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Forbidden Fantasies



Steve has been feeding his wife the same fantasy for years.

In bed he describes a powerful Black man taking her while he watches. Sue always responds intensely when he talks like that… and then draws the same line she has drawn since the beginning:

Not with anyone they actually know.

That line holds until she starts a new job.

At the company welcome party Steve meets the man who will end it. Tall. Muscular. Quietly dominant. His name is Darnell. Two of Sue’s new coworkers — a flirty redhead and a busty blonde — already know exactly what he is. A week later Sue comes home with news that changes everything. Darnell is their bull. Their husbands watch. And he has asked the women to feel her out.

Before Steve can finish processing it, Sue tells him she has already invited Darnell to dinner.

What happens that night is only the beginning.

This is not a single stolen evening or a one-time experiment. It is the start of a complete rewrite of their marriage — one that pulls in the other two wives, tests how far Steve is willing to go, and leaves Sue belonging to someone else in a way that cannot be walked back.

If you want a quick, isolated scene, this is not that book.

If you want the full arc — the first claim, the hesitation, the compensation, the group escalation, and the permanent new normal — you are in the right place.

What’s Inside

	Interracial hotwife / cuckold transformation

	Workplace bull who already owns two other wives

	Husband-POV with genuine hesitation before he doubles down

	Verbal ownership and clear power exchange

	Compensation involving the other wives

	Group escalation and permanent lifestyle ending

	Reclamation as an ongoing dynamic

	Full story arc — not a single-scene quickie
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one
Fantasy Baseline


The lamp on the nightstand threw a small circle of yellow light over the clutter we never bothered to put away, my watch, her phone charger, a paperback with a cracked spine. Sue was on her hands and knees in front of me, her hair falling loose over one shoulder, and I had my hands on her hips, moving into her with a steady rhythm born from ten years of knowing exactly what she liked.

The sheets smelled like laundry detergent and Sue’s skin. The familiar scent, the ordinary room—it was the perfect place for the strange thing we did.

“You’re so wet already,” I said, low, mostly to myself.

She didn’t answer, just pushed back into me, a silent signal. We’d done this enough that it had its own cadence, a current running under the one my hips were making. I knew the opening, and I eased into it slow, so it never felt like a demand.

“Imagine it’s not me,” I said, and thrust, and felt her go still for a second the way she always did at the start. “Imagine there’s a man behind you. He’s big. Way bigger than me.”

Sue made a sound into the pillow, not a word, just breath.

“Black guy,” I said. “Built like it. And I’m not the one fucking you right now. “I’m just watching. Sitting there in the chair with my hands doing nothing while he takes you apart.”

Her hips rocked back to meet me, harder than before, and I felt how slick she’d gotten, an unmistakable change, more of her spreading around the base of me every time I bottomed out.

“He’d have to open you up first,” I said, breaking the sentence around a thrust, “because there’s no way you’d take him easy. Not at first. He’d have to work it in.”

“Steve,” she said into the pillow, but it wasn’t a stop, it was just my name, said the way you say a name when there are no other words.

I kept going anyway, because she hadn’t told me to quit, because her back had that arch in it now, the one that only showed up when this was working on her.

“Thick,” I said. “Thicker than anything you’ve had. You’d feel it stretching you before he’s even all the way in. And I’m right there in the corner, not touching myself, not touching you, “watching your face while he does it.”

Her breathing had changed completely by then, gone short and rough, and her face was still half-buried in the pillow, one cheek pressed flat to the cotton, her mouth open against it. I couldn’t see all of it, but I could see the corner of her mouth, and her teeth had found her bottom lip.

“He’d have you spread open on this bed,” I said, “on your back, legs pushed up by your ears, and you wouldn’t even be able to close them if you wanted to, because he’d be holding them there with just his hands on the backs of your knees.”

She didn’t correct me. She didn’t tell me to stop talking about a man who didn’t exist outside this bedroom. She just ground back against me, harder, her hips finding an angle that took me deeper, and the sound she made was low and involuntary, not performed.

“And I’d be sitting there,” I said, “watching him stretch that tight white pussy around all of him, seeing your face while he does it, and you wouldn’t even remember I was in the room.”

“Oh, God,” she said, muffled, and I felt her clench around me, a tight, sudden wave, and more wetness came with it, coating me, making the slide obscene and easy at once.

I didn’t know if she wanted me to stop or keep going, and the part of me that had wanted this for years didn’t care. Her body was giving me the only answer that mattered. Her hips stopped waiting for my rhythm and started chasing their own, pushing back to meet me before I’d even finished a thrust. Her breath was ragged, all the control gone out of it.

“You’d let him,” I said, my own voice starting to come apart around my thrusts, “you’d let him do whatever he wanted, because it would feel too good to stop him.”

She didn’t answer that either. She just pressed her face harder into the pillow and pushed back against me with everything she had, and her sound was somewhere between a moan and a laugh, breathless, helpless.

I felt myself getting close, the fantasy and her body working on me at the same time until there wasn’t much difference between the two anymore, and I said his shape into the room one more time, thick black cock, tight white pussy, pinned open under him while I watched from the corner, and that was what finished me. I came inside her with my hands locked on her hips, holding her still against me while it happened, and she shuddered underneath me like the last of it had caught her too.

Neither of us said anything right away. I stayed inside her a moment, both of us breathing hard, the lamp still throwing its small yellow circle over the clutter on the nightstand, and the man in the corner chair, the one who didn’t exist, was still sitting there in the quiet after, waiting on both of us to decide what to do about him.

***

I pulled out and didn’t give either of us a second to think. I moved down the bed and got my mouth on her while she was still open and shaking, her thighs falling apart for me out of habit. Ten years of this had taught her body what came next, even before her mind caught up.

She was slick and swollen, her lips still puffy from being stretched around me, and I ran my tongue up through all of it once, slow, tasting both of us together, before I settled into the rhythm I knew worked. Two fingers first, curling up into her, searching until I found that rougher patch of tissue just behind her pubic bone, the one that made her whole body jump the second I pressed into it. I kept them there, curling in a steady come-here motion, while my tongue found her clit and settled into small, focused circles, not teasing, not varying much, just relentless pressure in the one place I knew mattered most.

“Oh, fuck, Steve,” she said, her hand already dropping to my head, not guiding, just resting there like she needed to hold onto something.

Her hips started rolling against my mouth, small movements at first, then bigger ones, her thighs tightening around my ears until her breathing filled all the space inside my skull. I didn’t let up. I kept my fingers curling into that spot, kept my tongue working the same focused, unbroken circle, and I felt the moment building in her the way I always could, a tightness that ran from her thighs up through her stomach, her breath catching and holding.

She came the first time with a short, sharp cry, her whole body clenching around my fingers, her hips grinding down hard against my mouth like she couldn’t get close enough. I didn’t stop. I never stopped after the first one, because I knew where the first one would lead if I kept going, and I wanted her strung out and open for it.

I eased back off her clit for a second, just long enough to keep her from going oversensitive, and used the wetness there, and everything she’d given me before that, to work a finger down further, slow, feeling her body take it, one knuckle at a time into the tight furl of muscle below where my other fingers were still buried. She tensed for a second, a small intake of breath, and then her hips pushed back into it instead of away, which was the answer I was waiting for.

I went back to her clit with my tongue at the same time, matching the pressure I’d started with, and now I had all three points working together, two fingers curling against that spot inside her, one finger sliding shallow and steady in her ass, my tongue circling her clit without mercy. Her hand fisted in my hair hard enough to sting, pulling instead of guiding now, and her thighs clamped down around my head so tight I could barely hear anything but the blood in my own ears and the sound of her voice breaking apart above me.

“Don’t stop, don’t you dare stop,” she said, and then she wasn’t saying words, just a high, continuous sound. She came again, harder than the first time, her body lifting off the bed in one long, shuddering wave that barely subsided before another one hit her, this one so sudden it was just a clenching gasp. Her legs went from clamped tight to trembling, a visible twitch running down her thighs that she couldn’t have stopped if she’d tried.

I slowed everything down after that, gentling my tongue, easing my fingers out of her carefully, and pressed a last soft kiss against her inner thigh, right where the muscle was still jumping under the skin.

“Someday I want this to be more than talk,” I said quietly against her skin, my mouth still wet with her. “I want to taste you after he’s already been inside you. Lick you clean. Feel what he left behind.”

She laughed, a short breathless sound that came out of her before she could stop it, real and unguarded, and I felt her hand find my hair again, not pulling this time, just pushing it back off my forehead, almost tender.

“God, you’re still the best at that,” she said, her voice warm and a little wrecked. “Better than anyone I’ve ever had.” She pushed herself up onto her elbows, then sat up further, putting a small deliberate distance between her body and my mouth. “But it’s only talk, right? I’m not fucking any of our friends or neighbors.”

She said it easy, almost offhand, the way you’d correct someone about a minor fact, nothing dramatic in her tone at all, but the boundary underneath it was clean and final, set the way she always did, without raising her voice.

I stayed where I was, propped on my elbows at the foot of the bed, my mouth still wet, my whole body still humming with the last twenty minutes, and I didn’t say anything back. There wasn’t anything I could say that wouldn’t sound like pushing, and pushing would have broken the spell. The fantasy was still warm in the air between us, and for now, that had to be enough.


two
New Job & the Party


The floor at Mulligan’s was sticky under my shoes, and a neon Coors sign buzzed over the mirror, drowned out by the sound of forty people shouting over the jukebox. I was on my second beer when Sue found me near the door, grabbing my wrist to pull me toward a cluster of high-tops her new coworkers had colonized in the back.

“Come on, come meet everybody,” she said, and there was something loose in her voice, easy, the looseness that showed up after one drink when the night still had room to go the way she wanted.

The first to detach was a small redhead whose laugh cut through the bar noise. She put a hand on my forearm before Sue finished the introduction. “Wendy,” she said. “So you’re the famous Steve. Sue’s been holding out on us.” She gave me a quick up-and-down look. “She described you as ‘normal-looking,’ which is always code for something. Glad to see she was lying.”

“I’ll take it,” I said. She laughed, a real one, and her hand lingered on my arm.

Behind Wendy was a tall blonde whose full chest strained the fabric of her fitted top. She leaned against the high-top, watching me, a drink held loosely in one hand. She didn’t rush forward. When Sue said her name, Erika, she just offered her hand. Her grip was cool and her eyes stayed on mine a beat too long.

“So you’re the husband,” she said, her voice quiet and even. “It’s nice to finally put a face to the stories.”

Wendy was in the middle of a story about a client. “So he tells me, with a straight face, that the deadline is aspirational—” “—which is corporate for ‘never gonna happen,’” Erika cut in, her voice flat. They shared a look, a private joke that sealed the rest of us out. Sue laughed, leaning into Wendy’s shoulder, looking brighter and more comfortable than I’d seen her in a long time. She fit right in.

I went to get the next round mostly because my glass was empty and partly because I wanted a minute to figure out what I thought about them.

By the time I came back from the bar with two beers and a glass of wine balanced badly against my chest, I nearly walked into the back of someone who’d stopped moving without warning. I looked up to see why, and found everyone else was doing the same thing.

“Darnell,” Sue said, and there was something in the way she said it, casual and quick, that told me the name wasn’t new to her.

He shook my hand once, firm, no extra squeeze to prove anything, and looked at me for a second with dark eyes that didn’t ask permission to hold the look as long as they wanted.

“Steve,” he said, like he was filing it somewhere. Then he turned to Sue and said something low, just for her, too quiet for me to catch over the jukebox, and she tucked a piece of hair behind her ear and looked down at her glass with a small smile that hadn’t been there a second before.

He didn’t linger on either of us. He moved through the group, finding paths that seemed to open just for him, and I watched Wendy lean into his arm without being invited to, her whole body angled toward him, and I watched Erika turn a few degrees where she stood, not obvious about it, just enough that she was facing him instead of the table.

Something old and familiar closed around me, the way the fantasy always had in the dark—except now it had weight, had edges, had a face. I’d been carrying the shape of it around for years, feeding it with Sue’s body under my hands and a stranger’s outline sitting in a chair that didn’t exist. Now there was an actual chair, an actual man filling it out, six feet away from me with a beer in his hand and my wife’s coworkers arranging themselves around him like furniture finding its room.

I leaned toward Sue, keeping my voice low, easy, the joke half-built in my head since the day she told me about the new job. “Maybe you’ll find a tall Black guy at the new place,” I said, “who can finally do what I only talk about.”

She cut her eyes at me, quick, and there was a beat where I thought I’d overplayed it, but her mouth curved instead of flattening, and she didn’t say no. She didn’t say anything at all, just took a sip of her wine and let the silence sit there between us, an answer in itself.

I lost Sue to the other two women, who pulled her to the far end of the table. Wendy did the talking, leaning in close, her hand on Sue’s arm. I couldn’t hear a word, but then, without warning, both Wendy and Erika looked straight at me. They shared the same slow, knowing smile. A chill went down my spine just as Darnell pushed back from the table. He gave a single nod to the group, but his eyes moved deliberately: Wendy, Erika, and then Sue. He held his gaze on my wife for a beat too long with a look of pure ownership, then turned and was gone.

***

The car was quiet in a way that had weight to it, the kind of quiet that wasn’t empty so much as full of things neither of us had decided to say yet. Sue had her head tipped back against the seat, her hair mussed on one side where she’d been leaning into Wendy’s shoulder all night, and when she turned to look out the window I caught a trace of perfume that wasn’t hers, something warmer and sweeter than what she usually wore. Wendy’s, probably. It had rubbed off somewhere in all that leaning and laughing, and I noticed it the way you notice a fingerprint on a clean glass, small and out of place and impossible to stop looking at.

