her hips and ribcage, and the bra left the tops of her breasts exposed in a way that felt obscene.

She smoothed the already-smooth duvet, then moved to the nightstand and lined up the lube and the condom, checked the lamp’s angle, then touched the lube bottle again as if it might have moved. Her feet were bare. Her hands shook a little, so she kept them busy. Every few seconds she glanced at Grant, who was on the couch, elbows to knees, his jaw moving side to side.

His dress shirt was untucked, sleeves rolled to the forearm, and he wore jeans instead of slacks. His socks didn’t match. He’d showered twice in the last four hours and still he felt sticky, the back of his shirt damp, his underarms slick. The last time he checked his phone, it was 7:27, which meant Derrick would be at the door in less than three minutes.

He wiped his palms on his knees, then looked at Sabrina, who was now adjusting a pillow so the zipper faced down.

He said, “You good?” and hated the quiver in his voice.

Sabrina gave a half-shrug. “As good as I’m going to get.” She fussed with the strap at her hip, then stopped herself, dropped her hands. “Are you?”

Grant nodded. He wondered if she could see the pulse beating high in his neck, or if he only felt it.

There was nothing to do but wait.

The knock landed at exactly 7:30: three solid raps, spaced even, then a pause. Sabrina went still. Grant stood, wiped his hands again, and crossed to the door. He put his hand on the handle and looked back at Sabrina, who nodded once, just a flicker.

He opened the door.

Derrick filled the frame, even with his hands loose at his sides. He wore a black button-up tucked into dark slacks, sleeves down, the top button undone. The fit was immaculate; the fabric pulled across his chest and shoulders like he’d had it tailored that day. His beard was closer-cut than last week; the lines razor neat. He looked at Grant, then past him to Sabrina.

He nodded at both of them. “Good to see you again,” he said, voice unchanged from the lounge.

Grant stepped aside. Derrick entered with the smallest tilt of his head, a habit that read like deference but didn’t shrink him at all. He scanned the suite, checked the bed, the lamp, the bathroom door, then found Sabrina. He didn’t stare, but his eyes made a slow inventory: her body, her face, the blue-white set, the way she held her arms loose and ready at her sides.

He stayed by the door, giving them room.

Sabrina crossed to him, bare feet making no sound on the carpet. She stopped a foot away, chin lifted. She was almost Grant’s height, but with Derrick she had to look up—he stood at least a head above her, his frame wide enough that even at rest he made her look fragile.

She reached out and rested a hand on his chest, just above the first button. The color contrast was stark: her forearm, a pale, freckled band against Derrick’s dark shirt and darker skin beneath. She let her hand rest, not moving, testing the density of muscle under the fabric. She pressed a little harder.

Derrick stayed still, eyes on hers. “You set the pace. I follow you.”

He glanced over her head at Grant, who had drifted behind her. “Stay close,” Derrick said. “You’ll want to see this.”

Grant nodded. He went to the chair he’d moved to face the bed, close enough to hear every word but not so near that he’d crowd them. He sat and tried to slow his breathing.

Sabrina kept her hand on Derrick’s chest, then shifted it to the side, tracing a line up to his shoulder and down the length of his arm. The biceps was hard as a stone. She squeezed, just for a second, then dropped her hand. She looked up at Derrick, searching his face for any sign of nerves or impatience, and found none. He had a faint smile, but it wasn’t amusement—it was approval, or maybe reassurance.

She took a half step back and turned, walking to the foot of the bed. She perched there, hands braced on either side of her thighs, legs crossed at the ankles. Her skin showed goosebumps in the cold. The overhead lighting made her hair look almost silver.

Derrick followed, but didn’t close the distance fully. He waited for a cue.

Sabrina said, “You can take off your shirt.”

Derrick nodded once, then, with no hurry, undid the buttons from collar to waist. The fabric pulled tight over his chest, then hung open, exposing a torso that was even more built than the pictures had shown. His pecs were wide and flat, abs cut into six clear blocks, but what drew Sabrina’s eye was the way his skin shined—smooth, no body hair except a thin trail below the navel, and a single dark mole on the left side of his ribs.

He slid the shirt off, folded it, and set it on the dresser. He stood, arms at his sides, as if ready for inspection.

Sabrina took him in. She looked over her shoulder at Grant, who was fixed in place, hands gripping the chair arms, his face colorless except for the two bright flags at his cheeks.

She turned back to Derrick and reached for him again, this time using both hands to explore the landscape: up over the shoulder, down the curve of the biceps, across the chest where the muscle flexed slightly under her touch. She trailed her fingers over the lines of his stomach, then, not pausing, undid the buckle of his belt.

Her hands shook as she worked, but she didn’t stop. Derrick watched her, still, letting her move him as she wanted. The belt came loose, then the button, then the zipper. She slid his pants down to the knees.

The bulge in his underwear was impossible to ignore. She hesitated for the first time, then hooked her thumbs in the waistband and drew the boxers down in a single motion.

His cock swung out and up, thickening fast as she looked at it. The color was nearly black at the head; the shaft crisscrossed with pale veins, the whole thing at least nine inches and growing harder by the second. It was so big it made her want to laugh—she glanced at Grant, caught his wide-eyed stare, then looked back at Derrick, who didn’t flinch or gloat, just waited.

She touched it, wrapping one hand around the shaft. Her thumb and middle finger didn’t meet. The skin was hot, the surface satin-smooth, and it pulsed under her grip.

From the chair, Grant exhaled, sharp and audible.

Derrick looked at him, then at Sabrina. “You still good?” he said, voice soft.

She nodded. “Yeah,” she said, the word almost a gasp.

Derrick let her stroke him, his own hands loose at his sides, letting her control the pace. “Use your left hand so he can see the ring.”

Sabrina switched hands, trembling as she watched her wedding band flash against the dark skin. Grant gave a low moan at the sight. She gave a slow pump, then another, watching the foreskin ride up and over the swollen head. She let go, then turned, picking up the lube bottle from the nightstand. She squeezed a dollop onto her palm, then stroked him again, this time slick and easy, the lube shining on the dark skin.

She glanced at Grant, who was sitting forward in the chair, his knuckles white on the armrests.

She looked up at Derrick. “Lie down,” she said.

Derrick nodded, then stepped out of his pants and boxers, folding them and setting them atop his shirt. He moved to the bed and lay back, head on the pillow, arms folded behind his head, cock standing up and out from his body. The sight was obscene: the size of him, the way his thighs looked carved from stone, the contrast of his whole body against the white sheets.

Sabrina climbed onto the bed, kneeling between his legs.

Grant shifted in the chair, breathing ragged.

Derrick just watched her.

She leaned forward and took the head of his cock in her mouth, lips stretching around the girth. She bobbed twice, then gagged, pulling off with a slick, wet sound. She stroked him with both hands, up and down, spreading the lube, then tried again, getting only the first three inches in before she had to pull back. The taste was clean, no sweat or salt, just lube and skin. She licked up the shaft, then back down, using her tongue to tease the underside.

Derrick watched her, his face unmoved except for a tightening at his jaw.

Sabrina stroked him faster, then let go and sat back. She looked at Grant, who was palming the front of his jeans through the denim.

She grinned at him, a tight and feral thing, then turned back to Derrick and reached for the condom.

She tore the wrapper, pinched the tip, and tried to roll it down over the head. It caught and bunched. She tried again and again—the latex didn’t want to fit. She repositioned, squeezed, and finally got it over the head and started to roll. It stuck at the halfway mark. She had to use both hands to work it down the shaft, smoothing it flat.

Derrick offered, “We can skip it. I’m good at pulling out.”

Sabrina looked up at him, then at Grant, then back. “Condom, I think.”

Derrick said nothing. He watched her with steady patience.

She finished, then picked up the lube again, coating the condom with a fresh layer.

She let go, sitting back on her heels, then looked at Grant.

He nodded, the motion jerky.

Sabrina climbed up to straddle Derrick’s waist. His cock pointed up, thick and huge, and she hovered over it, her hands on his chest.

Derrick said, “You can go slow.”

She smiled. “I want to.”

She reached down, angled him to her opening, and pressed the head against her labia. It felt impossible; the pressure at her entrance was almost unbelievable, but she kept going, bearing down. The head slid in a fraction, and she gasped.

She tried again, and it popped past her lips, stretching her wide. Her thighs shook.

“Still good?” Derrick asked.

She nodded, biting her lip.

He reached up, braced her hips, and held her steady as she sank further down. Inch by inch, the cock disappeared into her, her body opening slowly to take it.

From the chair, Grant’s breath hitched.

Sabrina bottomed out at maybe six inches, the rest still outside her. She sat there, breathing hard, feeling her own pulse in her ears.

Derrick didn’t move, just held her hips, letting her adjust.

She started to move, slow bounces, lifting and dropping, the latex and lube making slick, obscene sounds. She groaned, the noise deep and raw.

Derrick watched her, eyes half-closed, letting her ride at her own pace.

After a minute, she found a rhythm, the pain easing, replaced by a wild, tearing pleasure. She rode him faster, her breasts bouncing with each thrust. Her hair came loose, flying around her face.

Grant watched, transfixed. His hand worked his cock through his jeans, the bulge obvious, but he didn’t hide it.

Sabrina kept going, moving faster, the cock buried deep in her cunt, her whole body shuddering with the impact.

Derrick sat up, grabbed her ass with both hands, and lifted her, then dropped her back down on his cock. She screamed, the sound ringing off the walls.

She came, her whole body locking tight, her pussy clamping down so hard Derrick had to stop moving. She bucked once, then twice, then sagged against his chest, panting.

Derrick lifted her off, then stood, flipping her onto her back.

From the chair, Grant saw everything.

Derrick’s cock, latex-shined and almost purple at the head, parted Sabrina in a way Grant had never witnessed. Her cunt gaped around him, her lips stretching wide, the condom bunching at the ridge before sliding in with a wet sound. The first push stopped after only a few inches, and Sabrina’s thighs tensed, hips shifting as she tried to adjust. She moaned—not her usual high-pitched whimper, but something deeper, a noise that started low in her stomach and rattled out through her open mouth.

Derrick stilled, one palm splayed on her belly just above the navel. “Still good?” he said, voice calm.

Sabrina nodded, eyes wide and glassy. “Yeah. More.”

He pressed in, and Grant watched as the entire length slid into his wife. Grant’s knuckles went white on the chair arms. He breathed in sync with Derrick’s thrusts, body tensed like he was the one being entered. The visual—dark shaft disappearing into Sabrina’s pale, stretched cunt, her thighs trembling and braced against Derrick’s hips—was unreal. The condom’s slick surface caught the lamplight, giving every movement a kind of medical clarity.

Derrick moved, shallow at first, then deeper with each stroke. His control was absolute. He didn’t piston or slam; he just kept a steady, relentless rhythm. Sabrina’s head thrashed on the pillow, hair fanned out, face twisted in something between agony and rapture. Each time Derrick pulled back, her pussy clung to the condom, the pink interior flashing before it vanished again.

Grant’s hand drifted to his lap. He palmed his cock through his jeans, not even thinking about it, just following the urge.

Sabrina’s noises built. She gasped, then cursed, then broke into a string of raw, unfiltered moans. She’d never sounded like this with Grant, not even close. She reached up and clawed Derrick’s back, dragging him down until his chest pinned her to the bed. The tempo stayed measured, but each thrust seemed to go deeper, drawing louder and louder cries.

She came again, the whole bed shaking with her, but Derrick didn’t slow. He fucked her through it, letting her ride the wave until her legs went limp. Only then did he pick up speed, his control slipping in small, deliberate increments.

Grant watched, every detail burning into his memory. The way Derrick’s hands gripped Sabrina’s hips, holding her still for the last few strokes. The way Sabrina’s stomach caved in with each thrust, abs flexing as she took him over and over. The way Derrick’s face stayed locked on hers, even as he grunted, every muscle straining.

The end came suddenly. Derrick’s whole body went rigid, his hips pressed flush to Sabrina’s ass, the sound of skin hitting skin sharp and final. He exhaled a single harsh breath, then pulled out - the condom distended and heavy at the tip. He tied it off, got up, and padded to the bathroom without a word.

Sabrina lay there, legs splayed, cunt gaping and wet. She panted, one hand over her eyes, chest heaving.

Grant stood, jeans tented in front. He crossed to the bed, knelt between her legs, and looked at her.

She pulled her hand away, met his eyes. “You want to?”

He nodded. She smiled, small and tired, then opened her legs wider.

Derrick quietly slipped out the door as Grant stripped off his jeans.

He entered her, and she was so loose, and slick he almost slid right out. He fucked her, fast and rough, the sound of it wet and shameless. She moaned again, softer now, and wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in as deep as he could go. He finished quickly, barely a dozen strokes, his orgasm hitting harder than anything in years.

He collapsed onto her, both of them shaking, the sheets a swamp of sweat and lube and cum.

***

The room stank of sweat and latex, with an undercurrent of Derrick’s aftershave and the chemical tang of lube. The king bed was a ruin, the duvet twisted and half on the floor, white top sheet scrunched at the footboard, the pillows rimmed with mascara and strands of blonde hair. Sabrina lay on her back, one arm thrown above her head, the other curled over Grant’s chest. Her skin was still flushed along her cheeks and chest, her thighs marked with streaks of lube and, faintly, Derrick’s handprints. The inside of her legs still pulsed with aftershocks, a warm ache between her hips.

Grant lay next to her, not quite touching, except for where her hand rested. He stared up at the bland hotel ceiling, trying to put his thoughts in order. He could still see Derrick, could smell him. The vision of Sabrina riding him was stuck in his head, sharper than any porn he’d ever seen. Her body stretched around Derrick’s cock, the sounds she made, the way her face had gone slack with pleasure—none of it could be unwatched.

He cleared his throat, then tried to swallow. “You okay?”

Sabrina’s hand flexed on his chest, nails scraping gently through the dusting of hair there. She hummed, a small sound, not really an answer. “You?”

“Yeah.”

She rolled her head to look at him. Her eyes were watery, not crying, just wet. She smiled, the corners of her mouth soft. “That was… a lot.”

He huffed a short laugh. “Yeah.”

The sheets under them were sticky, patches of drying lube and sweat, the faint smear of Grant’s cum darkening Sabrina’s stomach just below her navel. Grant watched her as she wiped at it absently, smearing it further, then dropping her hand back to the bed.

He reached for her, tracing his finger along her side. The sensation—her skin still damp, still radiating heat—sent a shock through him.

Sabrina shifted closer. “Was it what you wanted?” Her voice was thick, raw at the edges.

He nodded. “It was… more.”

She took a breath, then exhaled slowly. “Did you hate it?”

He blinked, shook his head. “No. I liked it.”

Sabrina smiled for real, eyes crinkling. “Good. Because I want to do it again.”

She pulled herself onto his chest, straddling his stomach. His cock stirred, not fully hard, but not soft either. She reached down and squeezed him, then let go.

He touched her between the legs, his finger coming away slick with Derrick’s leftover lube and her own wetness. The reality of it—the stretch, the ache, the fact of someone else being inside her - hit him like a wave. He felt a pang, not of jealousy, but a kind of loss. Then it faded, replaced by a different need.

Sabrina saw the change in his eyes. She lowered herself onto him, and he slid in easily, her cunt still loose and warm from before. She rocked against him, the motion slow, almost lazy. There was no rush now, just the steady reclaiming of her body as his.

For a long time, they didn’t say a word.

The clock on the nightstand ticked past midnight. The city outside was silent, the suite sealed off from everything but the echoes of what had just happened.

Sabrina ran her hand up, and down Grant’s chest, tracing small circles. “You really liked it?” she asked again, voice barely a whisper.

He nodded, not trusting himself to say more.

She smiled, settled in, and closed her eyes.

He stared at the ceiling, her hand on his heart, and wondered how long it would be before the room stopped smelling like someone else.


seven
The Aftermath


The next morning, Sabrina woke to find Grant looking at her, just staring. She met his eyes, worried that something had changed during sleep.

“What?” she asked, waiting for something bad.

Grant’s face broke into a grin, “Just thinking about last night. Watching you, hearing you, feeling you.”

She brought her hand between her legs, feeling some tenderness and ache. “I think he stretched me. Like—actually stretched me. You felt different inside me last night.”

Grant let the words hang, then looked her dead in the eye. “You were definitely looser. I want to see.”

She spread her legs wider, a slow, automatic movement. Her lips parted with a sticky sound. The inside of her was raw and slightly pink, the hole itself wider than before, a little oval of pure want.

Grant’s breath shuddered out of him, and he reached over with two fingers. He traced a line up her thigh, slowly, then pressed just beside her slit. The skin was hot. His hand shook when he slid his fingers between the lips, which were slicked with a film of lube and her own fluid. He pressed in, watched her twitch, then ran the pad of his index finger along the full length of her opening.

“Fuck, Sabrina,” he said. “You’re still open.”

She felt the words hit somewhere low in her belly. Her cunt ached, but not in a bad way. She watched Grant’s hand, watched as he opened her further with his thumb, exposing more of the ruined, dark-pink inside.