Her cheeks still had some color in them from the bar, from the drinks or the heat of the room or something else, and she didn’t say much the whole ride, just hummed along under her breath to whatever was playing low on the radio, her fingers moving against her knee like she was keeping time, and every so often she’d glance over at me and then back at the window without finishing the look.

Inside, she dropped her bag on the kitchen counter with a thud and turned around to face me, propping herself back against the edge of it, arms loose at her sides, that same smile still there, a little wider now that we were alone.

“I may have told Wendy and Erika that my husband has a magic tongue,” she said, her voice casual. “They seemed interested.”

She watched my face, a challenge in her eyes. A hundred questions burned in my throat—who started it, what did they say, how did you get there—but I choked them all back. Asking them felt like losing. The only way to answer was to cross the kitchen, to press her back against the counter and put my mouth on her neck, right where I could feel her pulse already hammering away.

She laughed once, low, her hands coming up to grip my shirt, and I walked her backward out of the kitchen and down the hall without either of us saying another word about it.

The bedroom was the same, a circle of yellow lamplight on the usual clutter, but there was no slow theater tonight, no imagined man in the corner. I had her jeans off in a rush, just the raw need to get to her.

I laid her back on the bed and got my hands under her knees, pushing them apart and up, and settled myself between her thighs before she’d even finished pulling her shirt over her head. She was already warm, already a little swollen, and I ran my tongue up through the center of her once, slow, feeling the shape of her open under my mouth, and she made a sound and dropped one hand to grip the headboard slats above her head.

I started the way I always did, flattening my tongue against her, wide, steady pressure right where I knew it counted, and worked my way into a tight circle around her clit while my hands stayed locked under her thighs, holding her open no matter how her hips tried to move. She was louder tonight than usual, no pillow to muffle it, her voice filling the room in short broken syllables of my name, Steve, Steve, God, Steve, and each time I felt her thighs tense against my hands I pressed in harder instead of easing off.

I slid two fingers into her while my tongue kept its rhythm, curling them up until I found that swollen ridge behind her pubic bone, and the second I pressed against it her whole body jerked, her heel catching me hard in the shoulder before she remembered to keep still. I didn’t stop. I worked the two motions together, fingers curling in a steady come-here pull against that spot, tongue circling tight and unbroken over her clit, and felt the tension climbing through her in long, visible waves, her stomach tightening, her thighs shaking against my palms.

She came the first time with her back arching clean off the mattress, a high, cracked sound tearing out of her that had no shape to it anymore, just noise, and her hand left the headboard to fist in my hair instead, pulling hard enough that it verged on painful, which only told me she meant it. I kept my mouth moving through the aftershocks, gentler for a few seconds, letting her ride the tail end of it down, and then I felt her hips start rolling again immediately, faster this time, like her body hadn’t finished asking for more.

I gave it to her without letting up, my tongue never leaving its place, my fingers finding a deeper rhythm inside her, curling and dragging against that same spot until her thighs were trembling constantly against the sides of my head and her breath had stopped coming in any recognizable pattern. She grabbed the headboard again with both hands this time, knuckles pale, hips lifting clean off the bed to meet my mouth, chasing the feeling instead of waiting for it, and when the second orgasm hit her it hit harder than the first, her whole body seizing up and then releasing in stages, each one longer than the last, her voice gone entirely except for a single broken sound she made somewhere near the end, her thighs locking around my head with a force that was almost structural, like her body had decided I was the only fixed point left.

I stayed with her through all of it, slowing only when her hips finally dropped back to the mattress and her hands loosened on the headboard, easing my fingers out of her with the same care I always used, pressing one last soft kiss against the inside of her thigh where the muscle was still twitching under the skin.

She moved her arm from her face and looked at me. Her expression was flushed and open, but that private amusement from the bar was still there, playing behind her eyes. She didn’t say his name, and the fact she didn’t have to was its own kind of blow. I lay down beside her, the smell of her orgasm and Wendy’s perfume mixing in the dark. The fantasy was a fever under my skin now, hot and real, and as Sue let out a long, slow breath, I could still hear the ghost of the jukebox from Mulligan’s, playing a song I didn’t know.


three
The Reveal & The Invitation


Monday morning I stood in the bathroom doorway with my coffee going cold in my hand and watched my wife put on a skirt I hadn’t seen in two years.

It was gray, pencil-cut, the kind that hit just above the knee and did nothing to hide the shape of her. She’d bought it for some work thing back before the new job, before the layoff, before any of the months where our closet had turned into a place where nice clothes went to wait. She stepped into it at the mirror, worked the zipper up her side, and turned once to check the fit over her hips, smoothing her palms down the fabric like she was making sure it still knew how to sit on her. She didn’t look at me while she did it. She didn’t say anything about it either, not why today, not why this skirt out of everything hanging in there. She just checked her reflection, decided something with her face that I couldn’t read, and reached for her blazer.

I didn’t ask. I drank my coffee and felt something low in my stomach turn over slow, like a key finding a lock it hadn’t tried yet.

Tuesday, she told me about Darnell. It was late, almost an afterthought while she scrubbed a pan at the sink. He’d come out of his office as she walked past. He’d looked at her. Not a glance, she said, but a real look. The kind that took its time and didn’t rush off when she caught him. She said he held it a beat too long, long enough for her to feel it land under her collarbone. Then he’d turned and walked toward the elevators without a smile, as if the look was the only point. Her back was half-turned to me, the water running, but I saw it all anyway: the hallway, the files on her hip, the slow turn of his shoulders as he walked away.

Wednesday she brought it up again, but looser this time, the way you bring up something you’ve already decided you’re allowed to feel. We were in the kitchen and she was pouring herself a glass of wine, not looking at me, her voice holding a deliberate lightness.

“He’s been flirting,” she said. “Like, actually flirting. In the break room today he stood right next to me at the coffee machine, didn’t say much, just stood there, and it’s—” She stopped and turned the bottle upright, set it down on the counter with more care than the moment needed. “I don’t know. It’s doing something to me.”

“Doing something how?” I said, and My own voice came out careful and measured, like I was handling something that might go off if I moved wrong.

She shrugged, one shoulder, and took a sip of the wine before she answered, and when she did answer she still wasn’t looking at me, she was looking at the window over the sink, at nothing, at the dark yard. “I don’t know, Steve. Just something.”

I made some small, agreeable sound to keep the door open without pushing on it, and she let the subject drop. But the feeling didn’t. It sat in my gut the rest of the evening, low and hot. The knowledge that a man like that could say everything he needed to say by saying almost nothing at all.

Thursday morning, the sound of her heels on the hallway floor pulled me from the kitchen. It was a sharp, deliberate click that wasn’t from her usual work shoes. She was already in front of the hall mirror, wearing the shortest skirt she owned—a black one I hadn’t seen since a party two summers back. It barely covered what it needed to. Her blouse competed to show off more than the skirt—business appropriate but the buttons that weren't fastened were definitely not ready for work. She smoothed her skirt down over her thighs, checking the line with the same care she’d given the gray one on Monday, then picked her bag up off the bench. She didn’t ask what I thought.

“Have a good day,” I said, my voice thinner than I meant it to be.

“You too,” she said, grabbing her keys. Then she was gone, the door swinging shut, the heels clicking down the walk toward her car, fast and certain, a woman who already knew where she was going.

I stood in the kitchen long after her car pulled out of the driveway, my body strung tight with a feeling I couldn’t name. It was a current running through me, a mix of dread and a want so sharp it was close to pain, and I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. The week had built something, laid a track piece by piece, and I felt the weight of the train that was coming down it.

I didn’t know what Friday would bring. But something in the back of my throat already tasted like iron and electricity, the way the air tastes right before a strike.

***

Friday night the dishes were still on the table when Sue told me to sit down.

I’d been reaching for my wine glass, the meal barely cleared from the middle of the table, and a finality in the flatness of her voice stopped my hand halfway there. Not unkind. Just direct, the way she said things when she’d already decided how a conversation was going to go before she opened her mouth to start it.

“Sit,” she said again, softer the second time, and I sat.

She didn’t come around to the couch beside me. She pulled the coffee table out an inch from where it usually sat and lowered herself onto the edge of it instead, facing me straight on, her knees almost touching mine, close enough that I could see every small movement in her face, the set of her mouth, the way her eyes didn’t waver off mine once she’d gotten herself settled. She folded her hands in her lap and started talking without any warm-up, no so I wanted to tell you something, no clearing of the throat. She started.

“Wendy and Erika pulled me aside this week,” she said. “At work. Both of them, separately, like they’d planned it that way.”

I didn’t say anything. I had a feeling whatever came next wasn’t going to leave much room for me to talk.

“Wendy said he’s hung like a pony,” she said, “and fucks like a bull.”

I closed my mouth. Opened it again. Nothing came out either time. My hands were flat on my thighs, and I was aware, in a distant, helpless way, of how my whole body had become a problem—not just one part of it but all of it, the heat in my face and the tightness across my chest and the way my legs had gone slightly apart without me deciding they would, the sweatpants doing nothing to hide any of it, and Sue’s eyes dropped there for exactly one beat, no longer, before they came back up to my face. She didn’t say anything about it. She didn’t smile about it either. She just filed it away the same clean way she’d filed everything else that night, another piece of information to note and move past.

“Both of them are with him,” she said. “It’s an actual arrangement. Their husbands know about it.”

She paused, letting that sink in. I felt a buzzing start behind my ears.

“They do more than know, Steve,” she added, her voice dropping a little. “They watch.”

The word landed, a dead weight in my chest.

“They didn’t come up to me by accident,” Sue said. “Darnell asked them to. To feel me out. See if I might be interested.”

I felt the old rule surface without either of us naming it, the line she’d drawn years ago and held onto through every version of the fantasy I’d ever fed her in the dark, no one we know, the words never spoken now but present anyway, and I was aware of my own stillness, the way I’d stopped breathing quite normally, the way my body had registered the violation before my mind had caught up to it. She didn’t reference it. She didn’t apologize for having crossed into territory she herself had marked off-limits. She just let the silence hold it there long enough for me to feel the whole weight of what she wasn’t saying, and then she kept going before I could find my footing enough to say it for her.

I tried. I felt my mouth working around the start of a sentence, something careful, something that might buy me a minute to catch up to where she already was, I thought you said, we agreed, isn’t this the thing you always said— but none of it came out whole. It came out as a breath, a half-formed sound, my hands opening and closing once on my knees like they were trying to grab hold of a thought that kept sliding past them.

Sue didn’t wait for me to find it.

“I told him to come to dinner tomorrow,” she said.

No question mark on the end of it. No is that okay, no what do you think. Just the fact of it laid flat on the coffee table between us, already true, already moving, an invitation that had already left her mouth and reached him and been accepted before I’d even known there was a conversation happening. She said it the way you’d tell someone the mail had come, something settled, something that didn’t need my vote to be real.

I stared at her. I could feel my heart going hard enough that I was sure she could see it in my chest through my shirt, and underneath the fear, underneath the small cold drop in my stomach at hearing the rule she’d held so long dissolve in one sentence, there was the other thing too, the thing I didn’t examine too closely because I already knew what I’d find if I did, a want so total it had crowded out everything else in me the second she said his name would be at our table tomorrow night.

Sue kept her eyes on mine and waited, chin level, patient. She already knew the answer and was just giving me the courtesy of catching up. The remains of our dinner sat on the table behind her, forgotten. The whole world seemed to have gone quiet, shrunk down to the space between us. I sat there on the couch, my whole life tilting on its axis, and I still hadn’t said a single word.

***

“Tomorrow,” I finally said, the word coming out smaller than I meant it to.

“Tomorrow,” Sue said back, like she was confirming a delivery time. “Seven. I’m doing the chicken thing, the one with the lemon. He said he doesn’t eat much before, so light is fine.”

Before what, I thought, and didn’t say, because I already knew, and hearing her plan the menu around it, so practical, so unbothered, did something to the base of my spine that I wasn’t ready to name.

“You said no one we know,” I managed finally, and even as it left my mouth I heard how thin it sounded, how much like an old rule being read off a card nobody had looked at in years.

Sue didn’t flinch at it. She didn’t get defensive either, which somehow landed harder than if she had. She just tilted her head a little, considering it the way you’d consider a fact somebody handed you that you already knew and had already decided didn’t apply anymore.

“I did say that,” she said. “And I meant it when I said it.” She uncrossed her hands and rested them on her knees, leaning forward an inch. I could smell the faint, warm wine on her breath. “But that was a different person, Steve. This week, I’ve had two women tell me exactly what it’s like. I’ve had him look at me like I was something he already owned.” She met my eyes, her own unwavering. “I’ve spent four mornings getting dressed for a job I used to just show up to, because I wanted him to look. That’s not the woman who made that rule. She’s gone.”

“So this isn’t—” I stopped, tried again. “This isn’t for me. This isn’t the fantasy anymore.”

“No,” she said, with a flat, clean honesty that cut deeper than cruelty. “It started as your thing. I know that. I let you talk me into it, and I liked it, don’t get me wrong. But this part—him coming here tomorrow—that’s not for you. That’s me wanting something for myself. And you just happen to be the husband who’s here to see it happen.”