He stroked along her, then slipped the tip of his finger just barely inside. There was no resistance, none. He stared at the way it vanished, then glanced up at her. “This is… exactly what I wanted.”

Sabrina grinned, tired and feral at the same time. “You’re not freaked out?”

He shook his head. “No. I love it.”

She watched him for a sign of bullshit, anything that would show he was hiding jealousy, or fear, or even just shame. Nothing. He was rock steady, even as his hand went back and forth from her thigh to his own crotch.

She flexed her hips, making her hole gape wider, a deliberate test. “I can’t feel anything right now,” she said, like a challenge.

Grant slid his finger deeper. “You will. I’ll make sure you do.”

Sabrina closed her eyes, just for a second, then opened them again. “I came so hard I thought I was going to black out,” she said. “He hit this spot inside me and I just… fucking exploded.”

Grant’s fingers probed further, causing her to wince.

“Sorry, sore. I need to use more lube next time. The damned rubber gave me a friction burn or something,” she said as she pulled back, letting his fingers slip out.

Grant cocked an eyebrow. “Next time?” Sabrina’s eyes searched his face. Maybe it was too much, and he wanted to stop.

She echoed, “Next time?” She left it there, waiting for his thoughts.

Grant’s hand found hers. “Next time use more lube,” he paused a beat, then, “and skip the condom. Don’t want you to get latex-burn again.” He smiled as he squeezed her hand.

“Bare?”

“Bare,” he confirmed. “I want to see his bare skin stretching yours.”

“But he’ll pull out. Coming inside me seems too intimate.”

Grant nodded, his thoughts hidden from her.


eight
Going Bare


The Meridian suite was cold and dark, blackout curtains smothering every scrap of outside light. There was a single lamp by the bed, set to the lowest dim, casting everything in honey and shadow. The bed was center stage, as if anticipating the evening—white sheets, pillows stacked at the head, a dark blue throw folded with the hotel’s fake precision. The room carried a soft floral scent, so different from the smell of latex, sex and sweat when they last were here..

Sabrina was on the mattress, flat on her back, arms at her sides, thighs spread wide and bent at the knee. She wore nothing at all. Her skin, always pale, looked luminous against the sheets. Her hair was up, but already a few strands had fallen loose and stuck to her cheeks. The only hint of tension was in her feet—her toes curled and released, again and again, like a metronome for her pulse.

Derrick stood at the end of the bed, shirt already gone, his torso a dark, muscle-mapped slab under the lamp. He was bigger than Grant remembered, the kind of size that drew every bit of attention in a room. His hands were loose at his sides, his cock halfway hard, hanging heavy above his thigh.

Grant sat in the armless chair, wearing jeans and a polo, bare feet flat on the carpet. He watched Sabrina and Derrick the way a person might watch their own surgery—horrified, fascinated, unable to look away. He could see Sabrina’s breathing, the way her chest lifted in sharp inhales.

Sabrina spoke first, her voice steady. “I want to try it without the condom this time. You pull out, or you don’t finish at all. Those are the rules.” She looked right at Derrick, her eyes as cold as the AC.

Derrick nodded. “Alright. We do this your way. Thank you, condoms are uncomfortable for me.” His voice was as calm as always, the sound of a man ordering coffee, but there was a charge under it. He looked at Grant, who caught the glance and flinched, but didn’t speak.

Derrick gestured at Grant. “Come here. Get her ready for me.”

For a second, Grant didn’t move. Then he stood and crossed to the bed, kneeling at the edge of the mattress so his face was level with Sabrina’s thighs.

He reached out, his hands shaking, and ran his palms up the outside of her legs, then slid his fingers along the inside, from knee to groin. The heat coming off her skin was unreal. He spread her knees further apart, exposing everything to Derrick’s gaze—and to his own. Her labia were swollen, flushed almost red, a slick gloss already pooling at the entrance. Every muscle in her inner thighs trembled, not from fear, but from how hard she was trying to stay open.

Grant cupped her mound with his right hand and drew a line down the length of her slit. Sabrina gasped, her whole body tightening. He worked her slowly, fingers exploring every ridge and fold, spreading her lips apart to show the deep pink inside. He dipped a finger, shallow at first, and found her ready. The sound was sticky, obscene. He pulled back, wiped his finger on the sheet, then reached for the lube.

He squeezed a quarter-sized puddle onto his palm, then rubbed it between two fingers before applying it. He worked it into her slowly, circling the entrance, then pressing in, then circling again. The lube mixed with her own wetness, making a slick, glassy sheen that caught the lamp’s gold. Every time his finger breached her, her hips bucked—just a little, but enough to make the motion visible.

Sabrina’s breath was ragged now, her hands clutching fistfuls of sheet on either side of her hips. Her eyes locked on the ceiling, but every few seconds she’d look at Grant, then away, then back. She wanted him to see.

Derrick moved to the side of the bed, his cock now fully hard, the head almost purple with blood. The contrast was stark: his shaft the color of coffee beans, Sabrina’s skin paper-white in the light. He stroked himself once, the sound loud in the room, then let go.

“Open her up for me,” Derrick said to Grant.

Grant slid two fingers into Sabrina, and her body welcomed them. He spread his fingers, and her cunt stretched around them, the lips parting to show everything. He looked up at Derrick, who watched with zero embarrassment, like he’d seen it a thousand times. Derrick climbed onto the mattress, kneeled between Sabrina’s legs, and put his hands on her knees, holding them so wide that the inside of each thigh was stretched smooth.

Grant kept his fingers inside her as Derrick lined up the head of his cock to her entrance.

Sabrina let out a single, sharp exhale.

The first push was slow. The head of Derrick’s cock pressed against her opening, met resistance, then slid past her lips with a soft, wet pop. Grant watched her pussy stretch around the head, the dark skin almost black against her pink. Derrick paused, letting her body adjust, then pushed forward again.

Every inch was visible. The shaft split her, the ridged ring at the base of the head stretching her open, followed by more and more of the length. Grant could see the veins, the texture, even the way her skin clung to the shaft as it moved. This was so much more real than when he was encased in latex - his bare skin against Sabrina’s, his thick shaft invading his wife’s most intimate area.

Sabrina’s back arched. She let go of the sheets, grabbed Grant’s wrist, and squeezed. “Keep going,” she hissed.

Derrick pushed again, this time deeper, and half his cock vanished inside her. Her pussy gaped around the shaft, lips drawn thin with the stretch. Grant could see her clit, swollen and exposed, twitch every time Derrick bottomed out.

Sabrina’s sounds changed: a gasp at first, then a moan, then a string of curses. Her voice dropped an octave, turned guttural. “Fuck, that’s—” She didn’t finish the sentence.

Derrick’s hands moved to her hips, the dark of his fingers digging into the pale flesh. He started a slow, deliberate rhythm, pulling out almost all the way, then pressing back in with the same force each time. The sounds were wet, constant.

Grant pulled his hand away, but kept his face inches from where they joined. He saw every movement, every twitch of Sabrina’s muscles, every drop of fluid leaking out and down to the sheets. He wanted to reach down and touch himself, but didn’t. He was afraid he’d finish just from watching.

Derrick increased the pace, each thrust more urgent. Sabrina’s hands went to the backs of her knees, holding herself wide, her whole body shaking with effort. The slap of skin on skin got louder, filling the room.

“That’s it, hold yourself open for me,” Derrick grumbled.

Grant watched Derrick’s cock piston in and out of her, and saw how easily she took it now. Her cunt looked ruined, the lips swollen and bruised, the pink inside stretched wide. But she kept asking for more.

“Harder,” she said, voice hoarse. “Give it to me harder.”

Derrick didn’t answer, just followed the command. He picked up speed, slamming into her so the entire bed shook.

Grant’s jaw was clenched so tight his teeth hurt. He watched, helpless, as Derrick split his wife open. The image was burned into him—her body taking all of it, the obscene stretch, the shameless sound of it. He couldn’t look away.

Sabrina came, her whole body locking up, her pussy spasming around Derrick’s cock. She screamed, a long, animal sound, and Grant felt his own body seize up in response. Derrick didn’t slow, just fucked her through it, even as she thrashed and bucked beneath him.

***

The room was still thick with heat and noise. Sabrina hadn’t caught her breath before Derrick took her by the ankles and pulled her back to the edge of the bed. Her ass slid over the sheets, leaving a glossed streak from lube and her fluids. He slid off the bed, standing at the edge for better leverage, his wet cock pointed at Sabrina’s eager hole. He didn’t ask if she was ready—he lined up and slid in, no resistance at all, his cock wet from her and the lube.

Sabrina gasped. The sound wasn’t a moan but a sharp, electric intake, almost pain, but she arched into it. Derrick started slow, each stroke driving her open and then holding it there. Her legs fell to either side, heels catching the edge of the mattress, toes pointed hard. Grant, still catching up, watched from the floor, chin on the mattress, eyes level with where they joined.

The visuals were obscene. Sabrina’s pussy, already pink and battered, clung to Derrick’s shaft, the lips stretching wide with every retreat. The shaft was dark, slick, and shining; the head flared on every outstroke, pulling her open, the color difference a razor line. Every time he bottomed out, Derrick’s hips pressed flush to her ass, his balls slapping loud, a wet percussion that grew sharper as he sped up.

Grant’s focus shifted from the penetration to the sight of Derrick’s heavy balls slapping against his wife with each stroke, almost as if the sperm inside sensed their target and were trying to batter their way in any way they could. Grant wondered if Derrick could keep his word, if he could pull out in time, or would he just let nature take its course and release inside her. Would Sabrina freak out and end it all? After all, it was her line. Derrick was so keyed up that he wanted to see her flooded with another man’s cum.

Sabrina’s voice changed. No more measured sounds—now it was a staccato of vowels and half-words, each new push ripping something raw out of her. She grabbed for the headboard, missed, then found it and held on with both hands, knuckles white. Her body shook to the rhythm.

Grant moved to the chair, sat with his elbows on his knees, and watched the whole thing, eyes unblinking. He studied the way Derrick’s abs flexed and unflexed with each thrust. He tracked the motion of Sabrina’s body—how her tits bounced, how her face twisted with each new impact. He saw the sweat pooling under Derrick’s chest, the way it rolled down in fat beads and dripped onto Sabrina’s stomach. The room smelled of them, a heavy, sweet stink of sex and lube and heat. Derrick kept up the pace for at least ten minutes; Grant was certain he would have climaxed sooner. The longer he kept at it, the harder Grant’s cock became, knowing that Derrick was systematically stretching and rearranging her insides.

Derrick’s hands bracketed Sabrina’s waist, his dark palms wrapped around her ribs. The contrast was impossible to ignore: his fingers looked huge against her skin, each one pressing deep into the meat of her side. He picked up the tempo, faster, deeper, now hitting the bed frame so hard the headboard banged against the wall. Sabrina screamed—no holding back—and her whole body seized, back arched, thighs trembling. She climaxed hard and unrestrained.

But Derrick didn’t stop. He changed positions, flipped her onto her stomach, and pulled her hips up so she was on all fours. He re-entered her, grabbed her by the hair, and started again, each stroke as deep as before. The wet, sucking sound filled the room. Sabrina looked back over her shoulder, hair stuck to her forehead, mouth open and slack.

Grant’s hand drifted to his lap, but he stopped himself. He wanted to see, to memorize. He watched as Derrick’s cock disappeared into Sabrina, again and again, the visual more intense each time.

The pressure built in the room, a sense that something big was coming. Derrick’s breathing went shallow. He grunted, then asked, “Where do you want it?” in a voice that was almost gentle.

Sabrina didn’t hesitate. “On my face,” she said, each word a separate breath.

There was a second of total silence. Grant looked up, startled, then locked onto Sabrina’s face, waiting to see if she’d flinch or pull back. She didn’t. She held Derrick’s stare in the mirror across the room, daring him.

Derrick pulled out and yanked her head back by the hair. He stroked himself, the motion brutal and efficient. Sabrina turned her face up, tongue out, eyes wide open.

The first jet hit her cheek, a thick, white rope that stuck and then dripped down to her jaw. The second hit her forehead, streaking into her hairline. Derrick kept going, the spurts landing on her nose, her lips, into the mess of her hair. The contrast was violent: the streaks of white against her flushed pink skin, the wet tangles in her blonde hair. She closed her mouth around the last drops, swallowing it without a word.

Grant was up from the chair and across the room before Derrick had even let go of Sabrina’s hair. He pushed down his jeans and boxers, not even taking the time to completely kick them off. He grabbed her by the shoulders, pulled her onto her back, and drove himself into her, barely lining up. He fucked her with a speed and force that shocked even himself, his hips slamming into her.

He finished in under a minute, his body shaking with the effort. He collapsed over her, the mess of Derrick’s finish still smeared across her face and neck.

Derrick stood at the edge of the bed, breathing hard. He grabbed a towel from the bathroom and wiped himself off, then dressed, not even glancing back at them.

The door closed behind him, and the room was silent but for the ragged breaths of Grant and Sabrina.

She turned her head to look at him, cum still dripping from her chin.

He kissed her. He could taste Derrick on her tongue.

Neither of them said a word.

But both knew it would never go back to how it was before.


nine
The Invitation


The house was quiet except for the tick of the wall clock and the low hum of the fridge, a backdrop to the kind of silence that made it hard to ignore your own heartbeat. Grant and Sabrina sat close on the living room couch, a half-empty wineglass in each of their hands. The TV was off, the remote, untouched on the coffee table, which still bore the mark of their dinner: two plates stacked, silverware nestled side by side, crumbs scattered like a map of everywhere the evening had already been.

Sabrina leaned into the couch, feet pulled up under her. She wore an old college T-shirt with the sleeves hacked off and the hem knotted at her waist; it did nothing to hide her thighs, which were bare and pale against the couch’s charcoal gray. She cradled her wine, rotating the stemless glass between her palms. She watched Grant, who sat beside her but faced slightly away, his gaze fixed on the one window in the room as if he expected someone to look in.

When she spoke, it was casual, but her eyes tracked every twitch of Grant’s body. “I’ve been thinking,” she said. “About next time.”

Grant didn’t answer at first. His jaw tensed, and he made a slow, almost imperceptible nod.

Sabrina went on. “The hotel’s fine, but it’s got limits. The walls are thin, the beds are shit, and there’s always a sense we’re renting the space, not owning it.” She sipped, her tongue flicking to catch a drop at the rim. “We’re not shy. We don’t need to be… hidden.”

Grant rolled the wine in his glass, eyes still on the window, then set it down on the coffee table with a careful, soft click. “You want to do it here?” His voice was quiet, as if the house itself was listening in.

She shrugged. “I want to be more comfortable. I want to not care how loud I get, or if I have to sneak to the shower after.” She pulled her legs in closer, turning her whole body toward him. “I want it to feel like ours, not a stage set for someone else’s fantasy.”

Grant’s fingers drummed against the stem of his glass. He scanned the room: the bookshelf with their combined paperbacks, the photo from their second anniversary, the ugly lamp they’d picked out together because it was “funny-ugly.” He stared at the blanket folded with army precision over the armrest. “It feels different,” he said. “Doing it here.”

Sabrina nodded, her gaze fixed on him. “It’s supposed to.”

He watched the clock for a while, the second hand sweeping silent revolutions. When he spoke again, his voice was low and flat. “I don’t know if it’s a good idea.”

Sabrina didn’t press, just set her own glass down and let the words settle. She watched him, the way he seemed to shrink a little in the space, his knees coming together, his hands folded between them. “You want me to say it’s okay,” she said. “Or do you want me to say it’s not?”

He gave a half-laugh, half-breath. “I want to know why you want it.”

Sabrina traced her finger along the seam of the couch cushion, then picked at a stray thread. “I’m tired of acting like it’s a secret. It’s not for us.” She looked at him dead-on, her eyes unblinking. “I want to fuck him in our house because it’s the only place that actually feels real. You like the idea of a black man taking me - what could be more exciting than him taking me here?”

Grant exhaled, slow. “What if I can’t handle it?”

“Then we stop.” She didn’t miss a beat. “You always get to call it.”

He sat back, hands gripping his knees so hard the knuckles went pale. “It’s not about that.”

“Then what?”

He looked up at the ceiling, then at her. “It feels like crossing a line.” He laughed, quick and joyless. “But that’s the point, isn’t it?”

Sabrina smiled, a small one, and moved closer until their knees touched. “I want to cross it together. Not for him. For us.”

He nodded once, then again, as if trying the agreement on for size. He looked around the room, this time slower, letting his eyes settle on each object, each memory. He turned to her. “Where would we even do it?”

She answered immediately. “Entertainment room. There’s space, you get a better angle, and you can sit in the recliner. I want you to see everything. The ottoman can be center stage.”

Grant’s shoulders dropped a notch, some tension leaking out. “You’ve really thought about this.”

Sabrina tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “I think about it all the time.” She looked at him, not smiling now, just open and a little raw. “Do you?”

He nodded, slow and deliberate. “Yeah.”

They sat with it, the old living room suddenly less safe, more exposed. Even with the blinds down, it felt like someone could walk in at any second and see what they were deciding.

Sabrina reached for her glass, but didn’t drink. She tapped the rim with her fingernail, a sharp, glassy tick. “Do you want to message him?”

Grant shook his head, but not no. “You should. You’re the one in charge.”

She grinned, all teeth. “I am.”

She stood, bare feet silent on the carpet, and left for the kitchen. Grant listened to the tap run, then the clink of glass in the sink. When she came back, her phone was in her hand, her thumb already flying over the screen.

He watched her from the couch, feeling the room shrink in, the ceiling lower. The weight of it was as real as the bone ache in his knees.

She sat beside him again, their thighs touching, and turned the phone so he could see:

“You free Saturday night? At ours.”

She held it up for him to read, and waited for a sign. He gave it a nod, and she hit send.

It was out of their hands and into the house.

They sat together, no TV, just the tick of the clock and the sound of their own breathing, waiting for the world to tilt.

***

They didn’t wait for Derrick’s reply that night. Instead, they killed the rest of the wine and moved to the bedroom, both of them too keyed up to undress at the normal, lazy pace. They fucked in silence, Grant behind her, both of them watching their reflection in the closet mirror. Neither mentioned Derrick, but both saw him there anyway, his size and voice, and memory filling the empty spaces.

In the morning, the reply was waiting, time-stamped 1:11 AM.

“Saturday works. Let me know when you want me to arrive.”

Grant read it on Sabrina’s phone before his eyes were fully open. She was already up, coffee made, hair in a messy topknot. She handed him the mug and let him process it at his own speed.

He set the phone on the kitchen table and held the mug in both hands, more for the heat than for the caffeine. “What do you want to do about the room?” he asked.

She shrugged, a single-shoulder lift. “Move the chair. Clear the surfaces.” She smiled, showing teeth. “Make it easy to clean.”

They started after lunch, not because it would take long, but because neither could sit still. The entertainment room was already the best-lit space in the house, with windows along two walls and a wide, open carpet that made it feel like a place meant for company. The only problem was the recliner—too close to the TV, too far from the couch, facing at a weird angle to the room’s center.

Grant measured the distance with careful steps, then shifted the recliner a foot to the left so it squared off with the open area between the couch and coffee table. He sat in it, made a show of rocking the lever, then looked at Sabrina for approval.

She nodded. “Perfect.” She ran her hand over the ottoman, smoothing the suede, then pressed her palm into a crease and held it there. She stared at the mark it left, then ran her fingers along the edge of the ottoman again, slower this time.

Grant watched her, the way her bare feet splayed on the carpet, the faint pink flush at the base of her throat, how her movements grew more precise as she moved from surface to surface. She stacked the side table’s lamp and magazine pile against the wall, then wiped down the top with a damp microfiber. The scent of citrus hit him hard, cutting through the room’s usual notes of dust and electronics.

Sabrina circled back to the recliner, cleaning the armrests with a fresh cloth. She squatted to check for crumbs or stains, then glanced up at Grant, who was still watching her.

“Are you going to help,” she said, “or just stare?”

He shrugged. “I enjoy watching you work.”

She smirked, but kept at it. “It’s not for you.”

He grinned. “I know.”

She straightened, hands on her hips, and surveyed the cleared floor. “Do you want him to sit or stand?”

Grant considered, then pointed at the empty center of the carpet. “There.”

She nodded, then went back to the kitchen, leaving him alone in the freshly arranged space.

He sat in the recliner again, testing the view. From here, he’d see everything. He imagined the future scene: Sabrina in the middle of the room, Derrick close, the two of them standing like strangers at a party before one moved closer. He wondered what Derrick would make of their house—would he judge the furniture, the old TV, the framed wedding photos on the bookshelf? Would he see the space as just another job site, or would it mean something, being in the same room where Grant and Sabrina watched movies, ate takeout, argued about money?

He felt a weird chill, then an urge to stand and pace. Instead, he gripped the armrests and held still.

Sabrina entered the room, watching how Grant would have a front-row seat. She smiled, just a ghost of one, then grabbed the phone and typed the message to Derrick. She read it out loud as she wrote:

“Here’s our address: [redacted]. Saturday, 7:30 PM. Let us know if you need anything or want to talk through the rules first.”

She held the phone for Grant to read, thumb poised over the send.

He looked at the message, then at her. “Send it.”

She did.

The confirmation noise was quiet, but it felt loud in the silence that followed.

They sat together in the room they’d just rearranged for being watched, or maybe being seen. The only sound was the fridge cycling on, a low hum that filled the distance between them.

A few minutes passed before the reply came through.

“Sounds good. See you then.”

Sabrina set the phone down, leaned back, and let her arms dangle behind her. “Well,” she said.

Grant couldn’t think of a reply, so he just let his head fall back against the recliner, staring up at the unlit ceiling light. The house didn’t feel like theirs anymore, but he didn’t hate it. If anything, the newness was what he’d wanted all along.

He let himself imagine the next week, and how his wife would feel after Derrick finished.


ten
Home Field Advantage


Derrick arrived on the dot, like he’d waited outside to be on time. The doorbell was a low, polite chime, but the effect it had on the house was seismic. Grant went to the front door and stood there, hand already tight on the lever, jaw braced, shoulders set. The porch light washed Derrick in a yellow haze, making his shirt look almost black, his face impossible to read until he stepped forward and filled the frame with his size.

Grant opened the door, slower than he meant to, and gave a “Hey” that was almost a whisper.

Derrick nodded, ducked his head in a show of respect, but his shoulders squared off against the trim and made the entryway shrink by half. He stepped inside, moving unhurriedly, the kind of slow that came from total comfort with the attention his body attracted. The air changed around him. Grant felt it: heavier, thick with something not quite threatening, but nothing close to friendly, either.

“Come in,” Grant said. His voice cracked on the second word.

Derrick wiped his shoes, a practiced motion, and entered, standing in the foyer while Grant closed the door. They stood together, not quite facing each other, the silence filling with the faint tick from the kitchen clock and the wash of tires on the damp street outside.

Derrick looked up and down the hallway, taking in the family photos—Grant and Sabrina in their hiking phase, then dressed for a friend’s wedding, then at home with cheap wine and the same couch they still owned. He tracked everything, eyes moving slowly but missing nothing.

“She’s in the back,” Grant said. He gestured toward the entertainment room, then moved to lead the way. Derrick followed, his steps barely audible on the hardwood, but the floor flexed under his weight, and each time he passed a photo or a bookcase, he carefully took in the scene, mapping their relationship.

The entertainment room was the biggest in the house. The TV was off; the only light came from the overhead—dimmer set low—and the upright lamp behind the recliner. The couch, long and low, faced the TV, but the action was in the center: the wide, square ottoman, two feet from the coffee table, lit like a stage under the ring of ceiling light.

Sabrina stood beside it, waiting. She wore the micro skirt, white and pleated, the kind that could’ve been designed for a cheerleader but cut down to where it barely reached the midpoint of her ass. Her blouse was white and so thin it might as well have been glass. No bra, no camisole—just a stripe of buttons up the middle and the firm pink of her nipples showing dark and stiff under the fabric. She’d left her hair down and parted in the middle, and she was barefoot, toes pointed in on the wool rug.

She didn’t look nervous. She looked like she was about to run someone through a test.

Derrick stopped two steps inside the door, hands loose at his sides. He looked at her, and the look was not greedy but fully appreciative, the way a man might inspect a new piece of equipment before letting himself get excited.

Grant moved to the recliner, sat, and leaned back. The angle was perfect. He saw the whole ottoman, the bookshelf behind, the stretch of rug, and both bodies in profile. The side table beside him held a half-full glass of water and a coaster with a beer ring from the night before. He realized how ordinary the room was, even now: the throw blanket on the couch, the remote on the armrest, the faint citrus from the plug-in near the window.

Sabrina’s eyes skipped from Grant to Derrick, then back, her hands clasped behind her back. She faced Derrick directly, chin up, and waited for him to speak first.

He didn’t.

So she did.

“I want it rougher this time,” she said, steady. “Last time was good, but I want you to use me hard. I want to see what it’s really like when you stop holding back.”

The line wasn’t rehearsed, but it landed with the sharpness of something she’d wanted to say for a long time. The air in the room got dense. Grant’s hand snapped closed on the armrest, every knuckle raised to white.

Derrick smiled, the faintest ripple at the corner of his mouth. “Then we’ll do it that way,” he said.

He didn’t move closer. He just let the words hang.

Sabrina nodded once, not breaking eye contact.

The silence lasted a second, then broke in the smallest ways: the sigh of the heater kicking on, the buzz from the lamp, the wind pressing against the side of the house. Grant felt every detail, saw the way Sabrina’s blouse clung to her ribs where she was already sweating, saw the way Derrick’s shirt stretched at the shoulder seam each time he shifted his stance. The room looked exactly like any night before, but nothing felt normal.

Derrick waited for a sign, a word, a break in eye contact. Sabrina gave none.

She said, “Do you want me on my knees or standing?”

Derrick shook his head slowly, indulgently. “You tell me where you want to start.”

Sabrina’s mouth curled into the smallest smile. “Standing,” she said, and stepped toward the center of the rug.

She faced away from both men for a second, then turned so the back light from the lamp made the skirt look even shorter, the outline of her ass and thighs sharper than any photo.

Derrick advanced, unhurried, until they stood an arm’s length apart.

Grant couldn’t hear his own breath over the pulse in his ears. He flexed his hand open and closed on the armrest, feeling the worn leather dig into his palm. He watched Sabrina’s legs, the tremor just above the knee, the way her toes gripped the edge of the rug for balance.

He watched Derrick, towering over her, his presence almost a heat you could feel from the other side of the room.

Derrick looked her up and down, once, then reached out and traced his thumb along the line of her jaw. He leaned in, lips close to her ear.

“We’ll start standing,” he said. “And we’ll end wherever you’re still conscious.”

Sabrina’s eyes widened, a flash of adrenaline, but she held his gaze, even smiled.

Grant watched her expression and knew: she was scared, and hungry, and ready.

Derrick stepped back and let the moment stretch.

Grant saw his wife standing there, in their living room, in clothes made for show and nothing else. He saw Derrick, every inch of him a reminder of what came next. He saw the ottoman, the glass of water, the framed wedding photo on the bookshelf behind them.

Every piece of the room was sharp and clear. The air tasted different.

***

Derrick closed the last bit of distance, and the room contracted around them. He reached out, his hands big enough that both wrapped around Sabrina’s hips easily, his thumbs bracing her along the ridges of her pelvis. He lifted her a half-inch off the rug, shifted her back a step, and planted her directly in front of the ottoman.

Sabrina’s breath hitched, just audible over the hum of the lamp. She watched Derrick, her face open, the faintest smile leaking at the edges.

He let go with one hand, splayed his palm flat over her sternum, and pushed—slow but firm—until her knees buckled against the ottoman’s edge. She sat, skirt riding up, and Derrick moved to stand between her thighs, crowding her with his presence but not forcing anything. He looked down at her, his expression unchanged from the first handshake at the hotel: neutral, almost clinical, like he was focused on a task and not the audience.

With both hands, he flipped the micro skirt up. The motion had no drama, no pretense, but it left Sabrina exposed, the pale of her thighs and the smooth triangle of her pubic mound catching the full overhead light. She was shaved clean except for a tight, straight strip. The lips were already swollen, pink, and glistening with the start of her own arousal.

Grant couldn’t see her face from the recliner, but he could see the way her whole body went rigid, the way her hands jumped to grip the sides of the ottoman and held, knuckles blanched. The skirt bunched at her waist, a white ruffle framing the top of her ass and the line of her stomach.

Derrick’s hands slid from her knees to the inside of her thighs, spreading them wide. The color contrast was savage: his hands nearly black against her milk-white skin, his fingers so much longer they seemed almost fake.

He traced the inside of her thigh, then ran two fingers up the length of her slit. Sabrina shivered; the reaction was immediate, hips jerking forward. Derrick dipped his head, examining the pink, the slickness. He pressed both thumbs to either side, spreading her lips until the deep rose interior showed. He circled her opening with one finger, then pressed just inside, testing for resistance.

Sabrina moaned, sharp and unguarded. Her hips lifted off the cushion, her hands sliding back further for leverage.

Derrick looked up, locked eyes with her, and said, “You ready?”

She nodded, mute.

He unbuckled his pants, dropped them to the knee, and let his cock fall free. Even semi-hard, it looked oversized—dark, veined, and thick as Sabrina’s wrist. He stroked it once, then let it point up and out, the head swollen and almost blue-black in the direct light.

He lined up, rubbed the head along her slit, then pressed. The resistance was brief; the head popped inside with a slick, wet sound. Sabrina gasped, the sound so loud it made Grant jump in his chair.

Derrick didn’t hesitate. He drove in slowly, watching the way her lips stretched and thinned around the shaft. Each inch disappeared, Sabrina’s cunt gripping the cock so tight the skin folded and bunched as it passed the opening. Derrick paused halfway, let Sabrina get her breath, then forced the rest of the length in with a single, hard push.

She screamed. There was no other word for it. A full-throated, involuntary cry that cut through the walls and probably made the neighbors flinch.

Grant watched the penetration, saw the way Sabrina’s whole body jolted forward, saw the dark shaft vanish to the root, saw the bulge it made at the flat of her stomach. He palmed his thigh, not even aware he’d done it, just pressing down hard, the pain grounding him.

Derrick pulled back, the shaft shining, then thrust in again. The impact was violent. Sabrina’s ass rocked back on the ottoman, the legs of it scraping the rug with each push. The rhythm was instant and relentless—no warm-up, no slow build, just hard, deep strokes that seemed to get louder with each repetition.

Her blouse went see-through almost immediately. The sweat from her chest and armpits soaked the fabric, turning the white to a splotched, skin-tone shadow. Her nipples were so hard they tented the blouse; the pink turned almost purple against the thin cotton.

Derrick’s hand slid up from her hip to her hair. He wrapped a fistful of blonde and yanked back, arching her neck until she had to stare up at him. She moaned again, a guttural, helpless sound, and let go of the ottoman with one hand, grabbing Derrick’s forearm instead.

He kept fucking her. The room filled with the slap of skin, the high whimper each time he bottomed out, the shuddered breathing from Grant at the edge of his hearing.

Sabrina didn’t keep quiet. She vocalized every movement, every stroke, every time the cock rearranged her guts. She clawed at the ottoman, at Derrick’s arm, at anything within reach, and her face flushed from the chin to the roots of her hair.

Grant watched from the recliner. He saw the way Derrick’s cock disappeared inside her, the way it stretched her lips to the absolute limit. He saw the sweat pooling at the base of her spine, the way her feet scrabbled for purchase on the wool rug. He could smell the sex from across the room—a sharp, mineral bite layered over the linen and citrus. He felt himself get hard and couldn’t bring his hand to his own crotch. He wanted to see. To remember.

Derrick changed it up, pulled out completely, and flipped Sabrina over the ottoman. She landed on her stomach, elbows digging in, ass in the air, skirt bunched at the waist. He lined up behind her and drove in again, no pause, slamming her down until her face mashed into the cushion.

She screamed again. This time, Derrick put his hand over her mouth, muffling it. He fucked her like that, full force, the sound of his hips colliding with her ass so loud it overpowered every other sound in the house.

Sabrina’s legs kicked, but she didn’t try to get away. She braced herself, pushed back against him, trying to meet his thrusts. Her muffled screams and grunts were more exquisite than if they were allowed out.

He grabbed her hair again, yanked her face up, and whispered something into her ear. Grant couldn’t hear it. But he saw Sabrina’s eyes open wide, saw the mascara smearing at the corners from her sweat and the rub of the cushion.

Derrick looked up, locked eyes with Grant, and kept going.

Sabrina’s body started to give. Her moans turned to a high, breathless whine, her hands clutching the edge of the ottoman so tightly her fingers turned white. Each time Derrick bottomed out, her whole body shot forward, her tits swinging under the ruined blouse.

He let go of her hair and reached around, hand cupping her throat, pulling her upright. She made a sound, choked off, then gasped and came. Grant had never seen her like that. The orgasm hit so hard she went limp, every muscle in her legs and arms shaking. Derrick didn’t stop; he kept going, relentless, fucking her through the climax and into another.

Grant wanted to look away, but couldn’t. He watched every detail, every flex of muscle, every tremor in Sabrina’s body, every impact of Derrick’s cock splitting her wide. He saw the way Derrick’s hands owned her body, the way her body responded—no hesitation, no holding back.

He felt his own cock throbbing in his pants, an ache so intense it left him dizzy. He dug his fingers into the armrest, feeling the old leather give, and made himself remember every second.

Derrick slammed into her harder, faster. Sabrina’s moans turned to gasps, then to nothing—just the sound of air leaving her body with each stroke.

She looked up, and for the first time in the entire encounter, she made direct eye contact with Grant. Her mouth was open, her eyes glassy and rimmed in black, and she held the stare for a full five seconds before Derrick’s next thrust made her lose focus.

***

Derrick wasn’t finished.