I sat there with that settling into me and felt that same vertigo again, the one that first hit me at the company party, watching Wendy lean into Darnell’s arm. Except now it wasn’t a stranger’s wife. It was mine, sitting three feet away, telling me that our fantasy had stopped being about my hunger and started being about hers. The switch had flipped in a break room over a coffee machine, and I hadn’t even been there to see it.

“Are you scared?” she asked, and her voice softened on that one question, the only real gentleness she’d offered me all night.

“Yes,” I said, because it was true, and because lying to her in that moment felt like it would have cost more than I had left to spend. “And I don’t think that’s going to stop me.”

Something moved across her face at that, not quite a smile, something closer to recognition, like I’d said the one true thing she’d been waiting on the whole conversation to hear. She reached out and put her hand flat on my chest, over my shirt, right where my heart was still going too hard, and left it there a second like she was checking a pulse.

“Good,” she said. “Because I already told him yes.”

She rose from the coffee table then, unfolding in one smooth motion, and looked down at me for a moment before she reached for the hem of her shirt and pulled it over her head, right there in the living room with the dishes still cold on the table behind her. She wasn’t wearing a bra. She dropped the shirt on the floor and stood there, hands loose at her sides, watching whatever was happening on my face with the same patient attention she’d given the rest of the conversation.

“I want you to see it,” she said, “before he does.”

I didn’t answer with words. I rose from the couch and closed the distance between us the way I had a hundred times before, my hands finding her waist, my mouth dropping to her collarbone, and she let her head fall back and laughed once, low, a sound with no hesitation left in it anywhere.

“Bedroom,” she said, not a question. She was already walking backward, pulling me with her by the front of my shirt. I went because there was no other choice. The fear in my stomach had burned away, replaced by the hunger that had been building since she’d pulled on that gray skirt Monday morning.

The lamp was on when we got there, casting its familiar yellow light. But when my eyes fell on the empty chair in the corner, the one that had always held a nameless fantasy, I saw a face. He had a name now. And he had an invitation.


four
First Night (Dinner)


He’d been in our house twenty minutes and he already looked like he’d been sitting in that chair his whole life.

Sue’s lemon chicken sat half-eaten between us. The overhead light we never fixed was too bright, laying a flat glare on the water rings we hadn’t wiped from the table and the mail piled behind Sue’s shoulder. Darnell’s forearm rested along the back of his chair like it had been built for him. He owned the space more than we did.

I had my wineglass by the stem, and my fingers kept sliding on it, slick, no matter how many times I dried them against my napkin.

“This is good,” Darnell said, nodding at his plate, not looking up. “Lemon in the marinade?”

“And the pan sauce,” Sue said. “My mother’s recipe. Sort of. I changed the ratio.”

“Tastes right,” he said, and the conversation about the chicken was over.

I asked about the neighborhood because I needed something to say. “You live around here?”

“Twenty minutes east,” Darnell said. He drank from his glass, set it down without any particular hurry. “Quiet street. Good for what I need.”

I didn’t ask what he needed. Sue reached across the table and put the bread basket down closer to him, and he took a piece without thanking her, tore it in half with his fingers, and I felt something shift in me that I didn’t want to look at directly.

“How’s the new job treating you?” I asked Sue. It was a joke of a question for Darnell’s benefit, and I heard it land that way the second it left my mouth.

“Good,” Sue said, and she looked at Darnell when she said it, not at me. “Really good.”

He didn’t smile at that. He just held her look a beat, the same unhurried, unearned patience I’d watched him spend on her back at Mulligan’s, and something in my chest folded down small as a hot knot formed in the same space.

Then he set his glass down on the table. It wasn’t loud. It was a soft, final clink, wood against wood through the base of the glass, but it landed in the room like a door shutting, and every small, meaningless thing we’d said up to that point evaporated behind it.

“We all know why I’m here,” Darnell said.

Nobody answered right away. The overhead light kept doing its flat, honest work on all three of our faces, and I felt my pulse start going in my ears, thick and fast, and beside me I heard the soft, deliberate click of Sue’s fork against her plate.

Darnell folded his hands on the table in front of him, looked at me first, then at Sue, then back at me, like he was confirming an address before he delivered something.

“You’re going to watch,” he said. “I’m going to fuck your wife however I want. Bare.” He said the word the same flat way he’d said everything else—no weight added, none needed. “Any problem with that?”

He wasn’t asking permission. He was checking if he needed to leave, and his voice told me he wouldn’t have cared either way.

I looked at Sue. She was already looking at me, her chin tipped down in a small, quick nod before I’d even gotten a word ready. I understood in that half-second that she’d already answered this question for herself, not just now, but back when she decided to invite him.

“No,” I said. My voice came out rougher than I wanted, but it was out. That was the whole trick—getting the word free before my body could talk me into taking it back.

“No problem,” Sue said, right behind me, easy, like she was confirming a delivery window.

Darnell didn’t nod. He didn’t say good or thank you or anything that might have made it feel like a negotiation had just closed. He stood, unfolding out of the chair the same unhurried way he did everything, his shoulders filling the space over the table for a second before he stepped back from it, and he looked down at me with an expression that hadn’t changed once since he’d walked through our front door.

“Get on your knees,” he said. “Right there. In front of us.”

I felt the floor before I felt myself deciding to move toward it, my chair scraping back against the hardwood, my knees finding the space between the table leg and the rug we’d bought two summers ago. The overhead light kept burning down on all of it, too bright, indifferent, the same light that had watched us eat a thousand ordinary dinners in that exact spot, and I knelt there on the floor of my own dining room with my heart going hard enough to feel in my teeth, and I waited for whatever came next.

***

Darnell didn’t waste time on his belt. He undid it in two motions, pushed his pants and the black boxer-briefs underneath down over his hips at the same time, and stepped out of both without looking down, like his own body was a fact he’d long since stopped needing to check on. His cock swung heavy as it came free, half-hard already and thickening as I watched. It was veined along the top, the detail stark under the flat dining room light. The head was dark and wet at the slit, a thin string of fluid catching the light before it broke and fell.

“Get undressed,” he told Sue, not looking at her while he said it, settling himself back down into the chair he’d claimed at the head of our table, legs spread, hands loose on his thighs.

Sue didn’t make a show of it. She reached behind her for the zipper of the same gray skirt she’d tried on that Monday morning, worked it down her hip, and stepped out of it in one motion, then pulled her top over her head and dropped it on the floor with the same flat efficiency, no music in her head, no slow reveal, just a woman getting undressed because a job needed doing. Her eyes never left him while she did it. Not his face. Lower.

I knelt a few feet off to the side, close enough to see the goosebumps rise along her forearms in the air-conditioned room, close enough to see her nipples had already drawn up tight and dark, straining against nothing now that her bra was on the floor with everything else. Her breathing had gone shallow and fast, high in her chest, and when she turned at his direction to face me, I saw the wet along the inside of her thigh already catching the light, unmistakable, her body answering a question none of us had needed to ask out loud.

Darnell’s hands came up and closed on her hips from behind, his palms dark and enormous against the pale skin there, thumbs pressing into the soft dip above her hipbones, guiding her without hurry into the position he wanted.

“You’re gonna watch as I take your wife,” he said, looking straight at me now, and it wasn’t a taunt. It was just the day’s schedule, read out loud.

Sue reached down and wrapped her hand around him, and I watched her pale fingers close over all that dark, veined length, holding him steady while she found her balance over him, her wedding ring catching the light in one small gold flash against his skin. She eased down onto him, taking him slowly as her whole body tightened, her mouth falling open on a soundless breath. From where I knelt, I could see the exact place she stretched around him—tight, slick, and shining—the muscle of her thigh trembling as she took another inch.

“Oh God,” she said, finally finding her voice, “oh God, you’re so—“

She didn’t finish it. She sank the rest of the way down onto him in one long, shaking drop, her thighs flush against his, and her head fell back against his shoulder, her throat bared, her breath coming out in short, broken pulls.

Darnell didn’t move his hips at first. He kept his hands locked on her, controlling the pace himself, lifting her an inch and letting gravity and his grip bring her back down, setting a rhythm that was slow and total and completely his. Each time she came down on him made a wet, soft sound in the room, and I watched her body take him again and again, watched the slick along his shaft grow thicker with every stroke.

“Tell him who this pussy belongs to now,” Darnell said, his voice even, almost bored, his eyes on me while he said it.

“You,” Sue said, and her voice cracked clean in half on the word. “It’s yours. Oh, fuck, it’s yours.”

Her hands found his knees holding her spread open, nails digging in, and her hips started moving on their own now, rolling back to meet him even as her thighs began to shake, and she came with a short, strangled cry, her whole body clenching down around him so hard I saw his cock jump inside her. He didn’t stop. He kept the same steady pace through it, and through the second one that came only a minute later, her back arched hard against his neck, her voice gone ragged and wordless, her legs trembling so bad her heels drummed once against the floor.

He drove into her deeper after that, his own hips finally joining the rhythm, snapping up into her with a controlled, heavy force that made her cry out every time, and I stayed kneeling where he’d put me, close enough to see every inch of it, the stretch of her, the shine coating him to the base, her fingers white against his forearm each time she gripped.

When he came, he drove deep into her and stopped, both hands locking down on her hips to pin her in place, and I watched his cock twitch inside her—once, twice, a third time—his jaw tight, no sound from him but a low breath through his nose. Sue whimpered through it, her whole body going loose and shaking against him.

He lifted her off him slowly, holding her up by the hips so I could see everything, his cum sliding out of her in a thick, pale line down the inside of her thigh, running over his own softening shaft glistening beneath her. He looked at me for the first time since he’d stripped.

“Clean your wife,” he said. “She’s full of me.”

The door closed behind him, quiet, final. For a second, there was only the hum of the refrigerator. Sue sat on the chair, her legs trembling slightly, her eyes unfocused. Then I moved, my mouth finding her, tasting him mixed into her, thick and strange, working my tongue through it all until she was shaking again for a different reason, her hand fisting in my hair.

Afterward she lay beside me on our bed, quieter than I had ever heard her. She stared at the ceiling, her eyes open, and at the corner of her mouth was a small curve I didn’t have a name for yet.


five
Hesitation & the Loan


On Saturday, I found the shopping bag on the bathroom counter, crisp and black against the white tile. I didn’t have to look inside to know the new underwear wasn’t for me. We didn’t talk about it, same as we didn’t talk about the treadmill thudding in the garage again after a year of silence. The week passed in these unspoken signals. Then on Tuesday morning, she looked up from her coffee. ‘Darnell’s coming by tonight,’ she said, casual as a dentist appointment. ‘Could you pick up some bourbon?’ I didn’t. He brought his own.

He stood on our porch at seven sharp in a charcoal button-down with the sleeves rolled once at the forearm, a bottle of something dark and expensive hanging loose from two fingers, and when I opened the door he didn’t wait for me to say come in. He just came in, past my shoulder, into the living room, glancing around at the couch and the bookshelf and the framed photo of Sue and me on a beach somewhere the way you glance around a room when you already know what’s in it and you’re just checking that nothing has moved.

“Steve,” he said, not a question, not really a greeting either. It was just a confirmation that I was the same guy from the dinner table.

“Can I get you a drink?” I asked, and my voice sounded fine to me right up until I heard it out loud.

“That’s why I brought it,” he said, and held the bottle out.

I took it into the kitchen and my hands were bad the whole time, the glass slick against my palm no matter how many times I wiped it on my jeans, ice cubes clattering louder than they should have against the sides of the tumblers. When I returned with the drinks, Sue was already on the couch in a wine-colored wrap dress I knew she hadn’t worn for me. Her knees were pressed together, hands folded in her lap as she watched Darnell settle into the armchair. It was the same rapt attention she used to give me, and standing there with a glass in each hand, I felt the loss of it like a physical blow. That look wasn’t for me anymore.

I handed Darnell his glass. He took it without thanking me, same as the bread at dinner, and drank half of it in one go.

“Good week?” I asked, because it was clear neither of them would speak first.

“Fine,” he said. That was the whole conversation.

He set the glass down on the coffee table, no coaster, and looked at me directly, the way he’d looked at me across the dinner table the week before, like he was reading a label.

"I'm taking her with me tonight," he said. I felt my stomach drop. I knew what they were going to do, it's just that I expected to watch. Taking her away was not in my plans. I looked at Sue, and she seemed excited, watching me closely. I wanted to give her a sign, to talk about this first.

“You look nervous, Steve,” he said.

I didn’t answer that, because there wasn’t a version of denying it that would have sounded true.

“Tell you what,” he said, and he said it easy, unhurried, the way he said everything, like the words had already existed somewhere and he was only now getting around to speaking them. “I’ll take your wife tonight. And you can have Wendy. I’ll call her here. Fair trade.”

The room didn’t move but something in my chest did, a small sick lurch like when you miss a step in the dark. This was the moment the whole thing tipped over from something we talked about in the dark with a lamp throwing yellow light on the nightstand clutter into something with a name and a time and a woman already being dialed on a phone. A Tuesday. My wife walking out the door with another man on a Tuesday, and me getting handed another woman like a coupon.

Sue didn’t help me. She sat with her chin tipped up a fraction, watching me the way you watch someone finish a math problem you already know the answer to, patient, not unkind, but not about to do the work for me either. She had decided already. She’d probably decided the moment Darnell said it, maybe before that, maybe the second he walked through our door with that bottle swinging loose in his hand.