He stepped forward, grabbed Sabrina by the nape, and hauled her off the ottoman. She dropped to her knees, the skirt a crumple at her waist, the blouse clinging to her ribs and shoulders in translucent patches. Her hair was a mess, streaked with sweat and stuck to her face. She looked up, mouth open, eyes glazed, cheeks striped with tears and mascara.

Derrick jerked his cock in front of her. It was angry red, shiny and smeared with lube and her juices. He stroked it fast, the movement businesslike, and pointed the head at her face.

Grant didn’t know if Sabrina would flinch, or turn away, or open wider. She just stayed there, breathing through her mouth, hands braced on the carpet, her body totally slack except for the shudder in her shoulders.

The first jet hit her cheekbone, a thick, white splash that stuck and slid down to her jaw. The second landed across her forehead and into her hairline. The third and fourth hit her nose, her chin, a string of it catching at the corner of her mouth and painting a line down to her throat. Derrick kept stroking, milking the last drops, and let them fall on the bridge of her nose.

Sabrina blinked, then leaned forward, lips wrapping around the head. She sucked, slow, taking the last beads onto her tongue. Grant felt his cock straining painfully as he watched his wife’s beautiful lips wrapped around the dark cock, cheeks hollowing as she sucked. She didn’t make a sound. Derrick held her hair in a fist until he was sure she’d swallowed, then let go.

She sat back on her heels, face a mess, blouse clinging to her chest, and looked up at him like she was waiting for a grade.

Derrick didn’t say a word. He grabbed a napkin from the coffee table, wiped his hands, and redressed, the whole time watching her with the same measured focus as before. He tucked in his shirt, buttoned the collar, and turned to Grant.

The look wasn’t a smirk, wasn’t even approval. It was pure acknowledgment—a man giving another man what he’d paid for, nothing left on the table.

He walked to the door, wiped his shoes again, and left.

The door clicked, and the house went silent.

Grant was up from the recliner before the sound faded. He crossed the room, fell to his knees in front of Sabrina, and pulled her into him. He didn’t care about the cum on her face or the sweat or the mascara—he kissed her, hard, tasting everything, breathing in the salt and the sweet and the raw tang of Derrick’s finish. She kissed him back, her hands in his hair, her body still shuddering.

He dragged her up, lifted her onto the ottoman, unzipped, and pushed himself into her without even removing his pants. The heat of her cunt was unreal. His cock vanished into her with no resistance. The difference in size was obvious, and she moaned at the sudden lack of stretch. She clenched around him, trying to hold, to feel every inch.

He fucked her, desperate, both hands on her face, smearing the mess further, his tongue licking cum from the corner of her mouth. She wrapped her legs around his hips, clung to him, and let him take what he needed.

He lasted barely a minute. The sensation—the heat, the taste, the sight of her used like this — overwhelmed him. He finished inside her, pumping hard, his balls pressing against the stretched lips of her cunt.

He stayed inside her, holding her tight, until the shaking in both their bodies stopped.

Sabrina laid her head on his shoulder, hair damp, face a ruin. “Did you like it?” she whispered.

He nodded, words gone.

She smiled, a soft, animal thing, and hugged him tighter.

They collapsed together on the ottoman, Sabrina’s back to Grant’s chest, his arms wrapped around her middle. They stared at the wall, at the bookshelf, and the family photos and the empty recliner.

The room was unchanged. But the air, and the bodies, and the memory of it—nothing would ever be the same.

They lay there until the sun set, and the streetlights painted the ceiling with a new pattern.


eleven
Checking In


Grant sat on the edge of their bed, naked except for the boxer briefs that still clung damply to his hips. The room’s single lamp was dialed down low, and the amber wash turned the pale walls the color of old paper. His jaw set hard enough that a muscle stood out, twitching every third heartbeat. His hands lay flat against his thighs, fingers out and tensed like he were waiting for a shot to the face. He didn’t look at Sabrina as she moved around the bedroom, collecting her clothes from the rug, winding her hair into a loose bun, then letting it fall again.

She wore a robe, nothing underneath, the edge gaping open at the knee as she paced from the dresser to the window and back. The air was still thick with the sweat and sex of the evening, even though it’d been hours since Derrick left. Sabrina didn’t talk, didn’t even sigh. She just moved with a quiet economy, cleaning up without words.

Grant’s breath came shallow but controlled, through his nose. When Sabrina finally dropped onto the mattress next to him, the bedsprings barely creaked.

She didn’t touch him. She didn’t look at him either.

For a long minute, the only noise was the slow tick of the bedside clock and the faint hum from the HVAC, which always kicked up a little too strong after sundown. Grant stared at the closet door, at the ghost of his own reflection in the glass, and wondered if he looked as small as he felt.

He spoke first, but not because he wanted to. “Are you catching feelings for him?”

The words landed between them like a snapped pencil. Not loud, but sharp.

Sabrina turned her head, and when she did, she looked straight at him. “No,” she said. Not a hint of avoidance in her voice.

Grant waited. He didn’t buy it. Or maybe he did, but needed it said better.

Sabrina went on: “It’s not like that.” She watched him, watched the side of his face. “I love you. Only you. What happens with Derrick—” she shrugged, the robe opening further at her chest, “it doesn’t touch that.”

Grant chewed the inside of his cheek. “You sure? Because when you’re with him—”

“What?”

He didn’t look at her. “You sound different. You let him do things you never want from me.”

She didn’t laugh or get defensive. “It’s sex. That’s the point. He’s a means to an end, Grant.” She spoke slowly, voice steady, like she were reading from a contract. “You want to know if I like it? Yes. Do I look forward to it? Yes. But it’s not love. Not even close.”

He let that hang for a second, then turned on her. “You feel nothing when you’re with him? Not even a little?”

Sabrina sat up straighter, knees together, the robe a white frame on her skin. “I feel good, Grant. I enjoy getting fucked by him.” She said it flat, no sugar. “I like the way it feels. I like what it does to you. But it’s not the same as what I feel with you. Not even in the same universe.”

Grant blinked. “So, what is it?”

She thought about it, honest for once. “It’s a show. Or maybe an experiment. I get to turn off a part of my brain I can’t with you. He’s a tool, Grant. I use him. I let you watch because I want you to see what it does to me, to us. Not because I want Derrick.”

He didn’t have a comeback ready. The sound of her words rattled around inside his skull.

Sabrina pressed her palm flat against his chest, right at the sternum. The heat of her hand leaked through his skin. “With you, I make love,” she said, voice dropping low. “With him, I fuck.” She didn’t blush or giggle. She just said it, like there was nothing else in the world to add.

Grant looked down at her hand. He saw the veins under her wrist, the gold ring on her finger, the half-moon indentations from where she’d gripped the sheets earlier, knuckles white.

He let his own hand come up and cover hers, fingers lacing. He squeezed, gentle.

Her breath went out. She held his hand, the weight of it anchoring her.

Grant’s jaw unclenched. He drew a slow, full breath, and felt the tension leak from his back and shoulders.

He met her eyes, and for the first time that night, he believed her. She wasn’t going anywhere. He didn’t know if that made him happy, or if it just meant they had something new to worry about.

He kept her hand pressed against his chest. He waited for the next hard question, but for now, there were none.

***

Grant let the silence stretch until it threatened to choke him. The comfort of Sabrina’s hand on his chest was real, but it didn’t solve the itch under his skin, the way his body couldn’t settle even now.

He spoke again, voice low. “You know what’s fucked up?” He waited for her to answer, but she just watched, patient. “It’s not killing me. It’s not even making me miserable. It’s the opposite.”

Sabrina’s eyes sharpened. “Say it.”

He pushed the words out: “I jerked off three times last week just thinking about you with him.” He laughed, short and ugly. “That’s more than I’ve done since college. It’s like—”

“Like you can’t stop?” She finished, but it was a statement, not a question.

Grant nodded, staring at the shadow of their hands on his stomach. “When I see you with him—when he’s in you, when you let him finish on your face—” he shivered. “I’m fucking hard the whole time. Even if I try to look away. I want to see it.”

She pressed her hand tighter to his sternum. “I know,” she said. “I see your face in the mirror. I see the way you lean forward. You look like you want to crawl inside my skin.”

He snorted, half a laugh, half something else. “I do.”

The corner of her mouth curled, not a smile but a mark of approval. She scooted closer; the robe slipping up her thigh, the pale of her skin set against the rumpled dark sheets. “The first time, I thought you’d get jealous and back out. I thought I’d be doing it to please you.” She traced the line of his jaw, then ran her fingers down his throat, over his Adam’s apple, to the notch at his collarbone. “But then you started showing up for it. You were more present with me after. Like it was fuel.”

Grant’s breath got heavier. “It is,” he admitted. He ran his hand up the inside of her robe, thumb tracing the ridgeline of her hip. “I want you every time. No matter how he leaves you.”

Sabrina looked down, saw the bulge straining against the waistband of his briefs. She pulled the robe loose at the tie, letting it gap open, and set her palm just above his cock. “You’re already hard.”

He didn’t flinch. “Yeah.”

She nodded, slow and deliberate. “You want to take me right now, don’t you?”

He said nothing, but his hand on her thigh answered.

She climbed into his lap, straddling him, her knees bracing on the mattress to either side. The robe fell away, leaving her naked from the waist down, breasts soft against his chest. Grant peeled the robe off her shoulders, tossed it to the floor. He pulled her tight against his body, mouth at her neck, breathing her in.

Sabrina rocked her hips against him, slow at first, grinding the heat of her cunt onto his cock. He felt the wet through the cotton, a patch of it soaking straight to his skin. He gripped her ass in both hands, the flesh warm and alive, and held her still.

Sabrina reached between their bodies, tugged down his waistband, and freed his cock. It sprang up, already slick at the tip. She stroked it once, then lined it up to her opening and sank down in a single, practiced move.

She was loose, wide, and hot. He could feel the lube still inside her, the aftermath of Derrick, the leftover slick that made it effortless. She bottomed out on his lap, her thighs trembling against his.

Grant groaned, the sound deep and involuntary. “Fuck, you’re so open,” he said, the words more moan than speech.

Sabrina rode him, slow at first, then faster, using her legs for leverage. He watched her breasts bounce with every thrust, watched her hair fall around her face, watched the way her mouth opened when he hit the end of her. She was wet enough that each movement made a sound, obscene and wet, louder than he remembered from before. Her nails dug into his shoulders.

He watched his cock vanish inside her, saw the slick at the base, the glisten on his skin where she rode him raw. The difference was impossible to ignore: he’d never filled her before, not like this. She gasped with each movement, but never broke his gaze.

“You like this?” she whispered, her breath hot against his jaw. “You like feeling what he did to me?”

He nodded, desperate.

She braced herself, hands on his shoulders, and rode him harder. The wet slap of flesh got louder, her cunt clinging to his cock, the ring at her opening stretched white around his shaft. Her voice went high when she came, her whole body shaking, but she didn’t stop. She kept going, milking every spasm from her own body, until Grant couldn’t hold back.

He buried his face in her neck, teeth grazing skin, and came so hard he saw stars. She held him, both hands in his hair, riding the aftershocks as his cum mixed with the wet already inside her.

They stayed like that, tangled, her chest pressed to his, his arms wrapped around her back. The sweat cooled on their skin, and the room’s air slowly shifted from hot and charged to quiet, almost normal.

Sabrina collapsed against him, hair in his face, her breath still a little ragged. “You really want to do it again?” she said, voice soft.

He didn’t hesitate. “Yeah,” he said.

She smiled, a real one, and kissed his cheek. “Me too.”

He held her, breathing slowly, staring up at the ceiling and the faint shadows the lamp made on the paint.

He didn’t just survive the jealousy.

He fed on it.

And he wanted more.


twelve
The Birthday Plan


Sabrina started with the bed. She yanked off the white cotton duvet, the one they’d picked out in year three of the marriage, and rolled it into a tight sausage. She crammed it into the closet, out of sight. The sheets underneath were worse—pale blue with a faint grid, something Grant’s mother had bought on sale, too soft and already pilled at the foot from years of friction. She stripped those too, then balled them up and stuffed them into the laundry basket by the door.

She stood over the mattress for a second, hands on her hips, watching the foam rebound. The room was hot with sunlight, streaks of dust floating in through the west-facing window. She blinked at the glare, then reached up and pulled the curtain rod free. The old cotton curtains gave way easily; she dragged them down, then fetched the new set from the bag hanging on the knob.

The new curtains were blackout, heavy, and slate-colored. She fed the rod through the pockets and hung them in two quick moves. She yanked them closed, and the room went twilight: just enough light to see her own shadow on the bare mattress. She let her eyes adjust, then got to work with the new sheets.

They were deep charcoal, the kind that looked almost oily when the light hit them right. She shook out the fitted sheet and snapped it once. It caught the air like a parachute, billowing before it slapped down tight to the mattress. She tucked each corner, then smoothed the surface with both hands, running her palms over the cool, slick fabric. It made her arms goosebump; the friction almost zero. Her hands looked extra pale against the dark sheet, the veins at her wrist clear and blue.

She did the pillowcases next—two for each side, extra king size. She lined them up against the headboard, then adjusted until they matched, the top edge exactly parallel to the frame. She draped the flat sheet over, then smoothed again, making sure there were no wrinkles.

There was a bag from the home goods store on the chair. She opened it, pulled out the candle holders. They were matte black, low and heavy, made of glass so thick they felt like rocks. She set two on the dresser, spaced evenly at either end, then one on each nightstand. She fished out the votives, black wax in glass cylinders, and dropped one into each holder.

She’d bought a long-barreled lighter for this. The flame came out with a hiss and caught the wick fast, then shrank to a low, blue-orange tongue. She moved from candle to candle, lighting each, watching the wax liquefy at the edges. The smell was faintly chemical at first, then the scent caught up: smoke and something like cinnamon, but not sweet. When she finished, the room had gone from sterile to shadowed; the light a dim gold that sucked up the color of the sheets and made the walls look gray.

She stepped back to check the effect. The bed looked like a hotel, but cleaner. The candlelight on the satin sheet made the surface shimmer, almost wet. The rest of the room was plain: a dresser, one armchair, a pair of sneakers tucked under the window seat. She didn’t touch Grant’s side of the closet. She didn’t touch the stack of folded laundry by the bathroom door.

There was a wedding photo on the nightstand. She picked it up, turned it in her hand, then set it right back. She stared at it a second longer, then left it there.

She dug the last bag out from under the chair, the one with the pale blue tissue and the boutique label on the handle. Inside, wrapped in more tissue, was the lingerie set: a balconette bra, white lace with a hard under wire, and a matching thong so light it barely weighed anything. She held the thong up to the light. It was see-through except for the floral pattern, which was fine and raised in a way that felt almost sharp on her fingers.

She peeled off her shirt and bra, then shimmied out of her jeans. She stood naked in front of the full-length mirror on the back of the bathroom door, then slipped into the thong first. The waistband sat low on her hips, the lace strip wide enough to cover her but not enough to hide the curve of her pubic bone. She pulled the bra on, clasped it at the tightest hook, then adjusted the straps until they stopped digging.

The fit was perfect. Her breasts were pushed up and forward, the white lace cutting across them in a clean horizontal line. She turned to the side. The effect was pornographic, but in a way she liked. She bent forward to check the thong’s back, and the lace slipped between the cheeks of her ass. When she bent lower, the front grazed the lips of her pussy. The edge of the lace scratched her and made her inhale, sharp. She held the pose, tension rippling up her thighs, then straightened and let her breath out slow. Her reflection looked nothing like a wife. It looked like a trophy.

She pulled the set off, careful not to stretch the straps, and folded it back into the tissue. She dressed again in her old jeans and Grant’s faded Giants t-shirt, then laid the lingerie flat across the armchair’s arm. It sat there, waiting.

She walked back to the bed, checked the candles, and ran her hand one more time across the sheets. The fabric gave off a faint static, nothing more.

She fished her phone out of her pocket and thumbed a text to Derrick:

“Tonight, 7:30. bedroom. you know the address.”

A second later, the reply pinged back:

“See you then.”

She set the phone on the nightstand, next to the wedding photo. She looked at the picture again, then at her own hand, the skin blanched by candlelight.

She left the room, pulling the door most of the way shut behind her.

***

Grant stood at the kitchen sink, filling a glass he didn’t want. He watched the bubbles climb the sides, then took a sip and let it run cold through his mouth. The house was quiet except for the tick from the oven clock. He set the glass on the counter and stared at the spot where the counter had dulled from years of wiping with the same old rag.

He heard Sabrina before he saw her: the slow tread of bare feet on the stairs. She came into the kitchen in jeans and a loose tee, hair up in a messy knot. Her arms were pink at the elbows from scrubbing something—probably the nightstand, probably overkill. She didn’t look at him right away, just opened the fridge and bent to check the vegetable drawer.

He watched her. His eyes tracked the line of her back, the way the jeans pinched at the waist and loosened over her ass. There was nothing sexual about the motion, but it put a heat in his chest all the same.

She stood and shut the fridge, then caught him staring. She didn’t call him on it. She leaned back against the counter and looked at the ceiling, then at the faucet.

He said, “So this is for my birthday?”

She grinned, “Yeah. A surprise.”

Grant smiled, “Your hint was too much, ‘big and black’ could only be one thing.”