Darnell didn’t push. He didn’t repeat himself or explain what he meant by fair, and he didn’t need to, because I understood exactly what it meant and so did he, and he had the calm of a man who’d never once in his life had to ask a question twice.

I was hard against my jeans, an obvious, humiliating fact that answered the question before my mouth could. My palms were slick again, worse than the ice had made them. Under the fear was the thing that had been living there from the start: a want with no bottom to it.

“Yes,” I said.

Darnell nodded once, like he’d expected nothing else, and stood from the chair in that same unhurried way and held his hand out to Sue. She took it and rose off the couch, the wrap dress settling against her hips, and she didn’t look back at me on her way to the door. Not a glance, not a word. The two of them walked out together. The front door clicked shut, quiet and final, just as it had the week before. I saw her purse still on the end table, her car keys in the dish by the door. She wasn’t planning on coming back on her own.

I stood alone in the living room for a long time after that, the bourbon still in my hand, untouched, going warm. I don’t know exactly how long. Long enough for the ice to melt flat against the glass, for the house to go fully silent around me, the refrigerator humming somewhere in the kitchen the only proof anything in the world was still running. Fifteen minutes, maybe more, before headlights swept white across the living room window and a car door slammed shut in the driveway, and I set the drink down on the coffee table, right where Darnell had left his, and went to answer it.

***

Wendy didn’t wait for me to open it all the way. She pushed through the gap with her shoulder, already smiling, already moving like the house belonged to her as much as it belonged to Sue, and the door swung shut behind her on its own weight while she was still three steps into the entryway.

“Hey,” she said, dragging the word out, looking me over the way you’d check a package for damage. Her top was cut low, dark red hair loose over one shoulder, and she had one thumb hooked in her front pocket, hip cocked like she had nowhere better to be and knew it. Her lip gloss caught the hall light when she smiled wider. She took in my face, flushed and stupid, and the obvious tent in my jeans I hadn’t managed to think my way out of, and her smile only got bigger.

“So,” she said. “You gonna stand there all night or are we doing this?”

I noticed her wedding ring the same second she reached up to push her hair back, a plain gold band catching the light same as Sue’s had at the dinner table a week ago, and something about it did the same ugly, thrilling thing to me that Sue’s ring had done in front of Darnell, an unmissable fact, sitting in plain view while she did something her husband wasn’t in the room to see.

“So, Darnell told you to come. What about your husband?”

Wendy laughed, “Darnell owns me, Brad doesn’t. He told me to do you, so I’m doing you.”

The thought stuck in my stomach. Was Darnell going to own Sue eventually? I tried to erase the thought from my mind with distraction—and Wendy was quite the distraction.

“Drink?” I said, because it was the only word my brain handed me.

“Later,” she said, already crossing the living room, already dropping her bag onto the couch cushion where Sue had been sitting an hour ago. She looked around the room once, at the framed photo on the shelf, at the coffee table with two abandoned glasses of bourbon still sitting there, and then she looked back at me and pulled her top over her head in one motion, no ceremony to it at all.

“Bedroom,” she said. “I want a bed. I’m not twenty-two anymore.”

I followed her down the hall, past the same nightstand clutter, the same lamp throwing its small yellow circle, and she was already unhooking her bra by the time she reached the foot of the bed, dropping it on the floor without looking where it landed. She stepped out of her jeans next, kicked them toward the closet, and stood there in nothing but a pair of black underwear, hands on her hips, watching me fumble my own shirt over my head.

“Get that mouth on me,” she said. “I heard things about that mouth.”

I got her onto the bed and pulled her underwear down her legs, and she spread her thighs before I’d even settled between them, no hesitation, no build-up required. I ran my tongue through her once, slow, and she was already wet, already swollen against my mouth, and she let out a breath that had a laugh folded into the back of it.

“There it is,” she said.

I flattened my tongue against her clit and started the same rhythm that had worked on Sue a hundred times, wide steady pressure settling into a tight circle, and Wendy’s hand found the back of my head almost immediately, palm flat against my skull, fingers curling until her knuckles pressed into my scalp and she was steering me like she knew exactly what she wanted. I slid two fingers into her and curled them the way I always did, searching, and found the rough patch behind her pubic bone fast, her body telling me exactly where it was with a sharp, sudden clench.

“God, yes, just like that, don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop—” Her fist tightened in my hair, pulling my face harder into her, and when the orgasm hit, it was fast and loud, a long, unbroken cry that filled the bedroom, her whole body bucking against my mouth. She didn’t let up on my hair even after. She held me there, panting, and said, breathless, laughing, “Fuck. Your tongue is wasted on just one woman.”

She said it like a verdict, flat and certain, the same way she’d said everything else since she walked through my front door.

“My husband,” she said, still catching her breath, “goes down there like he’s checking a tire. Two minutes, done, moving on. You’d think after twelve years he’d have figured something out.” She said it plain, no bitterness in it, just a fact laid out next to the other facts, as casually as she might note it was going to rain.

Then she pushed my shoulder, flipping me onto my back, and climbed over me before I’d fully processed the switch, straddling my hips and reaching down to line me up herself, impatient with anything slower.

“I’m driving,” she said, and sank down onto me in one long, slick drop that pulled a sound from both of us at once.

She rode me hard from the start, no easing into it, her hands braced on my chest, her hips slamming down with a rhythm that was all hers, and she kept up a steady stream of talk through the whole thing, telling me how deep I was going, telling me not to move, telling me to just lie there and take it. Her breasts bounced with every drop of her weight, her wedding ring flashing gold against my skin. When she came the second time, she threw her head back and shouted it, unashamed, her whole body locking down around me until I followed, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks.

Afterward she collapsed sideways off me, sprawled flat across the bed, her chest heaving, one arm thrown over her eyes.

“Okay,” she said, into the ceiling. “Now I want that drink.”

We sat at the kitchen table in robes, hers borrowed from the hook on the bathroom door, mine my own, and she told me about her husband’s fantasy football league between sips of bourbon like we’d been doing this every Tuesday for years. Something about the ease of it, the casualness, sent a fresh surge of heat through me before the glass was even empty, and when she said, stretching, “I don’t think I’ve got another one in me tonight,” I was already pulling her up out of the chair.

I sat her on the edge of the dining table and pushed her knees apart. “I’m serious, Steve, I’m done,” she laughed, a protest that died the moment my mouth found her again. The first orgasm was a quick, sharp surprise that made her slap a hand flat on the table for balance. Before she could recover, I went back to work. This time was slower, a long, building wave that made her thighs tremble against my ears. When it crested, she collapsed backward onto her elbows, legs giving out completely, a helpless, breathless laugh echoing in the quiet kitchen.

“Okay,” she gasped, staring at the ceiling. “I’m keeping you. I don’t care what Sue says.”

***

Wendy left a little after eleven. I locked the door behind her and sat on the couch in the dark, waiting. My body was spent, the physical need taken care of, and with that static gone the real feeling came through clean and sharp: the hot, anxious thrill of anticipation. I thought about Sue in some other bed, with some other man, and the image sat heavy and warm in my chest, a weight I had no desire to put down.

It was past midnight when I heard her open the door.

She came in quiet, careful with the door the way you’re careful when you don’t want to wake somebody, though I was sitting right there under the porch light’s edge with my eyes wide open. Her wrap dress had gone soft with wrinkles at the waist, the tie loosened and reknotted in a way that told me it had been undone once already that night. Her hair had fallen from its morning style, loose now around her face, a little damp at the temples. She didn’t look wrecked. She looked settled, the way a house looks after a storm has already passed through it and left without doing much damage you could point to.

She found my eyes for a second across the dark living room, and there wasn’t guilt in it, no apology loading up behind her mouth. Instead, there was something else, something private and a little far off, like she was still partway inside a room I hadn’t been invited into, and then she looked away, down at her own hands, and didn’t offer me a single word about where she’d been or what had happened to her there.

I got up off the couch and crossed to her, and she let me, standing still in the entryway while I reached for the tie at her waist and undid it, the dress falling open, and she wore nothing underneath, her skin bare and warm despite the night air that had come in with her from outside.

I got down on my knees right there in the entryway, same as I had at the dinner table the week before, and pulled her hips forward until her thighs came up over my shoulders, her back finding the wall for balance. She was slick, more than slick, swollen and open and full of him, and the first taste of her told me everything her silence hadn’t, thick and different from her own wetness, a foreign salt weight underneath the familiar one. I didn’t hesitate. I ran my tongue through all of it, slow at first, drawing it out, feeling it shift and give under my mouth, and she made a sound above me that was quieter than the ones I remembered, softer, almost private, nothing like the sharp cries Wendy had thrown around my bedroom an hour earlier.

I worked my tongue deeper, cleaning her the way he’d told me to the first time, taking what he’d left inside her into my own mouth, and I felt her hand come down to rest on the crown of my head, not pulling, not guiding, just resting there the way it had after the first time this happened, a small unconscious gesture of something that might have still been tenderness. Her thighs trembled against the sides of my face, and when I found her clit with the flat of my tongue and pressed into a slow circle, she gasped once, short, and her hips rolled forward into my mouth on their own.

I stood her up before she could finish that wave, walked her back toward the bedroom with her legs still unsteady under her, and laid her down on our bed under the same lamp, the same small yellow circle it always threw. I pushed into her slow, easing past the looseness he’d left behind, feeling her body still soft and open around me, stretched in a way that made the first few strokes feel strange, foreign, like sliding into water that had already been disturbed. I kept it slow at first, one hand braced beside her head, watching her face in the low light for whatever it was going to show me.

Her eyes were open, fixed somewhere past my shoulder, and her breath came out even and unhurried until I picked up the pace, driving into her harder, and then her hands found my back and her nails dug in—sharp, real. She turned her face to the side against the pillow, the same way she always did when it built past a certain point, and I felt her body tighten around me in long, deliberate pulls, her hips lifting to meet mine, and when she came it was quieter than Wendy’s had been, a long shudder and a low broken sound against the pillow instead of a shout, and I followed her a few strokes later, emptying into her on top of everything already there, some part of my brain doing the math on that and not able to stop.

Afterward we lay side by side in the dark, the lamp still burning its small circle over the clutter on the nightstand, and I turned my head to look at her face. Her eyes were half open, unfocused, fixed on some point on the ceiling that wasn’t really there, and her mouth had a softness to it that had nothing to do with me, some private aftertaste of the last few hours still working through her that I wasn’t part of and never would be. She didn’t say anything. She didn’t reach for my hand the way she sometimes did after we finished, didn’t hum, didn’t laugh the low unguarded laugh she’d given me a week ago after the first dinner.

I didn’t ask her anything either. There wasn’t a question I could put together that wouldn’t have sounded like begging, and some instinct in me knew better than to beg for whatever she’d already decided to keep for herself.

I stared up at the ceiling instead, listening to her breathing slow and even out beside me, feeling her drift toward a sleep I couldn’t follow, and the mattress under us felt wider than it had that morning, wider than it had any right to feel with both of us still lying on it, still touching at the shoulder, still close enough to feel each other’s heat. The lamp burned on. Neither of us reached over to turn it off.


six
Lunchtime Reality


The TV was on, but I’d hit mute an hour ago, ...and the light from the screen just moved across the room... without any sound behind it, blue then white then blue again, like weather nobody could feel. My beer sat on the coffee table going flat and warm, the condensation ring under it long since dried to a faint outline on the wood. I’d stopped drinking it around the same time I’d stopped watching whatever was on the screen.

Six-fifteen came and went. Sue usually texted by five-thirty if she was going to be late, some short line about traffic or a meeting running over, nothing that needed an answer, just enough to let me plan dinner around her. Tonight there’d been nothing. I checked my phone, saw the same blank lock screen I’d seen two minutes before, and set it face-down on the cushion beside me like that might trick it into buzzing. It didn’t. I picked it back up thirty seconds later and checked it again, same nothing, ...and set it down harder than I meant to.

The house had a particular kind of quiet when she was late without saying so. Not empty exactly. Just holding its breath along with me, the refrigerator humming its low note from the kitchen, the ceiling fan ticking once every few rotations ...where the balance had gone off. I sat there and let my mind do the thing I didn’t want it to do, running through the last two weeks, the coffee machine, the skirts, Wendy’s flat, cheerful assessment of her own marriage delivered over bourbon at my kitchen table. Nothing, I thought. It’s nothing. I thought it four times, the way you press a bruise to check if it still hurts.

Headlights swept the living room window a little after six-thirty, and I heard her car door, then the front door working against the frame ...the way it always stuck in the humidity..., and I sat up straighter without deciding to.

She came in, and she didn’t look like a woman coming home from an office.

Her hair had come loose at the back, not all of it, just enough that a few strands had pulled free from wherever she’d pinned them that morning and now hung against her neck in a way that told me something had happened to the pins, not the wind. Her blouse had untucked on one side, just the left, riding up over her hip in a soft fold that she hadn’t bothered to fix. There was a crease running crosswise over her skirt, sharp and defined, ...the kind that only sets into fabric from sitting one way for too long, a crease left unsmoothed.

The smell reached me before she’d made it past the front hall table. First, her own sweat—the warm, familiar scent of a long day that I’d known for a decade. But underneath it was something else, a low, musky note that was distinctly male. And woven through both was a dark, expensive cologne that I knew for a fact wasn’t mine.

She dropped her bag onto the armchair without any particular care, and it landed heavy, tipping half onto its side. She shrugged her jacket off her shoulders and let it fall over the bag, and then she turned to face me straight on, the same way she’d turned to face me from the edge of the coffee table the night she told me Darnell was coming to dinner.

Her bra strap had slipped loose off one shoulder, the black elastic hanging slack against her arm instead of doing its job under the blouse. Her lipstick had worn down to almost nothing, just a faint stain left at the corners of her mouth where color usually sat solid, the rest of it kissed or worked or worn off somewhere between here and wherever she’d been.

She didn’t explain any of it. She didn’t apologize for it either. She stood there in the middle of the living room and let me look..., her chin level, her eyes steady on my face while I did the thing she seemed to already know I’d do, taking inventory, cataloguing each piece of it, the hair, the blouse, the crease, the smell, the strap, the mouth.

“I’ve been fucking him at lunch,” she said. Flat. No windup. “And I suck him off in his car before I come home. I thought you should know.”

I didn’t say anything. My mouth opened, and there was nothing behind it again, the same nothing that had shown up at the dinner table two weeks ago when he’d told me I was going to watch, and it closed again without producing a sound. The muted TV kept throwing its light across the room, blue then white then blue, sliding over her face and then mine and then back to hers, and somewhere in my chest something had gone very still, the way a small animal goes still when it knows the thing that found it hasn’t decided yet what to do.

I felt my jaw tighten on its own. I swallowed, the motion dry and loud in my own throat, though no one else could hear it. My eyes dropped to her collar, to the loose gape where the top button of her blouse had come undone sometime during the afternoon, and then came back up to her face, and she watched all of it happen, unbothered, patient, the way you’d watch someone read a letter you already knew the contents of.

She didn’t look away or soften the blow with excuses. The fact she’d just dropped in the middle of our living room sat there, heavy and solid, and her silence made it clear the weight was mine to carry alone.

I reached for the beer on the coffee table. My hand closed around it, lifted it an inch, and then I set it back down without drinking, because I couldn’t remember, in that second, what my mouth was supposed to do with it.

Sue reached up with two fingers and caught the loose strap at her shoulder, pulled it back into place with a small, practiced snap of elastic against skin, the same motion she might have made adjusting a strap that had slipped while she carried in the groceries. Then she turned and walked toward the kitchen, her heels sounding against the hardwood in that same unhurried rhythm I remembered from the hallway two weeks before, a woman already thinking about what came next, ...already past the part of the evening that had leveled me to the couch.

“I’m starving,” she said, from somewhere near the refrigerator, like she’d just told me nothing more significant than that.

I sat where I was, staring at the empty space where she’d stood, and waited for a feeling that made sense. None came.

***

By the time I made it to the bedroom, I’d moved through the evening like a ghost in my own house. Dinner was a blur of silverware on plates, the TV turned up loud to fill the silence. The dishes were rinsed. The lights went out. None of it touched the hard knot under my sternum. I brushed my teeth without looking at myself too long in the mirror and came out to find the room dark except for the lamp on her side, throwing its familiar small circle over the nightstand clutter.

Sue was already under the sheet, on her back, her hair still tangled at the back where it had come loose earlier, one arm resting above her head on the pillow. Her phone sat face-down on the nightstand. She watched me cross the room, her eyes tracking me the whole way ...her face revealing nothing of what she thought I might do.

I didn’t go to my side.

I came around the foot of the bed and got in over her, my knee finding the mattress between her thighs before she’d even shifted to make room, and she let her legs fall open under me like she’d been waiting to see if I would. I got my hands on her hips and ...pulled her down the bed toward me as I pushed my own weight forward..., no slow build to it, no soft opening, and I felt her breath catch once, surprised, before she settled into it.

I pressed my face into the side of her neck, right below her ear, and the cologne was still there, faint now, worn down by hours, but unmistakable, dark and foreign against her skin, and it made me want to hurt something, or cry, or press harder, all of it tangled together and none of it clean.

“Mine,” I said into her neck, my voice low and rough, my hips already moving, and I felt her body take the first hard thrust without any resistance in it, just a soft, forced breath out through her nose.

I pushed into her again, harder, my fingers digging into the flesh of her hips. I felt my own thumbprints bruising her skin and didn’t stop. Let there be marks. Let him see them. She didn’t tell me to ease up. Her hands came up and found my shoulders, and instead of pushing me back she pulled me down into her, meeting the next thrust with her own hips lifting to take it.

“Say it,” I said, my mouth still against her throat, tasting salt and something else underneath it that wasn’t mine.

“It’s yours,” she said, low, steady, no performance in it, no breathless theater, just the plain fact delivered the same flat way she’d delivered it in the living room an hour before. “It’s yours, Steve.”

I drove into her harder at that, chasing something I couldn’t have described even to myself, and I felt her body opening around the rhythm of it, wetter than it should have been this fast, and I knew why and I kept going anyway.

“Tell me again,” I said.

“It’s yours,” she said again, and this time her hand came up and gripped the back of my head, not gentle, holding me against her neck, and her hips rolled up hard to meet the next thrust, ...her breath finally fraying at the edges.

I kept the pace brutal, no easing into anything, my hands locked on her hips, holding her exactly where I wanted her while I took what I needed, and she gave it back the same way, meeting every thrust instead of just receiving it, her nails dragging once down my back ...hard enough that I felt it clear through the haze I was in.

“Darnell,” she said, once, quiet, not thrown at me like a weapon, not whispered like a secret either, ...just set down flat between us, another fact she wasn’t going to pretend was untrue... in that bed with me on top of her. “He had me on my knees in the front seat today.”

I didn’t stop. If anything the words cracked something open in me, and I stopped thinking about rhythm or control or anything except the fact that she was here and I was losing her and my body knew it before my mind did, the anger and the wanting so tangled I couldn’t tell them apart anymore, and when I came it was with her name bitten off behind my teeth, half grief, half something I had no word for.

I didn’t pull out right away. I stayed there a moment with my face still buried against her neck, breathing hard, feeling her chest rise and fall fast underneath mine, and then I moved down the bed without either of us saying anything about what came next, because we both already knew.

I got my mouth on her while she was still open and slick, the taste of myself mixed into her now, and I worked through it slow and thorough, no hurry to it this time, my hands gripping the backs of her thighs and pulling them up and open. I ran my tongue over her, cleaning every inch, feeling her hips twitch each time I pressed into her clit. She made small, low sounds above me, not the sharp cries of two weeks ago. These were quieter, more private, the sounds of a body responding on its own terms. I kept at it until she’d shivered through one short, tight release against my mouth, her thighs closing briefly around my head before falling open again, spent.

I eased back and pressed one last kiss to the inside of her thigh, the same gesture I always ended with, ...and lay down beside her, my chest still working hard..., the taste of both of us and him lingering at the back of my throat.

Neither of us said anything. My breathing slowed first, evening out into the dark, and after a while Sue reached over without a word and clicked off the lamp, ...and the small yellow circle on the nightstand went out, leaving the room in darkness.

I lay beside her, staring at a ceiling I couldn’t see. I could tell her eyes were open too, her face catching the last gray light from the window. Her expression was still. She was simply a woman lying awake beside her husband, as comfortable in this new quiet as she’d ever been in the old one.

The smell of sex and someone else’s cologne still hung faint in the room, and I lay there breathing it in until sleep finally took me under.


seven
Erika’s Visit


Sue was out shopping when the doorbell rang. I assumed it was a package delivery or girls selling cookies, so thought nothing as I opened the door. Erika stood there, handbag in hand, breasts trying to escape her top. I remembered her from the bar, but she was different up close, tall, intimidating with that figure, and rather than the inspecting look, her eyes were fiery with emotion.

“Wendy’s with him tonight,” she said. No greeting. No explanation of who “him” meant. Her hand found my wrist and closed around it, fingers pressing into the bone, and she was already pulling me toward the hallway before my brain caught up to the fact that she was inside my house. “I need to get fucked, and I need that mouth of yours. Wendy told me about what you did to her.”

She said it flat, like she was ordering coffee, and her grip stayed firm as she walked me backward down the hall. My belt was already loose, my fingers having worked the buckle on their own. By the time we cleared the bedroom doorway, I was breathing faster than the walk warranted. This couldn't be real—Erika, in my house, her eyes locked on the bed. The lamp on the nightstand threw its low amber light across the familiar clutter, a scene too normal for what was happening. Then Erika let go of my wrist and started stripping.

No performance. No music in her head. She pulled her top over her head and dropped it on the floor, reached behind her for her bra clasp and had it off in one motion, her huge breasts swinging free, full and pendulous, and I couldn’t look away from them, the weight of them, the way they moved when she breathed. She stepped out of her jeans and underwear together, kicked them toward the closet, and stood there naked for two seconds before her palm found my chest and pushed.

I sat down hard on the edge of the mattress, the old frame shifting under me, and she climbed onto the bed without invitation, arranging herself on her hands and knees with her back to me, her thighs spread, her hips lifted. She reached up and grabbed the headboard with one hand, fingers wrapping around the slat, and looked back over her shoulder at me with an expression that said hurry up without using the words.

“From behind,” she said. “And put your hands on my tits. I want to feel you there while you fuck me.”

I fumbled my clothes off, my shirt tangling over my head, my pants catching on my ankles before I kicked them free, and then I was behind her, my hands finding her hips first, then sliding up her sides to close around her breasts. They filled my palms completely, warm and heavy, nipples already drawn tight against my thumbs, and I felt her push back against me before I’d even lined myself up, impatient, her body knowing what it wanted.

“Don’t stall,” she said, her voice carrying that same flat command. “Get in me.”

I pushed into her in one long stroke, feeling her open around me, slick and ready, and her breath came out hard through her nose, no moan, just air. She was tight but not resistant, her body accepting me without hesitation, and I settled my hands back on her breasts, my fingers finding her nipples and twisting, gentle at first, then harder when she pushed back into it, her spine arching.

“Harder,” she said. “Both hands. I want to feel it.”

I twisted her nipples between my fingers, pulling slightly, feeling the weight of her breasts shift with each tug, and a low noise started in her throat—approval, not pleasure, like I was finally doing what she’d asked for. Her hand stayed locked on the headboard, holding her steady, and she started moving her hips in a rhythm that was all hers, back to meet me, forward to pull away, setting the pace without asking if I could keep up.

I could. I matched her, my thrusts landing deep each time she pushed back, my hands working her breasts without mercy, kneading them, pulling at her nipples until they were swollen and dark against my fingers, and she kept that same even breathing, loud and unselfconscious, no attempt to quiet herself, no performance for an audience of one. She was using me, plain and simple, and the honesty of it sent something hot through my chest, my arousal building without any of the usual negotiation in my head.

“Faster,” she said, and I gave it to her, my hips snapping against hers, my hands gripping her breasts hard enough to leave marks I knew she’d feel tomorrow, and she took it all without a sound beyond the wet slap of our bodies and the harshness of her breath. Her head dropped forward, her hair falling over her face, and I watched the line of her back flex with each thrust, the muscles working under her skin, and I felt her start to tighten around me, not dramatically, just a steady increase in pressure that told me she was getting what she’d come for.

She came with a long exhalation through her nose, her body locking still for a second, her thighs trembling against mine, and then she pushed back harder, grinding against me, working herself through the aftershocks with small movements of her hips while I held still inside her, my hands still full of her breasts, her nipples hot against my palms. When she finished, she didn’t collapse. She straightened, pulled off me in one smooth motion, and turned around on the bed before I’d even processed the change.

“On your back,” she said, and pushed my shoulder before I could move, her palm flat against my chest again, guiding me down onto the mattress. I lay there looking up at her, my cock still wet from her, throbbing against my stomach, and she swung a thigh over my face and settled her weight onto me instantly.

Her thighs clamped around my ears, warm and solid, and her sex pressed down against my mouth, swollen and slick and still fluttering from her first orgasm. I ran my tongue up through her once, slow, tasting her, and she made a sound above me, not a word, just breath, and then she reached down and gripped the headboard with both hands, using it to leverage herself against my face.

“Make me come again,” she said, her voice muffled by her own thighs around my head. “Don’t stop until I do.”

I flattened my tongue against her and started the rhythm I knew, wide steady pressure settling into tight circles around her clit, and she began to move, rolling her hips in small motions that ground her down onto my mouth with her full weight, not holding back, not checking if I could breathe. I could. I worked my tongue against her, feeling her swell and pulse against my lips, and I slid my hands up her thighs to grip her hips, holding her in place while I ate her, my nose pressed against the softness of her stomach, the smell of her surrounding me completely.

She built fast, her thighs trembling where they pressed against my ears, her breath coming in short rough pulls that I could feel more than hear, when I sucked at her clit, the orgasm hit her hard, her whole body jerking, her fingers twisting tight in the sheets beside my head, a long ragged sound tearing out of her that had no shape to it anymore. I didn’t stop. I kept my tongue moving through it, gentling slightly, then pressing hard again when I felt her hips start to roll, chasing more before she’d even finished the first wave.

“Don’t you dare stop,” she said, her voice cracked, and I didn’t, I couldn’t have if I’d wanted to, my mouth was already watering for more of her, my whole face wet with her, and I found her clit again and worked it relentless, small tight circles, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, and she started to climb again almost immediately, her body not giving her a rest, her thighs locking around my head so tight I felt my own pulse pounding against them, blood in my ears, the world reduced to the taste of her and the pressure building under my tongue.