He leaned into the counter, both hands flat to the stone. The skin of his palms squeaked a little, just audibly.

She crossed her arms. “There’s more. Just wait.”

“I’m trying.”

She grabbed an apple from the bowl, twisted the stem free, then rolled it in her palm like she was deciding if it was ripe. She set it back down, untouched.

Grant watched her mouth, the way it pressed flat when she was thinking. He tried to catch her eye again, but she focused on the bowl.

He said, “You ready?”

Sabrina cocked her head, squinted at him. “For what?”

He hesitated, then said, “Tonight.”

She looked right at him this time, her eyes level. “Yeah. Are you?”

He nodded, but she waited like she needed him to say it out loud. He tried again: “I want to be.” He laughed, but it came out as more of a cough. “I keep running it through my head.”

She moved around the island, arms loose, then stood close enough that he could smell the faint tang of sweat and citrus from her skin. “What do you think about?” She breathed it softly, almost too quiet to catch, almost too quiet to catch.

He didn’t dodge. “You. Him. What you sound like. How big he is compared to me. How excited and jealous I feel when I watch you with him.” He said it and let it land.

She nodded, just once. “Good.”

He almost asked why, but she moved past before he could. She reached for the mail on the table and shuffled it into a neat stack, then aligned it with the edge of the placemat.

They stood in the slow hush of the kitchen, neither moving, both waiting for the other to break first.

Sabrina grabbed her phone from the charger and checked the lock screen. She didn’t text, just stared at the display for a second, then set it back on the table.

Grant shifted his weight from foot to foot, then finally found something to do: he filled his glass again, drained half of it in a single swallow. He wiped his mouth with the back of his wrist.

Sabrina watched him, then smiled for real. “You’re jumpy.”

He grinned, a crooked thing. “You’re not?”

“No,” she said. “Not now.”

He said, “Why not?”

She shrugged. “Because I want it; and I know what’s going to happen..”

He looked at her. Not past her, not through. Right at her.

“I want it too,” he said.

The air in the kitchen seemed to change, a slow, bright edge to every movement.

“I’m going to get ready. Stay in the entertainment room; I’ll get Derrick when he arrives.” She turned, moving down the hall toward the master, her hair bouncing at her neck. Grant watched her go, started to follow, then remembered that he was to wait in the entertainment room.

He stood in the kitchen doorway, looking down the hall. The bedroom door was half closed, just a thin line of candlelight visible at the gap. He could feel the way his chest moved, breath steady but shallow.

He stayed there, waiting for the clock to tick to the right time.

He didn’t know what would happen next, but his body was already ready for it.


thirteen
The Birthday Gift


Sabrina led Grant down the hall, barefoot and steady, the scent of burning wax thickening as they neared the bedroom. The house was quiet—too quiet, Grant thought, as if the silence had been bracing for an event. Sabrina’s steps made no sound on the old hardwood, and Grant had to speed up to keep from trailing. He caught the curve of her calf, the pale flex of muscle above the ankle, and tried not to imagine how the rest of her looked under the t-shirt.

She stopped at the closed bedroom door, put her palm flat against it, and looked back at Grant. She smiled, but it wasn’t the nervous smile from the kitchen. It was the other kind: a tight, mean little upturn at the edge that said she was about to do something, and it would be for her, not for him.

She pressed the door open, and Grant followed.

Derrick was already there.

He stood near the foot of the bed, arms loose at his sides, the dark fabric of his shirt catching the gold light from a dozen black votive candles. The bedsheets were charcoal, nearly black, and Grant’s eye went straight to the contrast: Derrick’s body a shadow against the wall, the white of Sabrina’s skin cut out and highlighted in patches where the t-shirt rode up. Derrick watched them enter, said nothing, and moved not at all.

The rest of the room looked different, too. The blackout curtains had made the walls go colorless. Candlelight pooled in small, dirty circles on the dresser, the nightstands, and the corners of the headboard. The wedding photo on the dresser caught the light at an odd angle and looked out at them, the faces ghosted in glass.

Sabrina crossed the room and stood with her back to the bed, facing both men. With a slow, single motion, she pulled the t-shirt up and over her head, dropped it to the floor, and smoothed her hands over the front of the white lace balconette bra. Grant felt his throat click, his breath in his nose loud and uneven.

The bra was nearly see-through, the pale of her areolas showing faintly beneath the mesh. The thong matched, though it was cut lower than Grant remembered from the packaging—there was a dark shadow where her pubic bone peaked under the lace. The outfit made her look less covered than if she’d worn nothing. She liked that; he could tell from the way her chin stayed up, her shoulders square, as if daring him to look away.

She fixed on Grant with a direct stare. “Tonight, I want you to give me away.”

He blinked. “What?”

She didn’t smile. “You know. Like a wedding. You walk me to him, put my hands in his, then you watch.”

The line should have sounded ridiculous, but Grant’s heart surged like she’d punched him. He looked at Derrick, who stood absolutely still, just waiting.

Grant swallowed, jaw clenched. “You sure?”

She nodded once. “I want it.” She winked, “You’ll get me back.”

She stepped to him. Her skin was cool from the air; the scent of her shampoo barely masked by the candle smoke. She put out her hands, wrists together.

He took them. Her fingers were cold, but he felt the slight tremor in her grip. He wanted to say something, anything, but nothing came out. He held her wrists, felt the pulse beating under the bones, and stared at the blue-white tendons on the backs of her hands.

After a second, she tipped her head toward Derrick.

Grant’s feet felt heavy, but he moved anyway. He walked Sabrina to the foot of the bed, the place she’d prepped with such care, and stopped when her toes touched the edge of the sheet.

He looked at her hands, then at Derrick. “Take care of her,” he said, and hated how thin his voice sounded.

Derrick nodded, but didn’t speak.

Grant put Sabrina’s hands in Derrick’s. For a beat, he didn’t let go. He felt the warmth of Derrick’s skin, the dry friction of their palms, and almost pulled back. But he didn’t. He squeezed Sabrina’s fingers, held them a second longer than he should have, then released.

Derrick closed both hands around her wrists. His hands looked enormous against her skin—dark and broad, each finger nearly the size of her forearm. For a second, he just held her, and the only sound in the room was the faint hiss of candle wicks.

Grant stepped back. There was a chair at the foot of the bed, just off to one side. He moved to it, his knees nearly buckling, and sat. The wood was cold through his jeans. He put his hands on his thighs, then, self-conscious, folded them together.

From his seat, he could see everything: Sabrina’s bare legs, her thighs pale against the darkness of the sheet; Derrick’s hands locked around her wrists; the way the candles made moving shadows over the curve of her ribs, the hollow of her throat. The wedding photo was still visible on the dresser, the glass warped by light. The room looked nothing like theirs anymore, except for the ghosts.

Derrick drew Sabrina closer. She moved as if it were the only thing she’d ever wanted.

Grant watched, jaw tight, heart slamming so hard it felt like it might bruise.

***

Derrick stood with Sabrina at the edge of the bed. For a long moment, neither moved. Grant’s hands curled into fists on his thighs, and the air in the bedroom felt thick enough to chew.

Sabrina lifted her chin, face up to Derrick’s. He looked down, met her gaze, his expression unreadable in the candlelight. She tilted her head just a little, then closed the gap and kissed him.

She started slowly, mouth open, tongue first, her fingers curling into the front of Derrick’s shirt. It was the first time Grant had ever seen her kiss another man. The sight made his stomach twist, but his cock was already hard, the heat of it a live wire under his waistband.

Sabrina’s mouth worked against Derrick’s, her jaw moving, the sharp V of her chin bumping his as she deepened the kiss. He didn’t rush it. He waited, then parted his lips, took her lower lip between his, and drew her closer. One of his hands went to her waist, covering from rib to hip, fingers splaying out and denting her skin.

From the chair, Grant heard the wet sound of their mouths, the faint drag of Sabrina’s fingernails over the fabric of Derrick’s shirt. His own breath came in short, dry pulls, and the sound of it was loud in the small room. He was surprised at how much sharper the jealousy and excitement were than when they fucked.

Sabrina pulled back from the kiss, but only to unhook her bra. She did it without breaking eye contact; the catch popping loose with a practiced flick of her wrist. She let the straps fall, then shrugged the whole thing off, dropping it to the floor. Her breasts stood out in the cold air, the nipples puckered and flushed pink. The white lace pooled at her feet, a tiny, useless shield abandoned.

Derrick took a second to look. His gaze flicked down, up, then he put both hands around her waist and lifted her to sit on the edge of the bed.

Sabrina balanced herself with palms on the sheet. She watched as Derrick kneeled, then ran his hands up her thighs, thumbs pressing deep into the meat just above her knees. He gripped the band of the thong and slid it down, slow, exposing the strip of pale pubic hair, then the labia—already parted, already wet with anticipation. The thong caught at her knees, then her ankles, then was gone, tossed onto the pile with the bra.

Derrick’s thumbs traced the inside of her thighs, up and down, leaving pale streaks on her skin. He spread her knees wide apart and leaned in. His mouth hovered over her slit for a second, the heat of his breath raising goosebumps all the way to her collarbone.

He licked her once, slowly, from hole to clit. Sabrina’s whole body jolted; her head snapped back, hair flying, and she let out a hard gasp. Derrick licked her again, this time circling the clit with the tip of his tongue, his fingers digging into the flesh of her inner thighs to hold her steady.

Sabrina’s breathing turned ragged. She closed her eyes, let her head loll back, and rocked her hips forward into Derrick’s mouth.

Grant watched the line of her back, the arch, the way her shoulder blades pulled together. He stared at Derrick’s head between her legs, the shaved sides catching the flicker of candlelight, and he felt his own cock pulse, desperate for touch.

Derrick ate her for a full minute, maybe two, never speeding up, never going harder than necessary. Just steady, measured licks, the kind that would drive Grant insane. Sabrina’s thighs trembled. She grabbed at Derrick’s head, then the sheet, then nothing, as the first wave of orgasm hit.

She didn’t scream, but she made a sound—a guttural, low moan that grew louder, then stopped with a hard inhale. Her whole body went rigid, the muscles in her legs and stomach flexing so hard the skin shone in the candlelight. She’d never made that noise for Grant, but he didn’t care as long as she did for Derrick.

Derrick didn’t let up. He kept licking, lighter now, softer, coaxing every spasm out of her. Sabrina’s body shook, then sagged, her hands falling to her sides, fingers splayed on the charcoal sheet.

Only then did Derrick stand. He unbuttoned his shirt, one slow movement at a time, then peeled it off and folded it over the chair in the corner. His chest was impressive as always; the muscle popped under the skin, each line clean and sharp. The skin was dark, almost blue-black, and the contrast against Sabrina’s pale thighs was so stark it made Grant’s heart pound.

He unbuckled his pants, then let them fall, stepping out of them with bare feet. He wore no underwear.

His cock was already half-hard and ready, the head swollen, a bead of clear pre-cum at the tip. It hung low, swinging as he stepped to the bed, then climbed up to kneel between Sabrina’s legs.

She reached for it. Her hand was small by comparison; the tips of her thumb and middle finger not quite meeting around the shaft. She stroked him with her left hand, showing off her wedding ring, slow at first, then with more pressure. The skin was hot; the veins ridged and thick, the entire length dark except for the pink of the head.

Grant watched as she lubed him, a glistening shaft ready to penetrate. She lined him up to her slit, rubbed the head through her wetness, then held it there, poised. She looked up at Derrick, then at Grant, and waited.

Derrick asked, “You good?” voice barely more than a rumble.

Sabrina nodded, not trusting herself to speak.

He pressed in.

The head parted her lips, and the stretch was immediate. She gasped, fingers digging into Derrick’s forearms. Grant saw the ridge of the head open her, then the rest of the shaft followed, inch after inch, until Sabrina’s hips rose off the bed. The hole of her pussy stretched wide, the pink inside almost white where it fought to accommodate him.

Derrick paused, letting her adjust. He pulled back just a little, then pressed forward again, this time going deeper. The shaft vanished inside her, the color contrast unreal: dark cock disappearing into the paleness of her cunt, the lips clinging and then giving way.

Sabrina made a sound—high and broken, not quite a scream, but close. She held onto Derrick’s wrists, squeezing hard, her knuckles white.

Derrick started to move. Slow at first, just a few shallow thrusts, then deeper, pulling out almost all the way before pushing back in with measured force. Each time he bottomed out, Sabrina’s whole body rocked. The bed frame creaked; the candles shivered in their holders.

From the chair, Grant watched every detail. The way the skin around her opening stretched and thinned each time Derrick pressed in. The gloss of lube and slick that coated his shaft on every outstroke. The sound—wet, obscene, relentless. His hard darkness entering her delicate white.

He watched Sabrina’s face, the flush that spread from her cheeks down her neck and over her chest. She stared up at the ceiling, mouth open, hair wild on the pillow.

Derrick fucked her slowly, deep, never losing control. He shifted her legs, hiking one knee up onto his shoulder, the other splayed wide on the bed. This changed the angle, and Sabrina’s hips rolled up, giving Grant an even better view. Her clit was exposed, swollen and red, the whole mound of her pubis slick and wet.

She came again, this time louder. The muscles in her thighs flexed, and her heels dug into the bedspread. She moaned, then whimpered, then just panted, her eyes rolling back with each new thrust.

Derrick reached down, grabbed her by the waist, and lifted her off the bed so her ass hovered in the air. He held her there, suspended, then pounded her with a new force—hard, deep, every stroke hitting home.

Sabrina lost it. Her hands grabbed for anything: Derrick’s arms, the sheet, her own hair. She screamed, a short, sharp sound, and her body convulsed around his cock.

Derrick let her down gently, then flipped her onto her stomach. He pulled her hips up, lined up, and drove back in. From behind, the sight was even more obscene—her pussy gaped around the shaft, the stretch so wide Grant couldn’t believe she was taking it.

Derrick gripped her hips, hands dark on her white skin, and fucked her harder, faster. The sound of flesh on flesh echoed off the walls, mixing with Sabrina’s cries and the ragged breathing from Grant at the foot of the bed.

He watched as Derrick’s cock hammered into her; the shaft shining with a mix of lube and Sabrina’s own fluids. Every time he pulled out,he saw her lips try to close, but Derrick’s cock stretched them open, a dark shaft gleaming with every thrust. The sheets bunched under her hips, the candle shadows jumping up the wall. Sabrina’s face mashed into the pillow, her breath loud and raw, the sound traveling straight to Grant’s spine.

Derrick was breathing harder now, but his rhythm didn’t break. His hands clamped around Sabrina’s hips, thumbs splayed across her ass. The slap of bodies was a dirty metronome, timing out the seconds left in the room. Grant stared at her cunt, watched the way the lips gaped and shivered even when Derrick pulled out, saw the ring of pink stay open, wet, eager. He wondered if she’d ever be as tight for him again.

He brought his hand to his own cock, fingers tight through the denim. A shock ran up his back, sharp enough to make his teeth ache. He squeezed, knowing he’d finish in his pants without ever touching skin, but he forced his focus back to the bed. He would not lose his vantage point. Not for this.

Derrick slowed, then pulled out. Sabrina’s hole stayed open, the pink ring outlined in slick. She shuddered, thighs trembling, her ass still high in the air. Derrick stroked himself with one hand, lined up again, and pushed back in, driving forward with a force that made Grant’s arms quiver in sympathy.

He could see everything: the way Sabrina’s body took every inch, the heavy slap of Derrick’s balls against her cunt, the hollowed sound each time the cock bottomed out. Her back bowed, fingers clawing at the mattress for leverage. A mess of fluid leaked down between her thighs, puddling on the sheet, soaking into the dark material.

The fucking built again, Derrick’s pace relentless, the hips like pistons, Sabrina’s body loose and flopping under the force.The tempo now was savage; nothing held back. Sabrina rode each wave, her moans breaking against the pillow, her legs kicking, feet pushing uselessly at the sheets. The steady slap of flesh was joined by the wet, spasming sounds of her body giving way, the air thick with the smell of sweat and arousal. Grant felt it all in the base of his neck, the charge running down through his spine to the heat building at his crotch. His own breath came ragged and shallow; every time he tried to steady it, the next sound, the next image, just wound it up tighter.

Derrick reached a hand around, palm over the smooth of her stomach, and pulled up. The tension arched Sabrina’s back, forcing her up onto her knees. He buried himself to the hilt; the impact sharp and final each time. Sabrina’s hands clawed at the mattress, then found the headboard and gripped. She dragged herself up in time with the rhythm of Derrick’s thrusts, her head thrown back, hair wild in the candlelight.

Grant stared at her, at the way her whole body moved with each push; like she’d been sculpted for this, for the force and the stretch. He tried to breathe, failed, and tried again. The air was thick and hot, scented with sweat and smoke and the mineral stench of sex. He felt a flush at his cheekbones, a dizzy heat that made it hard to tell if it was jealousy or excitement.

Derrick never broke rhythm, just hammered at her, the sounds growing sharper, the pace vicious. Sabrina’s back was arched so far Grant thought she might snap. The breath in her throat came out in little ululations, almost a sob, but her hands kept their death grip on the headboard, knuckles white, arms rigid. She wanted this. He could see the need in the way she drove herself down onto the bed, chin jutting, hair clinging to the sweat at her temples. She bucked back to meet Derrick stroke for stroke, every noise from her mouth pure animal. Grant felt his own groan vibrate in his chest; the pulse in his cock made him genuinely afraid he might finish untouched.

He watched the grip of Derrick’s hands on Sabrina’s hips, the press of thumbprint into her skin, the clutch so tight that the pale flesh dimpled, blushed, then flashed to white where blood got cut off. He watched as Derrick forced her even wider, thumbs prying at the cheeks of her ass so that the ring of her hole stretched around each inch, no option, just surrender. Grant let his jaw hang; the sight was impossible to process, but he tried to burn it into memory, knowing he might need the image one day when the room was just a room again.

The rhythm changed—Derrick’s hips stuttering, the sounds floppy and arrhythmic, then even rougher than before. The slap of their bodies, the wet squelch, the animal groans. Grant felt his cock jerk under his hand, and he knew it was about to happen. He tried to hold it in, willed himself to keep watching, but the force of it overtook him—like some third-party force crammed him full of need, then wrung it out, pulse by pulse, inside his jeans.

With a guttural, ragged inhale, Derrick wrenched Sabrina tight to his groin and pulled her up off the mattress, then let go and flipped her onto her back. She landed splayed, arms wide, her face covered with sweat and hair, her mouth slack and gasping. Derrick climbed on top, one knee at either side of her hips, and lined up again.

He pushed in. Sabrina kept her legs wide for him, hungry. He drove home, and her whole body arched off the bed, like an electric current had hit her. She made a sound that was half sob, half shout, and wrapped her legs around Derrick’s waist, ankles at the small of his back. He fucked her like that—no rhythm now, just a frantic, piston surge, the need to finish overriding any pretense of control. He saw Derrick’s whole body tense, saw a shiver run from his back to his ass, saw the shaft pulse, thickening. Derrick gritted out, “Where do you want it?” just above a whisper. Sabrina didn’t answer right away—she met Grant’s eyes, locked him in, her mouth falling open in a slow, deliberate smile. Grant felt a pulse at his temple, a spike of warning, but he couldn’t move, couldn’t even breathe.

Sabrina, voice shredded from screaming, said, “Inside.”

The word hit Grant like a thrown brick.

He watched her lock her ankles behind Derrick’s ass and drag him in to the hilt, holding him tight enough that Derrick’s muscles bunched and quivered. Derrick’s hands clamped down on her hips, knuckles white, and he made a sound—deep, broken, animal. Grant kept waiting for Sabrina to release, to push him out, but she only tightened her legs. She looked at Derrick, at Grant, then back at Derrick.

Derrick came with a grunt, full-body tense, his cock buried to the base. Grant saw the shiver, the twitch of the shaft, then the balls cinch up tight. The image locked into his memory: Derrick’s body hovering over Sabrina, hands on her hips, dark veins bulged at his forearms, every muscle alive. The flex of his ass, the staccato jerk of his hips as he emptied himself, pulse by pulse, into Grant’s wife. Derrick kept her pinned, not pulling out, not loosening his grip. The air stank of sweat and the iron-salt of sex, thick enough Grant could almost taste it. He could hear Sabrina’s breath, high and desperate, the whine under it like the tail of a sob.

The seconds stretched. Derrick stayed inside her, breathing hard, not letting go. Sabrina’s hands went flat to his chest, then up to his neck, to his jaw. She pulled him down and kissed him, their mouths crashing together, all teeth and heat. Grant watched, frozen, the sight of his wife making out with the man who’d just filled her with cum burning through every layer of his chest. He could feel his own cock throbbing, aching, but he stayed put, forcing himself to record every detail.

Sabrina broke the kiss first, then kept Derrick’s face close to hers, almost nose to nose. “That’s it,” she said, breathless, voice cracked but certain. “We both want this.” She looked at Grant as she said it, eyes wide open, pupils blown. He felt the words hit somewhere low in his stomach, then climb, a bloom of humiliation and pride and raw, animal excitement.

Derrick said nothing. He just braced himself on his hands, breathing heavily, sweat dripping off his chest onto Sabrina’s collarbone. The candles threw shadows up his back, and for a second Grant lost the thread of who or what he was supposed to be in this room, except as a witness.

Derrick kissed her again, slower this time. Sabrina let herself sink against the bed, arms loose, ankles still locked behind his ass. For a long moment, neither of them moved. Then Derrick propped himself up, face inches from hers, and, with exquisite care, pulled out.

Grant saw it all—the way the lips of her pussy clung to the shaft, how the flare of the head forced her open anew, how the pink inside was glossy with fluid. He watched the shaft emerge, slicked and shining, each inch streaked with a mix of lube and milky-white semen. The moment Derrick’s cock slipped free, a thick, slow ooze followed—rimming the opening, then puddling down to the dark sheets around her thighs. The slow spasm of her muscles was visible, a pulse under her skin, as Derrick’s cock pulled all the way out. The head glistened, bright with a coat of slick and white, a froth gathering at the rim and smeared across the shaft. Grant’s gaze locked on the gaping hole of his wife, the pink turned shiny, the lips bent outward in a perfect oval, globs of cum already leaking down and pooling in the dark valley between ass and sheet. Sabrina’s body kept twitching, her legs shifting restlessly under Derrick’s knees. Each second, more fluid dripped out of her, the flow slow, stubborn, unwilling to stop.

Derrick gave Grant a look—no smirk, no triumph, no apology. Just a flat, professional acknowledgement. Then he stood, stepping off the bed, and wiped himself with the towel Sabrina had left by the dresser. There was a faint sound, wet cloth against skin, then the snap of the towel as Derrick wiped meticulously along the shaft, across the base, up to the head. He checked his work, then wrapped the towel around himself, moving with unhurried, post-battle grace. Sabrina’s body was still spasming, her thighs jittering in aftershock, the slow ooze of cum painting pale streaks down her ass and onto the sheets. The contrast was almost obscene—a vivid, high-gloss white on gray, the pulse of each drop matching the twitch of her hips.

She lay sprawled, legs wide, arms flung above her head, breath coming in ragged gasps that Grant could hear from the chair. Her nipples had gone dark and crinkled, the chest rising and falling in sharp jerks. The wetness between her thighs was a mess: lube, sweat, and Derrick’s semen pooling in the hollow, sticky and bright in the candlelight.

Derrick dressed silently, then left without fanfare, as if he hadn’t just transformed a marriage.

***

Grant sat in the chair, the wood biting into his thighs, his cock throbbing against the inside of his jeans. He listened to the sound of Derrick’s footsteps, heavy on the hall carpet. The front door opened, then closed. The silence was absolute, except for Sabrina’s slow, uneven breathing.

He stood up before he had time to think. He crossed to the bed in three strides.

Sabrina lay splayed, arms overhead, legs still parted at the knees. The charcoal sheets bunched at her hips, dark with sweat and a streak of white that gleamed in the guttering candlelight. Her breasts heaved, each inhale pulling the flush higher up her chest and neck. Her cunt gaped open, lips raw and bent out, the hole glossy and leaking. Globs of cum were already running from her, streaking her ass, puddling on the fitted sheet.

Grant stared at her, at the wet ruin of her body. He couldn’t stop himself; he didn’t want to.

He dropped his jeans, kicked them to the side. Despite his earlier release, his cock was painfully hard, sticky and warm, but nothing compared to the mess on the bed. He crawled onto the mattress, the sheets cold and wet beneath his knees. He hovered over her, breathing her in, smoke and sweat, and the sharp, chlorine stench of Derrick’s load. He wanted to look away, but he forced his eyes to keep on the evidence: the gape, the streaks of white, the gloss that shone in the flicker of the candles.

Sabrina turned her head to look at him. Her eyes were wide, rimmed red, the lashes stuck together with sweat. She didn’t say a word.

Grant lined himself up and pushed inside her.

There was zero resistance. The heat and wetness were overwhelming, and he felt the change immediately: her cunt was wide, the lips swollen, the inside so loose it felt like he might fall out. The shaft of his cock slipped through the mess—her own wetness, Derrick’s cum, the leftover lube—so fast he bottomed out on the first stroke, his balls slapping her ass and spraying the puddle of semen that had pooled there.

He groaned. It was a genuine sound, not something for effect. The sensation was so different from anything he’d known he had to freeze for a second, cock buried to the hilt, feeling the heat of her pulse against the shaft, the twitch of her hole spasming in aftershock. The fluid, viscous and warm, coated his skin, oozing out around his cock and dripping down his balls. He fucked her, slowly at first, then fast. The wet slap was instant, obscene, louder than any porn. With each stroke he felt the ring at her opening cling for a second, then snap back as his cock withdrew, leaving a froth of white that rimmed the head. The more he moved, the wetter and looser she got.

Sabrina hooked her legs around his ass. She used the leverage to drag him deeper. He watched her face, the way her mouth opened in a raw, desperate O, the tendons in her neck standing out. She held onto his back, fingers digging so deep he felt the pain through the white noise of his nerves. She said nothing, but the way she looked at him, never blinking, never looking away, made him feel like he was being consumed.

Grant grabbed her hips and drove in. He couldn’t get enough. The sound of the bodies, the wet percussion of skin on skin, the air thick with the reek of sex—it all wound him up. He looked down to where they joined: his pale cock vanishing into her, the shaft shiny with a mix of his and Derrick’s and Sabrina’s. Each time he fucked forward, a jet of semen squirted out around the base, painting his balls, dripping to the sheets.

He pushed her legs wider, nearly bent in half. He wanted to see how open she was. The hole gaped with each withdrawal; the rim stretched so wide it seemed impossible she’d ever be tight again. The thought made him shudder; he fucked her even harder. Sabrina matched him, bucking up to meet every thrust. The sheets under her ass turned slick, then soaked through.

He gripped her by the throat and kissed her. Her mouth tasted like salt and candle smoke, but there was an aftertaste, too—bitter, not hers, and he knew what it was before he thought it. She opened her mouth wider, tongue fucking his as hard as he was fucking her below. The pulse in her throat matched his own, a double-tap rhythm that left him dizzy. He squeezed, not hard enough to choke, just to hold.

Sabrina let her head fall back and moaned. The sound was ragged, like she was trying to cough up the last of her voice. She stared at the ceiling, her hair spread out on the pillow, the ends pasted to her face with sweat. Grant watched her nipples, dark and sharp, bouncing with every impact. The whole body was still on fire, still working off the aftershock of Derrick’s fucking, but Grant didn’t care. He needed to fill her again, to cover every inch of the ruin with himself.

He pulled out; the shaft coated with a rope of milky white, and watched as her cunt gaped wide, a froth of semen spilling out onto the bed. He lined up and shoved back in, this time faster, not holding back. The sounds turned animal: a wet, bass slap, a high, breathy whine, the shudder of the headboard against the wall. He didn’t pace himself. He wanted to feel her lose control again.

Sabrina wrapped her arms around his neck and dragged his face down to hers. She bit at his jaw, then moaned into his ear, the sound high and wild. Her legs locked behind him, the heels mashing into his ass to pull him deeper. He heard the squelch of fluid every time he bottomed out; the wetness leaking and pooling under her. It wasn’t clean or pretty; it was raw, chemical, base. He wanted to mark her, to overwrite the last half hour with a new mess of his own.

He kept going until his thighs burned, until the sweat dripped off his brow and stung his eyes. Sabrina met every thrust, her hips never flagging, her arms shaking from the effort of clinging to him. He felt her start to spasm around him, the pulse of her cunt like a second heartbeat. She bucked once, then twice, and came—hard, a spray of fluid leaking out around his cock, soaking his balls, mixing into the mess already on the bed.

The sight and smell of it, the wetness and the heat, triggered his own finish. He grunted, pulled her tight, and emptied into her, pulse after pulse, his cum mixing into the flood. He stayed inside her, refusing to pull out, feeling the way her cunt gripped and milked every drop. His arms shook from the strain of holding her. He let his forehead drop to her shoulder, breathing her in, his cock twitching even as the sensation dulled and his nerves went soft.

They stayed like that, bodies fused, the heat between them radiating out to the sheets. The candlelight was almost gone, and the air in the room felt thick enough to chew. The stink of sex and sweat and cum was everywhere, a permanent marker on everything it touched.

Neither of them spoke. They didn’t need to. The only sounds were their breaths, slowing from hurricane to tidepool, and the slow drip of fluid from Sabrina’s stretched cunt onto the ruined sheets. Grant felt her hands, gentle now, stroking the sweat out of his hair, tracing the line of his shoulder blade.

He lay on her, not moving, for as long as he could. Finally, when the shaking in his legs eased, he rolled off and let himself fall onto his back on the bed. His cock lolled soft, still glistening, the head smeared with a coat of sticky white that was not just his own. He watched as Sabrina turned onto her side, one hand at her crotch, the other curling to cup his chest. She smiled, small, feral, the candle shadows painting the teeth in her mouth.

The sheets under them were drenched, ruined, the pattern of fluid spreading from Sabrina’s hips out to the edges. Grant didn’t care. He’d sleep there anyway if it meant falling asleep beside her.

He closed his eyes. He listened to the pulse in his ears, the heavy hush of the aftermath. He didn’t know if they’d ever go back to before, or even if he wanted to. For now, the only thing that mattered was the weight of her hand on his chest, the evidence of what they’d done soaking through to the mattress, and the slow, steady breath of his wife in the dark.


fourteen
Processing the Shift


The smell of cum and sweat was so thick in the bedroom it stuck to the tongue, refusing to fade even as the candles guttered out and the outside world crept in. Sabrina sat on the edge of the bed, legs squeezed together at the knee, her hands palm-down on the mattress to either side. Her hair was a tangle of blonde, still wet at the scalp, the fine strands pasted to her temples and cheek. Her lips were swollen, the lower one smudged red and purple where Derrick’s mouth had pressed hardest. She ran her tongue slow across the bruised flesh, tasting the sharp tang that had been left behind, and blinked twice, clearing the blur from her eyes.

A single string of cum traced from her thigh to the mattress, the glob at the end already cooling on the fitted sheet. Her inner thighs were glossy, pocked with specks of white where the last load had hit and then trailed down as she sat. Sabrina glanced down at it, and didn't bother to wipe it away. Her cunt still throbbed, not with pain exactly, but with the sort of aftershock that set every muscle in her lower half on a different pulse. She put her right hand to her abdomen, feeling the way her insides still felt distended, used, full. Her breathing came slowly, each inhale broken by a tiny skip just at the end.

Across the bed, Grant lay on his side, head propped in one hand, the other flopped uselessly at his hip. He’d never gotten dressed again. His cock was still out, though gone soft and smeared at the tip with a translucent coat that was not just his own. The patch on the sheet where he’d finished was a darker blue, edged with crust, and Sabrina could see, clear as a blueprint, the shallow dips where her knees had pressed into the bed when Derrick had held her open for the last round. Grant’s eyes tracked the line of her thigh, the way her hand curled at her belly, then moved up to the wet, ruined center of her.

The silence held for a long time. Then Sabrina, voice hoarse and rough, said, “Are you okay with where this went?”

She watched the question hit him. His jaw worked, once, then again, as he considered. His eyes stayed locked on her body, not her face, and for a second she thought maybe he wouldn’t answer at all.

Finally, Grant said, “Yeah. I just… didn’t expect to feel it like that.”

“Feel what?” She kept her tone low, matter-of-fact, not pushing.

He took a breath, eyes still glued to her. “Not just the arousal. Not just jealousy. When you—” He looked away for the first time, just for a second, then back. “When you kissed him, and then asked him to finish in you, it felt like I was losing you. And then it didn’t. It just turned me on even more. It’s like the line I thought would kill me just…” He trailed off, then barked a laugh. “I didn’t expect to like it that much.”

Sabrina nodded, absorbing the words. She rolled her shoulders, a slow, tight move to pop the joint. “You seemed okay.”

He looked at her, then sat up, legs off the edge of the bed, bare ass on the wet sheet. He reached for her hand. She let him take it, his thumb tracing the inside of her wrist where the pulse hammered so hard she wondered if he could feel it.

“You don’t have to lie,” she said. Her voice was almost gone, down a full octave, like she’d spent a weekend screaming. “If you hate it, we’ll never do it again.”

Grant squeezed her wrist. “I don’t hate it. That’s what scares me.” His thumb kept moving, steady, up and down the line of tendon. “Did any of it cross a line for you?”

She held his stare. “Not for me. Did it for you?”

He shook his head. “I think I liked the lines being gone.”

She smiled, then. Not a coy smile, not a challenge, but a tired, real one. “Even the…?” She glanced at the string of cum still painting her thigh.

Grant didn’t look away. “Especially that. You told him to finish inside you. I never thought you’d actually do that.”

She shrugged, the left side of her mouth curling. “I wanted it. I wanted to see what it would do to you.” She rolled her hips, just once, and felt the warmth inside shift. “It’s not just for show, Grant. When it’s happening, it doesn’t feel like cheating. It feels like… something I have to do.”