She came the second time with no warning. Her back arched, her hands shot from the sheets to my hair, gripping tight as a raw, broken cry tore from her throat. Her thighs clamped down so hard my jaw ached, and she ground herself against my face in short, desperate motions, taking everything she needed without asking. I stayed with her through all of it, my tongue slowing only when her hips finally stopped moving, her thighs loosened, and her hands in my hair went lax, just resting there while she breathed.

I peeled my mouth away slowly, pressing one last soft kiss against her inner thigh, and she sat there for a moment with her weight still on my chest, her breathing loud in the quiet room, and then she swung her leg over and climbed off the bed, standing for a moment naked in the amber lamplight before she bent to find her clothes.

She stared at me for a long moment, then shook her head slightly. “Holy fuck,” she said, her voice soft. “Wendy wasn’t exaggerating.”

She pulled her top back on without bothering with the bra, smoothing it down over her breasts with her palms, and walked to the dresser mirror to check her hair, pushing the loose strands back with her fingers, her face calm now, settled, like she’d just finished a workout. She found her jeans on the floor and stepped into them, reaching for the buttons.

***

I was still flat on my back when I heard the floorboard in the hallway creak, a different weight than Erika’s footsteps had been, and I turned my head to see Sue standing in the bedroom doorway with her hand still on the frame, her head tilted slightly, taking in the wreckage I’d made of our bed.

She looked at me first, my nakedness, my still-hard cock wet against my stomach, my face glistening with Erika’s last orgasm, and then her eyes moved to Erika, who stood by the dresser with her hands working the button of her jeans, completely unbothered by the audience. The lamplight caught Sue’s face from the side. I watched her eyes narrow, her focus shifting from me to Erika and back again. It was the same look she’d given Darnell that first night at Mulligan’s—a quiet, focused assessment of something she hadn’t yet placed.

“Why didn’t you just go to your own husband?” Sue asked, and her voice was level and direct, no rise in it, no edge, just the plain question hanging in the air between the three of us.

Erika glanced at her in the mirror, her hand still on the button of her jeans. She finished fastening them before turning around with a dry half-smile. She met Sue’s eyes, her own gaze unwavering.

“Why would I do that,” she said, her voice flat, “when yours has such an amazing mouth?”

She didn’t wait for Sue to answer. She didn’t look at me again. She picked her bag up from where she’d dropped it on the floor earlier and walked past Sue in the doorway, not brushing against her, not avoiding her either, just two women occupying the same space for a second without either one giving ground. The front door clicked shut a moment later, the sound carrying down the hall, and then the house went quiet in a way that had weight to it.

Sue stayed in the doorway. She didn’t turn to watch Erika leave. She kept her eyes on me, on the bed, on the rumpled sheets and my naked body still lying there where another woman had put me, and I watched her face do that thing I’d learned to read over ten years, the small movements that meant she was working through something. Her lips pressed together slightly, not tight, just a small adjustment. Her eyes stayed narrow, the calculation continuing behind them. She breathed out once through her nose, slow and controlled. There was no shock in her face, none of the hurt I might have expected. This was something else—a confirmation of a question she’d already been asking herself.

I didn’t sit up. I didn’t cover myself. I lay there on my back with the lamp still throwing its amber circle over the nightstand clutter, my watch, her phone charger, the paperback with the cracked spine, and I watched her watch me, and neither of us said anything about what had just happened, what was still happening, what had been happening for weeks now without either of us naming it out loud.

She didn’t look soft. She didn’t look guilty. She didn’t look like a woman who’d just caught her husband with another woman, because that wasn’t what this was, and we both knew it. She looked like someone who’d just been told the name of an illness she’d already been living with for years. The slight press of her lips relaxed, not into a smile, into something more settled than that, the particular quiet of a person who no longer has to wonder.

I thought about saying something. I thought about explaining, though there was nothing to explain that she didn’t already understand better than I did. I thought about getting up, about closing the distance between us, about putting my hands on her the way I’d put them on Erika, but something in her face told me not to move yet, not to break the silence before she had processed it.

She breathed out again, another slow exhale through her nose, and her eyes dropped to my cock, still half-hard against my stomach, still wet with Erika’s slick and my own denied finish, and she looked at it without expression, without judgment, the way you might look at a familiar object that has appeared in the wrong room—unsettling, but not a threat.

The silence stretched. The refrigerator hummed somewhere in the kitchen. The bedroom felt smaller than it had an hour ago, and I lay there watching my wife stand in the doorway with the smell of another woman’s orgasm still on my face, and I understood that something had shifted in the few minutes since I’d heard Erika’s car door, something that wouldn’t shift back, that had maybe been waiting to shift since the first night Darnell sat at our dinner table and told me I was going to watch.

Sue’s eyes came back to my face. She didn’t say his name. She didn’t need to. Darnell’s presence filled the room, bigger than both of us. He was the reason Erika had been here. He was the reason Wendy would be here. Everything was arranging itself around him now, becoming a permanent part of our lives, like the weather you stop noticing because it’s always there.

She turned slightly in the doorway, not leaving, not entering fully, just shifting her weight, and the movement seemed to break whatever spell had held us both still. I sat up finally, my hand going to my stomach, then to the sheet, pulling it up reflexively, a gesture of modesty that came too late to mean anything.

“Bed,” Sue said. It wasn’t a question or an invitation, just a direction. I understood that whatever happened next would be on her terms. My role in deciding had vanished.

I lay back down, the sheet pooled at my waist, and she stayed in the doorway a moment longer, looking at me, looking at the space Erika had occupied, looking at whatever she saw when she looked at our life now, and the chapter closed on that held moment between us, the new shape of things sitting in the room without either of us needing to name it.


eight
The Women’s Night


“—and I’m talking heavy,” Wendy was saying, bourbon glass loose in her hand, her legs tucked up under her on the couch like she’d lived on it for years. “Not gym-heavy. Not that show-off kind of heavy. I mean it just hangs there like it’s got its own weather system. You pick it up and you think, oh, this is going to be a whole afternoon.”

I came out of the kitchen with the bourbon and a fresh glass of red for Erika. Neither woman broke rhythm, they didn’t even look up. The conversation had a momentum all its own, and I was just walking into the middle of it.

Wendy’s wrap top had come loose at the collar sometime in the last twenty minutes, low enough that I could see the soft curve of her chest moving every time she gestured, and she wasn’t wearing anything under it. Her nipples pushed at the thin fabric, dark shapes visible through the wine-colored material whenever she moved in the lamplight. She didn’t seem to notice or care. Erika sat across from her in the armchair, her button-down open two past what any office would allow, her cleavage on display the way some women wear jewelry, deliberate, expensive-looking, meant to be seen.

“He doesn’t ask,” Wendy said, holding her glass up like a prop. “That’s the thing nobody tells you about a guy who looks like that. You think, okay, big guy, he’s going to be careful, he’s going to check in every ten seconds. No. He just takes what’s in front of him. My husband watched the first time. Sat right there in a chair, didn’t say a word the whole time, and honest to God, Steve, he hasn’t been able to look me in the eye since. Not once. It’s been four months.”

She said it like she was reporting the weather, mild disappointment layered under something that sounded almost like pride.

I set the wine down in front of Erika, and she took it without thanking me, the same flat courtesy Darnell had shown at our dinner table two weeks before, like thanks was a currency she didn’t deal in.

“Mine talked more,” Erika said, turning the glass by the stem before she drank from it. “The first time, he held me down. Not rough exactly, just total. Like he’d already decided how it was going to go and my opinion wasn’t part of the plan.” She took a sip, unhurried. “I bit through my lip. Actual blood. My husband sat in the corner through the entire thing and didn’t say one word. Not one. I don’t think he breathed.”

“God, that’s so him,” Wendy said, delighted, like Erika had confirmed something she already suspected about the world.

I stood frozen in the kitchen doorway, drink in hand. They traded stories with a practiced ease, their voices weaving together. I tried not to betray how hard I was listening, but my eyes kept sliding from Wendy’s chest to Erika’s collar, and neither woman seemed to expect anything less.

Sue was in the armchair near the hall, one leg crossed over the other, a glass of white wine barely touched on the side table beside her, and she’d been quiet through most of it, listening with the same patient attention she’d given everything since Darnell’s first visit. When she finally spoke, her voice came out low and even, almost thoughtful.

“I love it when he comes inside me,” she said. “The feeling of it. I think about it going in deep, right up against my cervix, like he’s trying to put it somewhere permanent.” She looked down at her own wine glass, turning it a quarter turn on the table. “Breeding me. That’s the word that gets stuck in my head every time. Breeding.”

The room went quiet for a beat, and then Wendy let out a short, delighted laugh, leaning forward off the couch cushion.

“Oh, honey,” she said. “Wait till you see how much of it there is. I’m serious, it’s like nothing you’ve had before. His balls are enormous. There’s a reason for that, you know. Nature doesn’t do things by accident.”

“So much cum,” Erika said, flat and certain, like she was confirming a fact from a textbook. “First time, I thought something was wrong. Like he’d, I don’t know, saved it up for a month. It just kept coming.”

“Then they both broke into a real, overlapping laugh—Wendy’s high and quick, Erika’s a lower huff through the nose. “You’re going to leak it for days,” Wendy sputtered through her laughter, smacking Erika’s knee. “Like a flood.” Sue just smiled into her wine glass, watching them like they were tour guides for a place she was about to visit.”

“Tell her about the shower thing,” Erika said.

“Oh my God, don’t get me started on the shower thing—”

The doorbell rang, and their voices stopped mid-word. Every head in the room turned toward the front hall.

***

I got to the door before Sue did, out of some old reflex I hadn’t managed to unlearn, and pulled it open to find Darnell filling the frame in a dark jacket, unhurried, like he’d knocked on a hundred doors that all opened the same way eventually. His eyes went across the living room once, flat and quick, Wendy on the couch, Erika in the armchair, and dismissed both of them in the same motion, the way you’d glance at furniture you already knew the shape of.

He didn’t say anything to me. He didn’t say anything to either of the women on the couch and chair, who’d both gone quiet the second the door opened, their bourbon and wine sitting forgotten in their hands.

His eyes found Sue, standing near the hallway in the dress she’d put on an hour before he got there, and he said one word.

“Ready.”

Sue crossed the room and took his hand without hesitation, her fingers disappearing into his, and the two of them went up the stairs together, her heels quiet on the carpet, his heavier, unhurried tread behind her. I heard the bedroom door close above us, not slammed, just shut, final in the same quiet way it always was.

Wendy’s jaw tightened. I saw it happen in profile, a small clench along the line of her cheek, there and then smoothed over almost as fast. Erika’s glass had stopped halfway to her mouth, hovering there for a second too long before she brought it the rest of the way and drank.

Nobody said anything for a moment. The ceiling fan ticked once overhead.

Then Wendy reached over and smacked Erika’s thigh, a flat, playful sound that broke the quiet on purpose.

“That little bitch doesn’t last a month,” she said, and there was a laugh underneath it, but not much of one.

Erika set her glass down on the coffee table with more care than the moment needed, and when she spoke she didn’t look at me, she looked at the empty space at the top of the stairs.

“Your wife’s just the new cunt,” she said. “He’ll get tired of her.”

I stood there with the bourbon bottle still in my hand, and I didn’t say anything back. Any argument would have sounded like I was trying to convince myself, and maybe I was.

“He always gets like this with a new one,” Wendy said, lighter than Erika, but there was an edge running under the lightness that told me she was talking herself into the words as much as she was telling me. “Attentive. Focused. All that. Makes you feel like you’re the only thing he’s ever wanted.” She turned her glass in her hand, watching the bourbon slide against the sides. “And then he rotates back. Passes the new girl around to the rest of his friends, spends more time on whoever’s next. That’s just how he runs it.”

“It’s not a big deal,” Erika said, in the same flat register she used for everything, and she said it with the worn-out certainty of a line she’d repeated to herself before.

I crossed the room and refilled Wendy’s glass without being asked, the bourbon glugging soft against her remaining ice, and she thanked me with a small nod, her eyes tracking the pour, not my face. My chest went tight. It was a familiar knot by now—humiliation and heat twisted together, a hot wire of arousal running right through the insult. It had been happening for weeks, this specific pressure in my own house.

“She hasn’t even been tested yet,” Wendy said, settling back into the couch cushions, legs tucking under her again. “I mean that. There’s a difference between one dinner and one Tuesday night and actually being somebody’s regular thing. We’ve put in real time. Both of us.” She glanced at Erika, who nodded once, agreeing without needing the point explained further. “Sue’s still a novelty. Novelty doesn’t last.”

“Speak for yourself,” Erika said, but there was no real heat in it, just the dry habit of correcting Wendy on principle.

“I am speaking for myself,” Wendy said. “And for you. We earned this. She just showed up.”

I refilled my glass and leaned in the doorway while they picked Sue apart. She was new, untested, and hadn’t paid her dues. I let their words wash over me. Part of me hoped they were right, that this was temporary. But a deeper part of me, the part that was hard and listening to the sounds from upstairs, hoped they were dead wrong.

From upstairs came the first real sound, a soft creak of the bed frame taking weight, and a moment later a dull, rhythmic thud against the wall, faint but unmistakable, the headboard finding its rhythm against plaster.

Wendy tipped her head back against the couch cushion and closed her eyes for a second, listening, something loosening pleasantly in her chest.

“There he goes,” she said, not to anyone in particular.

***

Wendy set her glass down on the coffee table hard enough that the bourbon jumped against the sides, and stood from the couch in one motion, tugging the tie of her wrap top loose as she crossed to me.

“Sit,” she said, and I sat.