He squeezed her hand tighter. “That’s what I wanted to hear.” He pulled her, slow, off the edge of the bed and into his lap, thighs slotted to either side of his. She went easy, her legs folding up under his, the mess of her body pressing down onto the wet spot on the sheet. His cock, still half-soft, pressed against the wetness of her cunt. He reached up, thumb brushing her cheek where the makeup had streaked to nothing.

Sabrina looked at him, really looked, seeing all the way through. “You want me like this?” she asked, the words flat and unashamed.

He nodded, "Sometimes."

She tilted her hips forward, just enough that the lips of her pussy parted, the heat of her against him, the slick a mix of lube and cum and sweat. “It’s yours,” she said. “Always was. Always will be.”

He put his mouth to her ear. “I want to feel what he did to you.”

She didn’t resist as Grant’s hand slid down her side. His fingers traced the damp, cooling flesh of her thigh, then the sharp edge of her hip, then lower. The sheets under her were sticky, the ridge of the mattress pressed hard to the bone. His hand trembled a little as he reached the crease between her thighs and hovered over the mess.

She watched his face, the set of his mouth, the micro-cracks in his lower lip where he’d been biting down. He looked at her, waiting for a sign. She nodded, and he ran his fingers up the bare, ruined slit.

Two fingers at first, just the tips, sliding into the slack heat. The slick was instant, overwhelming, more than she’d ever felt before—his hand came away coated in a pearlescent sheen, a visible thread stretching from her lips to his knuckles. He stared at it, then at her. She rolled her pelvis, giving him more. This time, she curled his hand to her, guiding his fingertips to the slack, gaping entrance. The heat was pulsing, a furnace behind the glossy wet. Grant slipped two fingers in, the resistance barely there, and as he drew them back out, thin strings of white clung between his hand and her lips. He pushed in again, deeper, and milked out another slick, viscous rush. Sabrina tensed her thighs, but the muscles just fluttered, useless against the pressure. When he added a third finger, her cunt opened wider, the hole giving way with no fight at all.

She stared, breathing through her mouth, into his eyes. The question wasn’t spoken, but he saw it in the way her chin quivered, the way her eyelids fluttered half-shut. He slid his hand in further, thumb outside for leverage, and worked his fingers in a slow, twisting thrust. The ring of her opening bunched and flexed around the intrusion, but the gape took everything. He pressed in, slow but deliberate, feeding her every stretch of the knuckle, and her body opened with a lazy, reluctant give. She felt the pressure at her entrance—Grant’s hand, slicked and huge—and pushed out against it, bearing down the way she did for the gynecologist or the first time after a bad period. There was no pain. Just a deep, jittery fullness, like the aftermath of a cramp, but sweeter.

He kept going, three fingers, then four, the next two knuckles popping in with a shimmer of wet sound. The flood that came with it was unreal. It ran down the side of her thigh and pooled at the base of her ass, warm and slow and a little sticky. Grant’s hand was soaked, palm to the wrist, but he didn’t rush it. He looked at her, waiting for a signal, some break in her expression that would say enough.

Sabrina refused to break eye contact. She wanted to see herself through his gaze, see the wreckage, the hunger, the way her body had been made unfamiliar by someone else’s hands. She wanted to see if he flinched. Instead, Grant’s jaw went slack, never breaking from the sight of his own hand working her open.

She swallowed, then, uncertain, said, “He really ruined me, didn’t he?”

Grant’s grin was slow, but it hit her like a slap. “No,” he said, “he made you perfect.”

He withdrew his hand slowly, leaving her cunt gaping and glossy. Four fingers, glossy and slick with a ribbon of white at the base, thumb wet to the nail. He brought his hand up, the string of cum stretching from fingertip to palm, and held it in front of her mouth.

“Clean me up,” he said.

She did. She leaned forward, wrapped her lips around his fingers one at a time, and sucked him dry. She could taste salt and iron, her own slick, and the underlayer of Derrick’s finish. She tongued the webbing between his fingers, licked the knuckles clean, then took his thumb to the root, sucking hard until she tasted the faint bitterness at the nail. She swallowed it all, with nothing left. When he pulled his hand free, her chin was wet, a drip of it running down her jaw, and she leaned in for a kiss.

He met her, tongue to tongue, not a trace of hesitation. The taste was there—her, him, Derrick, all at once—and she moaned into his mouth, her body flexing around the memory of the hand that had just left her. The mix was heady, urgent, and with each sloppy, open-mouthed kiss, her need coiled tighter.

Grant pulled back, breathing hard, eyes rimmed red, and said, “Do you want it again? Or are you finished?” The words shouldn’t have made her wet, but they did. She didn’t bother to mask it.

“I want more,” she said, and her voice had the old, rational tone again.

Grant’s hand gripped her thigh, hard enough to leave a print. “What do you want?”

She didn’t hesitate. “I want… Maybe more, longer, you know...” She ground herself down onto his lap, feeling the aftershocks in her hips, the ache so alive it buzzed.

He nodded, then kissed her, mouth hungry and open and desperate in a way that belonged to no one else. The taste of the three of them mixed, a sharp, sour tang that shot a charge down her spine. She licked it off his tongue, sucked at his lips, then bit down, just lightly, enough to make him grunt.

When she pulled back, she looked at his eyes, searching for the edge, the line. “What about you?” she asked, half a challenge, half a plea.

Grant didn’t even blink. “I want to see you kiss him first, for real this time. Intimate. Let yourself go even more.”

A sharp jolt ran through her, electric over the skin. “Like making out?”

“Yeah. Tongue. The whole thing. None of that polite, first-date stuff.”

The request landed in her body instead of her mind. She nodded, barely a twitch, but it was a yes. Grant’s hands were still on her thighs, the grip tightening just a notch, and he looked at her with an intensity that made her feel like a specimen on glass—every part of her visible, every flaw highlighted and worshipped.

They both knew that this was the beginning of something more intimate than dangerous.


fifteen
Regular Arrangements


Three weeks in, the rhythm felt settled. It was a Wednesday, which was arbitrary but comforting—neither a weekend nor special, just a square on the calendar they’d circled because it meant something to both of them. The entertainment room looked exactly as it always did: the TV blacked out, couch facing the window, one floor lamp turned low so its glow carved hard shadows into the corners. The ottoman sat dead center in front of the recliner, like a stage for Sabrina’s performance.

Sabrina curled up on the left side of the couch, barefoot, knees up to her chest, her phone balanced on her thigh. She wore a pale gray tank top that hung so loosely it looked like she’d borrowed it from Grant’s drawer. Her nipples showed under the thin ribbed cotton, faint pink dots marking the fabric. Her hair was up, though not well, and a few blonde strands stuck to her cheek where she’d sweated them loose during yoga. Grant sat in the recliner, two feet away, his feet planted flat on the rug. He wore a t-shirt, mesh shorts, and nothing else. He looked at the blank TV, but his focus kept sliding back to Sabrina, her phone, the way her toes flexed against the couch cushions.

She finished typing a message and set the phone screen down. “He’ll be here at nine,” she said. Her voice had a deliberate casualness. “Says he likes end of day visits.”

Grant snorted. “What, so he can go home and shower?”

Sabrina bit her lip, gave him a wink, “So he can go to bed with empty balls.”

Grant moaned slightly, “Inside of you.” Sabrina could see his cock twitch under the fabric.

She didn’t reply, just grinned and let her eyes drift back to the window. Outside, the yard was a cold blue slab, back porch light throwing a smear of gold over the patio.

Grant said, “You want a drink?”

She shook her head. “Not tonight.” She turned, putting her feet on the floor and sitting forward. “I just want him to get here.”

Grant thought about it. He flexed his hand against the armrest, feeling the micro-pitted faux leather catch at his palm. “Eager, are we?”

Sabrina laughed, a short, unguarded sound. “‘We’ is right. You want this as much as I do.” She stood and stretched, arms up. The hem of her tank rode up, showing the taut line of her lower stomach, the band of her underwear just above her hip.

Grant watched her. He tried to think of something to say, but the words he wanted felt useless now. It was all real, all happening, and the only thing left was to bear witness.

When the bell rang, neither of them jumped. Sabrina padded to the front door barefoot, her footfalls silent. She opened it before the bell could ring again.

Derrick stood outside, same as always: black polo, dark jeans, clean white sneakers, the shoulders and chest so broad it made the doorframe look like a prop. He smiled, not big, just a tight curl at the edge, and stepped inside. The cold came with him, a brief rush of damp air that made Sabrina shiver.

“Hey,” she said, shutting the door behind him. “Grant’s in the entertainment room. Come through.”

Derrick nodded. He moved like he didn’t want to break anything, but every step tested the floorboards. He followed Sabrina into the entertainment room, pausing just long enough for his eyes to adjust. He took in the space, the chair, the couch, the lamp, and the ottoman, then let his gaze settle on Grant.

“Hey, man,” Derrick said, voice low.

“Hey,” Grant said. He didn’t stand, just lifted his hand in a half-salute.

Derrick waited for directions, calm and still.

Sabrina shrugged. “Why wait?”

In a single move, she pulled the tank up and off, letting it fall to the floor. Her skin flashed under the lamp—pale, tight at the muscle, the tops of her breasts flushed pink. The nipples were already hard, the left one darker than the right. She looked at Derrick and said, “Against the wall, this time.”

Derrick nodded, undid his belt, and let his jeans slide halfway down his hips. His cock was already half-hard, the shaft a deep brown, the head blunt and glossy in the room’s low light.

Sabrina walked over, barefoot on the rug. She dropped to her knees in front of him, ignoring the rough burn of the carpet as it pressed into her skin. She looked up at Derrick, then at Grant, her hair falling around her face. She reached out and wrapped both hands around the base of his cock, her wedding band shining under the lamp. With a deliberate, practiced motion, she stroked him to full hardness, her right hand twisting at the top, the left milking the base. She leaned in, mouth open, and took the head between her lips.

She worked him slowly, her jaw loose, the blonde of her hair falling over her shoulder as she bobbed her head. The sound was audible—wet, regular, the pop each time she released him before going down again. Grant watched, hand tight on the armrest. He saw the way her cheeks hollowed on the downstroke, the way her throat bulged just a little as she forced more of Derrick in. Each time she came up, a strand of spit and pre-cum hung from her lip to the cock’s head. Her wedding ring flashed against Derrick’s skin, the color contrast obscene.

Derrick’s hand went to the back of her head, fingers spread wide. He didn’t push, just held her there, letting her do the work. Sabrina reached for his balls with her left hand and rolled them, squeezing until Derrick grunted.

When she pulled back, saliva webbed from her chin. She grinned up at Derrick, then stood. “You ready?”

He nodded. He looked at Grant, not for approval, but to signal that the show was about to start.

Sabrina shucked her panties, then braced herself against the wall, hands spread, ass out. The muscles in her back tensed as she widened her stance. Derrick stepped behind her, cock in his fist, and lined up to her opening.

He pushed in slowly. The head disappeared between the pale of her cheeks; the lips parting around the dark shaft. She groaned, her cheek flat to the wall, and arched her back to take more.

Grant could see everything. The way her pussy opened, pink and glossy, to take Derrick’s cock; the way Derrick’s hands bracketed her hips, fingers digging into the pale skin hard enough to leave prints. With each push, more of him vanished inside her. The ring at her entrance stretched to its absolute limit, the lips whitening at the edge. Sabrina grunted with each thrust, short, sharp sounds that mixed with the slap of Derrick’s thighs on her ass.

Derrick started slow, then built rhythm. He fucked her with piston strokes, never losing control, never pausing. The impact drove Sabrina into the wall, her hands flattening against the paint for support. She looked over her shoulder at Grant, hair wild across her face, and grinned.

“Like what you see?” she said, breathless.

Grant nodded. His cock pressed hard against his shorts, the heat of it almost painful.

Derrick looked over and addressed Grant for the first time in their encounters, understanding the dynamics, “Her insides are adjusting to me.” Grant nearly came right then, thinking of his wife being molded for Derrick’s cock.

Derrick changed the angle, one hand sliding up to the small of Sabrina’s back, forcing her hips down. The next thrust bottomed out, and Sabrina’s voice jumped to a higher register. “Fuck, that’s—” she broke off, cheek mashed to the wall.

The wet sound of their bodies echoed in the room. Grant watched the cock withdraw, saw it slick and shining, then watched it disappear again, balls slapping hard enough that Sabrina’s ass rippled with each impact. Her thighs shook from the effort of holding herself up.

Sabrina lost her grip. Her hands slid down the wall, her elbows bent, and she braced her forehead against the drywall. “Don’t stop,” she said. Her voice was ragged, not a plea but a command.

Derrick fucked her harder. The room filled with the slap of flesh, the wet slap of his cock, the animal grunt from his chest. Sabrina’s knees buckled. She started to come, her whole body shuddering, the muscles in her ass and thighs tensing with each wave.

Derrick didn’t let up. He grabbed her by the hips and pulled her off the wall, holding her suspended. Her feet dangled, toes barely touching the carpet, suspended by Derrick’s hands and cock, as Derrick hammered her from behind. The force of it made Sabrina moan, long and low, her head rocking forward with each stroke.

Grant couldn’t look away. He watched the way her cunt clung to the cock, the way it stretched and then tried to close each time Derrick pulled out. He wanted to touch himself, but didn’t. He just watched; every detail burned into memory.

Derrick breathed harder. The pace shifted, rough and erratic, hips slamming with finality. “Where do you want it?” he said, voice tight.

Sabrina didn’t answer. She just pushed back to meet him, her hands scrabbling at the wall for purchase. She looked at Grant, eyes glazed, and said, “Inside.”

Derrick groaned. He jammed forward, cock buried to the hilt, and held her there. The muscles in his arms bunched, veins sharp under the skin. He held the position, hips pressed flush, and came. Grant could see his muscles clench, his balls twitching, and he emptied into her.

Sabrina gasped. She shuddered hard, the pulse of it visible in her calves and stomach, and moaned as the heat filled her.

Derrick held her for a beat longer, then pulled out. His cock slid free, glossy and streaked with white. A slow drip of cum followed, leaking down Sabrina’s thigh to the inside of her knee.

He dressed, calm as ever, and walked to the door. “Same time next week?” he asked, buttoning up.

Sabrina, still braced against the wall, gave a thumb up. Her hair stuck to her forehead in clumps.

Derrick let himself out. The click of the door closing was the only sound for a second.

Then Grant stood. He crossed the carpet, took Sabrina by the hips, and pressed her back against the wall. He shucked his shorts, lined up and pushed into her, the slick, gaping heat so different he almost lost it on the first thrust.

He fucked her, rough and fast, slamming her into the wall. The sound was sharp, loud, and nothing held back.

He finished in her, both hands braced on her shoulders, his breath loud in her ear.

They stayed like that, bodies pressed together, until Grant’s heart slowed to normal.

Sabrina turned her head and kissed him, lips soft, her hair stuck to the sweat on his cheek.

“I love you,” she whispered.

He laughed, short and broken, and kissed her back.

The house was silent. The only evidence was the drip of cum down her thigh, the bruise forming on her hip, the heat still pulsing between them.

Sabrina asked, “Do you think my insides are changing?”

Grant felt the thrill again. “It feels like it, yes.”

She smiled and kissed him again, “Good.”

They stood together for a long time before either moved.

***

The master bedroom didn’t change, no matter what happened in it. Grant could have sworn the sheets still smelled like fabric softener, even as the candles on the nightstand leaked black wax down their sides. The blackout curtains did their job: light pooled from two points, both low and indirect, turning the bed’s white linen into a dull amber. There were two pillows, one dented from Grant’s sleep and the other with Sabrina’s hair wrapped around it. Nothing else in the room gave away that tonight was different—no hotel anonymity, no shifted furniture, just the same room where they watched movies and fucked and sometimes argued over who had to get up for water.

At 8:55, Sabrina walked in from the bathroom wearing nothing but white cotton panties. Her hair was wet, combed flat, and she carried herself with the same quiet, almost predatory calm as a cat on a windowsill. She sat on the bed and adjusted the pillows, then reached up and pinched both nipples until they stood out sharp. She left her thighs open, the crotch of the underwear snug to her skin, the pale of her hipbones bracketed by elastic.

Grant waited on the upholstered bench at the foot of the bed. He’d showered, shaved, and worn the same navy tee Sabrina had once told him made his arms look bigger. He didn’t want to know if that was still true.

At the click of the doorbell, Sabrina stood and padded down the hall barefoot. She came back with Derrick behind her. She said nothing, just nodded down the hall, and Derrick followed. He looked out of place in the bedroom, even though he’d been there before—maybe it was the bare feet, or the sense of routine that had grown up around these encounters.

Sabrina climbed onto the bed, reclining on her elbows, her knees slightly apart. She didn’t wait for introductions, or even for Grant to say hello.

“Take them off,” she said, nodding at her own underwear.

Derrick approached the bed. He knelt one knee onto the mattress, hooked his thumbs into the waistband, and pulled the panties down, slowly, until the white fabric peeled away from Sabrina’s skin and bunched at her ankles. He slid them off, then tossed them onto the bench beside Grant.

The air in the room changed. Grant felt it hit behind his knees, a chill that crawled up and across his groin.

Derrick didn’t undress himself. He leaned in, both hands braced to either side of Sabrina’s thighs, and lowered his mouth to her slit. His face was half-shadow in the candlelight, but the first contact was obvious—a tremor ran through Sabrina’s body, the muscles in her thighs clenching, her toes curling against the comforter.

He worked her with his mouth, broad shoulders pressed into the mattress, arms locked to hold her steady. The sound was immediate: wet, steady, the slip of tongue and the low, irregular hum from the back of Derrick’s throat. Sabrina’s hands found the back of his head, nails raking gently through the tight hair, then pressing down with more force. She rocked her hips against his mouth, rolling with the rhythm of his tongue, every so often gasping or hissing a curse.

Grant watched, close. He watched the slow flush creep up Sabrina’s chest, her breasts rising with each breath, the pink of her nipples turning almost purple in the candlelight. He watched Derrick’s hands—dark, blunt, so much bigger than hers—run the length of Sabrina’s thighs, then spread her wider, the thumbs digging into the crease at her groin.

The wet sound got louder. Sabrina’s head fell back, eyes shut. Her thighs quivered, a fine tremor working up from her knees to her stomach. She said, “Just like that,” and then said nothing else for a full minute, her total focus tuned to the suction and swirl between her legs.

She came hard the first time. Her voice didn’t rise so much as drop, turning guttural and low, a sound Grant hadn’t heard from her before. Her heels dug into the bed, hips arching up. Derrick didn’t stop, not for a second, and the aftershocks had her shuddering, hands balled into fists against the bedspread.

She pulled him down by the shoulders, guiding him into position. Derrick lined up, and Grant saw the head of the cock pressed against the lips of her cunt, the dark skin vanishing as it slid in. Sabrina groaned, eyes still closed, her hands locked onto Derrick’s biceps.

He fucked her slowly at first. The bed creaked under the rhythm. Sabrina matched him, hips rocking up to meet each stroke. She kept her knees bent, heels flat to the mattress, forcing him deep with each push. The sound of the bodies was louder here than in the hotel: wet, deliberate, the slap of skin, the catch of the headboard against the wall.

Grant watched from three feet away, every detail clear. The way Sabrina’s stomach flexed with every thrust, the way Derrick’s hands grabbed her hips to keep her steady, the way the cock stretched her so wide the lips turned white around the shaft. With each in-stroke, the base of Derrick’s cock mashed the ring of muscle at her entrance, forcing her open. With each out-stroke, a glossed ring of slick clung to the shaft.

Sabrina’s voice changed as she got close again. She started issuing commands: “Slower.” Then, “Harder.” Then, “Don’t stop.” Her voice was shredded, half-moan, half-growl. Derrick adjusted each time, never breaking rhythm, just modulating the force and angle as ordered.

Her second orgasm was more violent. She locked her heels behind Derrick’s back, pulling him tight, and came with her hands gripping his arms so hard the nails left half-moon dents. She didn’t scream, but her whole body went rigid, breath punched out of her in a single, high-pitched exhale. Derrick slowed, letting her ride it out, then resumed, this time picking up pace.

Grant watched the line of Derrick’s back, the muscle under the skin, the slick of sweat shining at the base of his spine. He watched Sabrina’s hands, nails raking now, clawing at the mattress. He felt his own cock strain, hard and throbbing, and fought the urge to touch himself.

They kept at it, unbroken, for another five minutes. The room felt timeless, caught in a loop of slap and sigh and the occasional grunt. The candles burned lower, casting everything in a dirty gold.

Derrick’s breathing turned ragged. He lost the metronome; the tempo getting erratic, harder. Sabrina sensed it, arched up, and whispered, “Breed me.” The words were clear, loud enough for Grant to hear.

Derrick drove in, full length, and held there. Grant saw the muscles in his ass bunch, saw the cock pulse inside Sabrina, saw the ring at her opening flex with the pressure. Sabrina moaned, a long, deep sound, her head thrown back, hair stuck to her face with sweat.

They froze like that, locked together. Derrick stayed inside, hips pressed flush, arms braced on either side of Sabrina’s shoulders. Grant saw the aftershocks ripple through her, her chest rising and falling as she tried to steady her breath.

Derrick slowly pulled out. His cock was streaked with white, the shaft glossy and wet. Sabrina’s hole gaped, the pink of her insides showing, fluids already leaking down to the bed.

Derrick rolled off, wiped down with a towel, and redressed in the same calm, careful way as always. He glanced at Grant, nodded once, then left the room with the same soundless steps he’d entered.

The house went quiet.

Grant stood and walked to the bed. Sabrina lay on her back, legs still spread, pussy leaking slow globs of cum onto the sheets. She looked at him, face open, sweat pooling in the hollow at her throat.

He said nothing. He just climbed onto the bed, lined up, and pushed inside her.

The heat and wetness were overwhelming, a rush so intense Grant gasped on the first thrust. The difference was there, impossible to ignore: she was wide, loose, still pulsing from the last orgasm, the inside so wet he could feel it running down his cock with every movement. He fucked her slow at first, then faster, bracing his hands on either side of her ribs. Sabrina locked her legs around his hips and met every push.

The bed rocked, sheets soaked. Grant’s breath came loud and harsh. He watched himself vanish into the ruined hole of his wife, watched the cum and slick and sweat mix at the base, watched Sabrina’s face as her mouth fell open and her eyes rolled back.

He lasted a minute, maybe less. He buried himself in her, groaning into her shoulder, his own cum spilling into the mess already there.

They stayed like that, tangled, his chest pressed to hers, breath syncing up as the sweat cooled. Grant could smell the evidence, sharp and raw, and felt it between their bodies as they moved.

Sabrina reached up and touched his cheek. “You’re okay?”

He nodded. “Oh, yeah.”

She smiled, small, almost private, and ran her hand through his hair.

They lay together in the bed, the ruined sheets underneath, the candles burning down to nubs.

***

Two weeks after the bedroom night, Sabrina booked the Meridian suite herself. She did it without asking Grant’s opinion, but when she told him, he just nodded. They packed light: a change of clothes, the white lingerie set she never wore at home, and a single bottle of lube.

They drove over in silence, the highway lit with sodium vapor and the occasional blue flash from a passing cop. At check-in, Sabrina did the talking. She took the key card from the girl at the counter, thanked her with a smile, and walked ahead of Grant to the elevator. He watched the swing of her hips, the simple confidence that came from knowing exactly what she wanted.

The suite was exactly as they remembered—king bed, leather club chair by the window, hotel art in ugly brown frames. The air smelled of disinfectant and the faint chemical sweet of old carpet. Sabrina set their bag on the dresser, dropped her coat on the chair, and said, “Let’s get you set up.”

She put Grant in the club chair, angled just so he’d have a full view of the bed. “Stay here,” she said, voice flat. “Just watch.”

He obeyed.

There was a knock on the door at 9:01. Sabrina answered, letting Derrick in with no handshake or greeting. He wore a henley and jeans, clean but not trying. He set a gym bag by the door, took off his shoes, and followed Sabrina into the room.

She turned to Derrick, said, “Get undressed.” He did, peeling off shirt and jeans, cock already half-hard.

Sabrina stripped off her own clothes, slowly, giving Grant a deliberate view of every step: top, then bra, then leggings, then the pale mesh thong last. She let her hair down, finger-combed it, then crossed to the bed and climbed on.

She pointed at Derrick. “On your back.”

Derrick lay down, arms to his sides. His cock stood up, already thickening. Sabrina crawled up from the foot of the bed, straddled his thighs, and took his shaft in her hand.

She worked him to full hardness, lubed his cock, then lifted herself and sank down on it, the movement slow, explicit, no hesitation. Grant watched from the chair: the way her lips parted to take the head, the slow slide down the shaft, the moment when she bottomed out and her whole body shivered.

She rode him, not with show but with focus. Hands braced on Derrick’s chest, blonde hair falling forward, her face open and flushed. The sound in the room was wet, constant; her voice coming in unfiltered whimpers and short, staccato moans. There was nothing shy about it. She moved at her own pace, sometimes grinding in slow circles, sometimes bouncing, never looking away from Grant.

He watched, hands locked to the armrests, knuckles pale. He saw the line of her back, the ripple of muscle in her legs, the glisten where Derrick’s cock entered her. Every time she lifted off, the shaft shone, the lips stretched wide and pink around the base. Each drop down, her thighs tensed, the ring at her opening flexing to take the full length. Grant watched her breasts bounce, watched her abs clench, watched the sweat gather at her temples.

Sabrina came the first time without warning. Her hips stuttered, her hands clawed at Derrick’s chest, and she let out a sound so loud Grant thought it might get them kicked out. She didn’t stop. She kept going, riding the aftershock, her body never flagging.

Derrick’s hands found her hips, holding her steady, but she stayed in control. She fucked him with a precision Grant had never seen, adjusting the angle, the depth, the tempo to keep herself on edge.

She came again, longer this time. Her whole body shook. She collapsed forward, arms braced on either side of Derrick’s head, hair curtaining over her face. The bed creaked, the sheets rumpled under them, and the air in the room grew hot and thick.

Only then did Sabrina pause. She sat up, legs shaking, and looked at Derrick. “Ready?”

He nodded, face tight.

She lifted off, rolled onto her back, and spread her thighs wide. “Finish,” she said. The word was not a question.

Derrick crawled over her, lined up, and drove in. It took maybe ten strokes—each one wet, deliberate; the sound echoing off the blank hotel walls. Grant watched as Derrick’s cock vanished into the ruined, gaping slit of his wife, watched the final flex and pulse as he came inside her.

Derrick pulled out, the shaft smeared with a milky sheen, and headed for the bathroom. The sound of the shower started a second later.

Sabrina stayed on the bed, legs open, hair splayed, chest rising and falling. She looked at Grant, eyes wide and dark in the low light.

He didn’t wait for an invitation. He crossed to the bed, knelt between her thighs, and pushed himself into her.

She was loose, soaked, the heat of her unreal. The cum mixed with lube, slicking the way. Grant fucked her slowly, then fast, wanting to feel every second. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pulled him down to her, and kissed him, tongue slick, the taste of Derrick still there.

He finished in her, hips bucking, groaning into her neck.

They stayed tangled in the sheets, Sabrina’s head on his chest, the city lights flickering through the gap in the curtains. Grant listened to her breathing, the quiet in the room, and the steady hum of the city outside.


sixteen
New Possibilities


The night after the hotel, they ate leftovers at the kitchen counter, Grant picking through cold lo mein while Sabrina nursed a Coke Zero and watched her phone. The conversation stuck to groceries and Netflix, neither of them bringing up Derrick, or the way Grant had nearly blacked out with jealousy when she said “breed me” loud enough for the next room. He tried not to check her phone screen, but it was hard to avoid in the reflection off the microwave.

They drifted to the entertainment room after. The TV stayed off. Grant took the recliner, a glass of bourbon balanced on the armrest, while Sabrina curled into the leather sofa, feet bare, knees up, phone screen lighting her face. The lamp on the side table glowed soft yellow, making the entire room look staged for an ad—tidy, warm, domestic.

He watched her thumb flick. She was in full focus mode, lower lip caught in her teeth, hair falling in a sheet on one side. She didn’t just scroll; she evaluated, pausing at intervals to read a line, snort, or frown at something offscreen. Grant let her do it, but kept her in his periphery. He liked the way she moved when she thought no one was watching: the minute shifts in posture, the way her toes curled on the cushion, the way she let her head loll back and then snapped forward when something on the phone got interesting.

After a while, Sabrina said, “I’ve got something to show you.” She didn’t look up. Just patted the cushion next to her, eyes still on the screen.

He rose, bourbon in hand, and moved over. The sofa dipped under his weight. Their knees almost touched.

“Who died?” he said, tone light.

She grinned, “Not dead. Just fresh blood.”

She angled the phone so both could see the display. “Three messages tonight.” She scrolled to the first.

The man in the profile photo was lean, dark-skinned, thirty-one. He wore a fitted blue dress shirt, the collar buttoned, the tie absent. The background was a whiteboard crammed with code and colored marker notes. Sabrina tapped the message icon.

“He’s a programmer,” she said. “Wants to get coffee before anything.”

The message read:

“Hey, Sabrina. Saw your profile and had to say you have a rare vibe—like you’re actually enjoying yourself and not here to win a competition. I’m new to the city but not to this, so I’d rather move slow and build some trust. Coffee? Or a drink where it’s public?”

Grant nodded, slow. “Seems careful.”

Sabrina shrugged, “Better than some. Listen to this one—” she swiped to the second.

The second profile photo was a shirtless selfie, abs flexed, tattoos curling over both pecs. The username was “BlkBullXL,” age thirty-four, no occupation listed, location just “metro.”

The message was brief:

“Damn you look hot. I’d love to see you stretch that pussy for me while your man watches. You ever take one in the ass too?”

Sabrina let her thumb hover over the reply button. “I didn’t respond.”

Grant snorted, “That’s a first.”

She laughed, then swiped to the third.

This guy wore a pullover, beard trimmed, eyes level. The profile was spare, but the message was not:

“Hi, Sabrina (and Grant). My name’s DeShawn. I’ve been with couples before, and I think your dynamic is one I’d fit into well. I’ve got clean recent tests, and I’m open to just watching or whatever you’re comfortable with. I’m not looking to be the main event, just a good time for everyone involved. If you want a reference, you can ask Cassie and Trevor—happy to vouch. Let me know if you want to chat. If not, no hard feelings.”

Grant said, “He named names.”

“Yeah,” Sabrina said. “And he actually capitalized his sentences.”

They scrolled through his photos. Grant caught a half smile at the edge of her mouth. “You like him?”

She shrugged, “Better than the bouncer.” She tapped back to the first. “I’m tempted by him, too. Something about the shirt.”

Grant set his glass down. “You want to try someone new?”

Sabrina looked at him straight on. “I’m asking you.” Her foot bumped his ankle under the cushion.

He thought about it. “I didn’t think I’d want to, honestly. Derrick sort of... became the template.” He chewed the inside of his cheek. “But I’m not against it.”

She watched his jaw flex; the muscle bunched just below the ear. “You’re sure?”

Grant glanced at the bourbon, then at the phone. “What do you want?”

She looked at her lap. “I’m curious,” she said. “I want to know if the last time was... just Derrick, or if it’s the thing.” She scrolled back to the first profile. “But I don’t want to mess up what’s working. I like you watching. I like feeling owned, then coming back to you after.” Her cheeks were pink. She kept her tone matter-of-fact. “I don’t want you thinking it’s a replacement.”

Grant said, “It’s not. I just want you safe.” He reached out, put his hand on her bare knee. Her skin was cool; the bone sharp under his thumb. “If it’s the thing, we can try more. If it’s Derrick, we stick with him.”

She nodded, then tilted the phone so he could scroll himself.

He did, tapping through each profile. The programmer’s feed was mostly work: conference badges, code snippets, the occasional selfie at a ramen joint. The brash guy had gym photos and screenshots of sexts, most sent to other women, along with a penis selfie that looked unreal. DeShawn’s was the cleanest: a couple of dog photos, some hiking, nothing even close to dick pic territory.

Sabrina leaned in, her shoulder pressed against his. “What do you think?”

Grant said, “The third guy. He feels... safe?”

She grinned, “That’s because he is. Cassie and Trevor are real. I checked their Instagram.” She scrolled to a DM. “They’re kinky as fuck, but normal.”

“First guy?”

Sabrina shrugged. “Coffee is a weird flex, but it could be a test. Maybe he wants to see if I’m real.”

Grant put the phone down on the cushion. “So we try both?”

She grinned, “Why not?”

He flexed his hand on her knee. “If it doesn’t work, we never do it again.”

She covered his hand with hers. “Deal.” She typed a reply to the programmer first, thumbs moving fast:

“Hi—coffee is good. I’m free Saturday afternoon if you want to meet up. No pressure, no expectations. Just coffee.”

She hit send, then shifted to DeShawn. Her reply was more direct:

“Hi DeShawn, thanks for the detailed message. We’re interested, especially since you have a reference. Would you be free for a drink this week? Maybe Thursday? Grant and I prefer to meet as a couple first.”

She hit send again, then set the phone face down.

She turned on the couch, pulled her feet under her, and leaned into Grant, her head at the angle of his neck. He felt her exhale, the heat of her breath through the old Giants t-shirt he wore.

“So,” she said, “what do we do now?”

Grant lifted his glass and took a sip. “Now we wait.”

Sabrina nodded. “You going to be okay with it?”

He didn’t answer at first. Just traced his finger along her knee, the skin smooth and chill. Then, “I think so. It feels different, but not bad.” He smiled shyly, “I hope they’re hung.”

She reached down, moved his hand up to her thigh, and tucked it there. Her own hand landed on top, fingers interlaced. “I’m glad it’s with you.”

They sat that way, bodies close but unmoving, the phone a dark wedge on the cushion. The room was quiet except for the fridge’s hum and the faint tick of the old wall clock.
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