She had the top open and off her shoulders before I’d fully settled into the cushions, her breasts falling free, and she climbed onto my lap with her knees braced either side of my hips, her hands already working at my belt while Erika shifted in the armchair, turning to get a cleaner line of sight, bourbon still in hand.

“Comfortable?” I said, and Wendy laughed, low, already pulling me free of my jeans.

“About to be,” she said, and sank down onto me in one long, slick drop, her whole body settling with a low exhale that was half groan.

Above us, faint through the ceiling, the headboard kept its rhythm against the wall, and Wendy started moving to match it almost without meaning to, her hips rolling in a slow grind before she picked up speed, her hands braced flat on my shoulders, her breasts swinging with every drop of her weight onto me.

“God, you’re better at this than my husband ever was even before all this,” she said, breathless already, her nails pressing into the fabric of my shirt at my shoulders. “That mouth of yours ruined me for regular sex, you know that? I’d rather have your tongue on me for twenty minutes than his dick for an hour.”

“You’re not getting deep enough,” Erika said from the armchair, her voice flat and assessing. “Drop your hips, Wendy. He can take it.”

“I am using my hips,” Wendy said, indignantly, and adjusted anyway, finding a deeper angle that made her gasp, her rhythm dropping into something rougher, more deliberate, her weight slamming down harder each time.

I got my hands on her hips to help steady her, feeling the give of her flesh under my palms, and she rode me with a kind of open, unembarrassed hunger, her head tipping back, her throat bared to the low lamp light, her voice rising and falling with the rhythm of her own hips.

“She has no idea what she’s getting into,” Wendy said, meaning Sue, meaning the ceiling, meaning the sound of the headboard that hadn’t stopped once since we’d sat down. “None. She thinks this is the beginning of something. It’s not. It’s just the good part before the part where he barely remembers your name.”

“Ask me how I know,” Erika said, dry, sipping her bourbon.

I felt myself getting close, the drag of Wendy’s body around me combined with the sound overhead and the flat commentary from the armchair working on me all at once, and I told her, low, and she nodded, riding harder, chasing it with me now instead of just narrating it, her hips slamming down twice more before she came with a sharp cry that cut off just as suddenly as it started, her whole body clenching tight around me, and I followed a few seconds behind her, my hands locked on her hips, holding her down through it.

She collapsed forward against my chest for a moment, breathing hard, and then peeled herself off, dropping onto the couch cushion beside me with a satisfied groan.

Erika finished her drink in one long pull, set the glass on the coffee table with a decisive click, and stood.

“My turn,” she said.

She reached down and got two fingers into my collar, pulling me up off the couch and down onto the floor in front of her in one motion that had no patience in it at all, and I went, kneeling on the rug between her spread thighs while Wendy climbed onto the arm of the couch to get a better view, leaning forward with her chin propped on one fist, her bare breasts hanging in the low light.

Erika’s jeans and underwear were already off by the time I looked up, her thighs pale and heavy against the sides of my head as she settled her weight down, one hand finding the back of my skull and gripping, not gentle, guiding me exactly where she wanted me before I could fully register it.

“There,” she said, flat, when my tongue found her clit, and her hips rolled forward into the pressure, demanding rather than asking.

I flattened my tongue, settling into a tight circle the way I knew she liked, flattening my tongue, settling into a tight circle, and Erika was quieter than Wendy had been, no narration, no running commentary of her own, just a low, steady breath through her nose and her fingers tightening in my hair every time I found the right angle. Her thighs locked around my ears, heavy and unyielding, and I slid two fingers into her, curling them up to find the rougher patch of tissue that made her whole body jump the same way it had every other time.

“Right there,” she said, the only words she gave me, her voice going tight, and I kept my fingers working that spot without letting up.

Above us, Wendy narrated everything, unprompted, delighted. “That’s it, right there, look at her thighs shaking. Steve, you’re the only useful husband in this whole arrangement, I swear to God. Listen to that, still going up there, Jesus, she’s really breaking that girl in tonight.” The thud against the wall upstairs had gotten harder, more insistent, and Wendy tipped her head to listen to it even as she watched Erika’s hips grinding down against my mouth. “Sue’s gonna walk funny for a week.”

Erika came with a long, silent arch of her back, her thighs clamping down so hard I felt my pulse pounding against them, her hand fisting tight in my hair and holding me there through the last of it before finally, slowly, letting go.

She sat back on the couch cushion, breathing hard but composed, and I moved to Wendy next. She stayed perched on the arm of the couch, simply turning and spreading her legs for me. I worked on her again, slower this time, cleaning what was left of the first round, slipping my fingers inside of her, until she shivered through another moaning release with her hand pressed flat against my head.

By the time I’d finished with both of them, the sound from upstairs had finally gone quiet, the headboard still, the house settling back into itself.

***

Wendy pulled her wrap top back over her shoulders but didn’t bother tying it, letting it hang open while she reached for her bourbon again, and she looked at me over the rim of the glass with an expression that was half amusement, half genuine curiosity.

“You do cleanup, huh?” she said. “Like, that’s a thing you do. Every time.”

“I do,” I said, still on the floor between them, my knees starting to ache against the rug, a dull, satisfying burn. “I just love eating pussy. I don’t need a reason beyond that.”

Erika, pulling her jeans back up over her hips from where she sat on the couch, made a small, disgusted sound in the back of her throat that didn’t seem aimed at me.

“My husband won’t touch me after,” she said. “Won’t even try. He’ll sit there for the whole thing, watch him fill me up, and then when it’s over he acts like I’m contaminated. Like I did something to him instead of the other way around.”

“Mine goes down,” Wendy said, generous in comparison, though not by much. “But it’s two minutes, tops. Like he set a timer and doesn’t want to go over.” She took a drink and shook her head slow. “Twelve years and he still treats it like a chore instead of a meal.”

I looked between them. Erika’s disgust with her husband still hung in the air; Wendy’s complaint was a fresh wound. An opening. My mind raced, connecting their dissatisfaction into a shape that looked exactly like what I wanted.

“So don’t go home to them,” I said, the words quiet. “After he’s used you. Come here instead. I’d do it. For both of you.”

Wendy’s glass paused halfway to her mouth. Erika looked over at me with an expression that wasn’t quite surprise, more like the confirmation of something she’d already half suspected.

“Do what,” Erika said. “Cleanup duty?”

“It’s not duty,” I said, “not with women who look like you two.” I let that sit a second, as Wendy’s mouth curved at the edge, while Erika’s face stayed flat but her eyes held mine a beat longer than they needed to. “I love it. I especially love it after he’s had you. There’s something about it. I don’t know how to explain it any better than that.”

The two of them looked at each other across the coffee table, some quick, wordless exchange passing between them that I wasn’t fully let in on, and then they both laughed at the same time, low and pleased, Wendy dropping her head back against the couch cushion, Erika’s mouth finally broke its stern line into something close to a grin.

“You may be very busy, Mr. Magic Mouth,” Wendy said, lifting her glass toward me in something like a toast, and Erika reached for her own wine and did the same, the two glasses clinking together over the coffee table while I knelt there on the floor between them, still catching my breath, feeling something warm and unfamiliar settle into my chest alongside all the other things that had been living there for weeks, pride and want and something that might have been the beginning of an actual arrangement instead of just a fantasy that kept finding new rooms to live in.

Wendy tied her wrap top and Erika buttoned her shirt. Neither moved to leave. They just settled back into their seats, eyes on the hallway, and went quiet.

I stayed on the floor, my knees an insistent ache against the rug. The only sound in the room was the low hum of the lamp. We were all listening for the same thing.

Somewhere above us, faint through the ceiling, I heard the bedroom door open.

All three of us looked up at the same time, toward the hallway, toward the stairs none of us could see from where we sat, and waited for the sound of footsteps.


nine
The Picnic


The smell hit me before anything else did, charcoal and lighter fluid and meat fat dripping onto hot coals, underneath it the sweeter smell of sunscreen baking on skin in the July heat. Darnell’s backyard ran deep, a stretch of trimmed grass bordered by a wood fence, two grills going side by side near the back porch, and long folding tables set end to end down the middle loaded with foil pans of potato salad and corn and a cooler wedged under the shade of the one big tree, ice melting so fast someone was always digging for another beer.

I sat in a folding lawn chair near the edge of it all, a beer sweating warm in my hand, watching the whole yard the way I’d learned to watch things over the last few months, quiet, careful, cataloguing.

Near the cooler stood the two men I hadn’t met before today, Brad and Carl, both of them holding beers they weren’t really drinking, both of them talking to each other in the low, unhurried way men talk when one of them has just finished a sentence and neither of them is in any hurry to start another. Brad was heavier through the middle, wearing a golf shirt stretched tight across his gut, and Carl was thin and sunburned across the nose, squinting even though he had sunglasses pushed up on his head. Neither of them looked at the rest of the yard much. Every time Darnell’s shape moved through their line of sight, both of their gazes dropped, quick and automatic, down to the grass or the cooler lid or the label on their own bottle, like men checking a phone that hadn’t buzzed.

I recognized the reflex because I was doing it too, my eyes dropping just like theirs. But there was one difference between me and the two men by the cooler, with their soft shoulders and curved spines. I was hard. Had been for twenty minutes, the fabric of my shorts tented in a way I wasn’t bothering to hide anymore, since nobody in this yard was going to be shocked by it.

Sue stood near the food table in a yellow sundress, thin straps, no bra under it, the fabric moving loose against her skin every time the breeze came through. She hadn’t looked at me once since we’d pulled into the driveway. Not a glance over her shoulder, not the automatic check-in most wives did without thinking, just to confirm the other half of the marriage was still nearby. She was talking to Wendy with a paper plate balanced in one hand, laughing at something, and the sun caught the yellow of the dress and the dark of her hair and she looked, from where I sat, like a woman who had entirely forgotten she’d arrived with somebody.

Wendy had on the red wrap dress again, the same one from that first Tuesday, cut low enough that when she leaned forward to grab a napkin off the table I could see most of what the dress was supposed to be covering. She was laughing too loud at something one of Darnell’s friends had said, a big man named Marcus who filled out a folding chair at the picnic table like the chair had been a mistake, and her laugh carried clean across the yard, unashamed of whoever might have heard it.

Erika stood near the second grill in a white sundress, fitted through the chest, loose below, standing close enough to the other friend, a leaner man named Trey, that their forearms kept touching every time either of them reached for the tongs or the plate of burgers. Neither of them stepped back to correct the distance. She wasn’t looking at him exactly. She was looking at the grill, calm, chewing on a piece of ice from her cup, but her arm stayed where it was, brushing his, again and again, like neither of them had noticed or both of them had decided not to.

Darnell moved through all of it with a paper plate in one hand, unhurried, the way he moved through everything, stopping here and there to spoon more potato salad onto his plate, saying something short to Marcus that made the big man laugh, and as he passed behind Sue he set his free hand flat against the small of her back for exactly as long as it took him to walk past her, and she didn’t flinch, didn’t even break the sentence she was in the middle of saying to Wendy. A few steps later his fingers grazed across Wendy’s hip on his way to the cooler, light, almost incidental, and she leaned into it for half a second before straightening back up to laugh at whatever Marcus said next. By the grill he stopped long enough to squeeze Erika’s shoulder once, firm, the way you’d squeeze a friend’s shoulder in passing, except nothing about the way she tilted her head toward his hand looked like friendship.

None of them flinched. None of them so much as glanced his way to acknowledge it had happened. It was the kind of thing that gets absorbed without comment, like a door closing in another room.

I sat watching him work his way down the yard, touching every woman who’d once belonged, in some official sense, to somebody else. My jaw went tight enough to ache. Across the way, Brad said something about a Braves game, and neither he nor Carl looked up when Darnell’s hand found Sue’s back again, settling between her shoulder blades. I shifted in my chair, the fabric of my shorts pulling tight, making no effort to hide what was happening underneath. Nobody seemed to expect it to.

***

Marcus reached over without asking and pulled Wendy down onto his lap at the picnic table, one hand splayed wide over her thigh, and she settled against him without protest. She kept talking, laughing, her red dress riding higher with every shift of her hips against him, and nobody at the table said a word about it.

A few feet away, Trey’s hand disappeared under the hem of Erika’s white dress while she stood there finishing a burger, and she kept chewing, unbothered, her jaw working steady while his fingers worked somewhere higher up her thigh that I couldn’t see from my chair. She swallowed, wiped her mouth with the back of her wrist, and reached for her drink like nothing at all was happening under that dress.

Darnell set his plate down on the corner of the picnic table, unhurried, and stepped in behind Sue where she stood near the food, both hands finding her hips. She tipped her head back against his chest and closed her eyes, and I watched his dark hands settle against the pale yellow fabric of her dress, thumbs pressing into the soft curve at her waist, and then those same hands slid up to her shoulders and pushed the thin straps down, one and then the other, the fabric sliding loose to pool at her elbows before falling further, and she let it happen, arms loose at her sides, chest bared to the whole yard without a flicker of hesitation crossing her face.

The yard went quiet in stages, conversations trailing off one at a time until the only sound left was the grill still hissing and ice shifting in the cooler. Brad glanced over once, his eyes catching on Sue’s bare chest for half a second before he looked back down at the bottle in his hand and turned it slowly by the neck. Carl didn’t look at all. He kept his eyes fixed somewhere past the fence line, his jaw set, a muscle ticking under the skin. It wasn’t a choice he was making now; it was a stillness that looked practiced.

I rose from my chair without deciding to, my body moving before my head caught up, and Darnell’s eyes found mine across the yard. He gave one nod, short, toward the grass near the end of the picnic table. Not an invitation. An instruction. I walked over and got down on my knees in the grass, the ground still warm from the sun, and waited.

He turned Sue to face the table and bent her forward over it, one hand flat between her shoulder blades, and pushed her yellow dress up over her hips with the other, baring her from behind in one motion. He lined himself up bare, and pushed into her slow, watching his own hand spread wide over the small of her back, and Sue’s fingers found the edge of the table and gripped it, the wood creaking faintly under them, her back arching to take him.

She was loud in a way I hadn’t prepared for—low and rough, something scraped up from the bottom of her—and the table creaked under both of them with every thrust, a steady wooden groan keeping time with the wet slap of his hips meeting hers. Her cheek came down against the tabletop, hair sticking to her face, and she said something that wasn’t words, just breath and sound tangled together.

Off to the side, Marcus had Wendy flat on her back in the grass, her red dress shoved up around her waist, her thighs locked around him, heels crossed at his lower back, urging him deeper with every roll of her hips. Her voice carried, unashamed, the same loud laugh from twenty minutes ago now stretched thin and breathless, broken into short cries every time he drove into her.

Trey had Erika bent over the cooler, one hand buried deep in her blonde hair, pulling her head back at an angle, the other gripping her hip hard enough that I could see his fingers leaving pale marks that would bloom dark later. She didn’t cry out the way Wendy did. She made a low, steady sound through her nose, her knuckles white where she gripped the edge of the cooler lid, her whole body rocking forward and back with the force of him.

The smell in the yard had changed, sunscreen and charcoal now laced through with sweat and sex, thick in the heat, and I knelt there in the grass with my hands flat on my thighs, my shorts soaked through where I’d been leaking against the fabric since before any of this started, watching all three of them work.

Darnell finished inside Sue first, his hips going still, both hands locking her against the table, and I watched his cock twitch inside her from where I knelt, watched her whole body shudder under his weight. He pulled out slow, and then the yard was a mess of motion. Darnell crossed to Wendy without a word. Marcus got up from her and walked toward Erika. Trey left the cooler, crossed the grass to the picnic table, and slid into Sue from behind before she’d even caught her breath. My wife didn't object, she didn't startle, she just moaned as a new black cock entered her.

Marcus took Erika over the cooler exactly where Trey had left her, her body still rocking forward with the momentum of it, and Darnell settled behind Wendy in the grass, lifting one of her legs up over his shoulder, driving into her with the same unhurried, total force he’d used on Sue.

The sounds layered over each other now, wet and rhythmic, the picnic table groaning under a second man’s weight, Wendy’s cries rising and cutting off short, Erika’s low continuous moan finally breaking into something sharper as Marcus found his own rhythm against her. I stayed on my knees through all of it, every muscle in me locked and useless, watching streaks of white already drying pale against the backs of Wendy’s thighs where Marcus’s release had run down out of her before Darnell had even started with her, watching Erika’s hips buck back hard against the cooler lid, watching Sue’s face turn sideways against the table, eyes half open, mouth slack, her voice dropping into that raw, wrecked register I had never once heard her make in ten years of marriage as a strange black man worked to fill her.

Trey finished inside her last, both hands locked on her hips, and the whole yard seemed to hold its breath around the sound of it, the grill still hissing somewhere behind us, ice shifting once more in the cooler, and down at the far end of the table Brad kept his eyes on his shoes, and Carl peeled a long strip of label off his beer bottle without once looking up.

***

Darnell straightened up first, with the same deliberate economy he did everything, and pulled a dish towel off his shoulder I hadn’t noticed him carrying all afternoon. He wiped his hands with it, slow, one palm and then the other, and the yard held its quiet around him, nothing left moving but the grill still hissing low behind us and a chunk of ice settling somewhere down in the cooler.

He looked at Wendy first, then at Erika, the same flat, assessing look he gave everything, no more weight on either of them than he’d give a menu.

“I’m keeping Sue,” he said. “You two can go.”

No explanation behind it. No softening. He said it the way he’d said everything else that afternoon, like he was stating a fact we had no standing to question.

Sue didn’t look surprised. She reached up and pulled her dress straps back over her shoulders, one and then the other, smoothing the yellow fabric back down over her chest with two flat passes of her palm, and then she turned and leaned back against the edge of the picnic table, facing me, arms crossed loose under her breasts. A small curve touched her mouth. It wasn’t cruel or apologetic. It was the look of a woman who was done explaining herself, maybe for good.

Wendy and Erika both turned toward the far end of the table where Brad and Carl still sat. Brad had his eyes fixed on his own shoes, jaw working like he was chewing on something he wasn’t going to say out loud. Carl kept peeling the label off his beer bottle in one long, careful strip, not looking up.

Then both women turned and looked at me, still on my knees in the grass, my shorts soaked through, my hands flat on my thighs where I’d left them.

“We’re going with Steve,” Wendy said, directly and cheerfully, like she was settling on where to eat dinner. “At least he knows how to clean up after.”

“And that tongue,” Erika added, flat, final, no room left in it for discussion.

They both bent down at the same time and picked up their bags off the grass near the cooler, unhurried, easy, like the decision had cost them nothing at all. Brad looked up once, his mouth opening as if to speak, and then he closed it again without a sound coming out. Carl didn’t look up from the bottle in his hands.

From across the yard, Darnell let out a short laugh, low and genuine, not mean, just the sound of a man watching something land exactly the way he’d already known it would.

I got to my feet, my knees stiff. Sue met my eyes for one long beat. There was no apology in her gaze, no question. It was just a look, a final acknowledgment before she turned and walked toward the house, her bare feet quiet in the grass, the yellow dress swaying around her thighs.

I walked out of that yard with Wendy on one side of me and Erika on the other, both of them still flushed high across the chest, still wet enough that I could see it drying pale on the inside of Wendy’s thighs and darker, wetter, further down on Erika’s, neither one of them bothering to smooth their dresses back into any kind of order before we hit the gate.

Behind us, Brad and Carl sat alone at the long table. One stared at his shoes, the other worked the label off his beer. The grill kept burning. Neither of them got up as I walked away with their wives.


ten
Friday Night


The house had that particular Friday-night emptiness again, the kind that had started showing up more than I wanted to admit, and I sat on the couch with a beer sweating against my knee and checked my phone twice without meaning to. Sue had left around five, hair down, a black dress I’d bought her for an anniversary now doing service somewhere I wasn’t invited to picture too clearly, and by seven the quiet in the house had a weight to it, pressing down on the ceiling fan, on the muted television, on me.

I knew where she was. Darnell’s place, twenty minutes east, the quiet street he’d mentioned once like it was a selling point. I didn’t know what she was doing there, not the specifics, but not knowing had never once slowed my body down. I was half-hard just sitting there, my shorts pulling tight against my thigh every time I shifted, my mind running its usual loop of her on her knees, her back arched, her voice breaking apart the way it did now whenever a man who wasn’t me got his hands on her.

The doorbell cut through all of it, sharp and unexpected, and I set the beer down on the coffee table and went to answer it still half-tented, not bothering to adjust myself, because adjusting myself had stopped feeling worth the effort.

Wendy and Erika didn’t wait for me to finish opening the door. They came through it as if they co-owned the place, Wendy first in a tight plum wrap dress with an overnight bag slung over her shoulder. Erika followed in dark jeans and a top cut low enough to telegraph her intentions, carrying her own bag with the unthinking ease of someone coming home.

My face must have done something obvious, because Wendy caught it and grinned before I’d even said a word.

“Hey,” I said, the hope in my voice plain as anything. “Figured you two would be at Darnell’s. Did the party end early?”

I meant it easy, expecting something light back, some joke about being sent home early, some comment about needing a night off from him. Wendy dropped her bag onto the couch cushion, the same spot she always claimed, and cocked one hip, and her voice was stripped of all lightness.

“Your wife agreed to go airtight tonight,” she said. “All holes. We don’t do that.”

I stood there with my hand still on the door.

Erika set her bag down by the armchair, unhurried, and looked at me straight on, the same flat, clinical attention she gave everything. “She’s taking Darnell and two of his friends,” she said. “All at once. Every hole filled. No rotation, no waiting your turn. That’s the arrangement tonight.”

The muted TV couldn’t fill the silence that followed. My jaw worked, but no words came. A cold shock went through me, yet my shorts remained embarrassingly tight, my body lagging seconds behind my brain. Wendy watched the conflict play out on my face, her mouth curling with a mix of mockery and delight, as if this was the exact moment she’d been anticipating. Erika’s expression was unchanged. She just waited, watching me the way you’d watch an appliance run its cycle.

Wendy filled the silence before I could form a response.

“You’d better get used to it, Steve,” she said, bright, almost cheerful, like she was delivering good news. “She’s his cum sponge now.”

My throat worked, a dry click only I could hear. My hand clenched the beer bottle until the label peeled under my thumb. The phrase ‘cum sponge’ landed with a flat, ugly, thrilling weight. A spike of jealousy lanced through me, followed instantly by a wave of heat that settled low in my gut. I didn’t argue. I didn’t reach for my phone. I just stood there, pinned by the words, my erection straining against my shorts as the reality of it settled in.

Wendy toed off her heels one at a time, kicking them toward the base of the stairs where a few other pairs had started to collect over the weeks, like a small, unspoken archive of these nights. Erika had already turned toward the hallway, walking without hesitation, without needing to check for the bedroom door, because she already knew exactly where it was, how far down the hall, which side of the bed used to be mine.

Wendy jabbed two fingers toward the bags they’d dropped, then aimed them at me.

“We’re keeping you busy all weekend,” she said, “whether your cum sponge comes home or not.”

***

Erika already had her top halfway over her head by the time we reached the bedroom doorway, the fabric catching for a second on her hair before she yanked it free and dropped it on the floor without looking where it landed, and Wendy had a fist knotted in the front of my shirt, walking backward into the room and pulling me with her like I might change my mind if she let go.

It was our bed. Mine and Sue’s, the same lamp throwing its small yellow circle over the same nightstand clutter, and nobody said anything about that, because acknowledging the fact would have been stranger than just using it.

Wendy shoved me back onto the mattress, climbing over me before I’d bounced once. Her red hair fell loose as she straddled my hips and freed me from my shorts. “Look at you,” she said, working me out and lining herself up. “Still hard, even after hearing that.” She sank down slow, her body tightening as she took me. “Does that get you off? Thinking about her stuffed with three cocks, so full she can’t close her legs?” My hips bucked up, answering for me. She laughed, low and pleased. “There it is.”

Erika climbed on from the other side without waiting for an invitation, her jeans already gone, and she took my hand off the mattress and placed it flat against her thigh, higher, guiding it exactly where she wanted, her face neutral, expectant, a woman confirming an order had been taken correctly. Then she swung a leg over my head and settled down onto my mouth, and the taste of her filled everything, warm and slick, and I got my tongue working the way I always did, flattening it, finding the rhythm.

“God, why can’t mine stay hard like this,” Wendy said, riding steady now, her hips finding a rhythm that had nothing hesitant left in it. “Twelve years and he acts like it’s a chore he’s doing me a favor by finishing.”

“Mine won’t even look at me after,” Erika’s voice was a low murmur against my mouth, her fingers finding the back of my head and gripping. “Steve cleans. Every time. Doesn’t even ask.” She rolled her hips, grinding, and I curled my tongue tighter around her clit, and she exhaled long through her nose, the closest thing to praise she gave anybody.

“You think they’ve got her spread on his kitchen table right now,” Wendy said, not really a question, her voice going thinner as she chased her own building rhythm, “or is it the bed. I bet it’s the bed. Bigger surface. More room for three guys to work with.”

“Doesn’t matter where,” Erika said. “Matters that she’s taking all of it.”

Wendy came with a short, sharp cry, her body clenching around me as she rode through the last of it. She lifted off, breathless, and the change was seamless. Erika slid into her place, her weight settling over my hips as she sank down in one slick, unbroken motion. At the same time, Wendy lowered herself over my mouth, her thighs still trembling. I tasted myself on her, mixed with her own musk, as Erika began to ride with her steady, businesslike rhythm, hands braced on my chest.

“Turn him,” Erika said, her voice flat. She slid off me. At the same time, Wendy shifted onto her hands and knees, turning her back to me. From her new vantage point beside the bed, Erika reached down and guided my hips from behind Wendy, lining me up with two fingers. “Deeper,” she commanded, crossing her arms. “Grab her hips. Don’t be gentle.”

“Faster,” Erika said, watching from beside the bed with her arms crossed. “Don’t let her rest.”

I did what she told me, my hands closing hard on Wendy’s hips, driving into her from behind while Erika stood there directing, unbothered, narrating the angle, the depth, the pace, like she was coaching a drill she’d run a hundred times. Wendy’s voice broke apart under me, her palms flat against the headboard, pushing back against every thrust like she was trying to get more of it, and somewhere in the middle of it Erika said, without any particular emphasis, “Two of them are probably in her mouth and her ass right now, taking turns, and Darnell’s got the rest,” and the plain, grocery-list flatness of it drove something hot straight through me, my rhythm losing whatever restraint it had left.

I finished with my hands locked on Wendy’s hips, my whole body going rigid for a second before the release tore through me, and I heard Wendy let out a satisfied, breathless laugh at the feel of it, dropping forward onto her elbows, spent.

I moved down the bed after, my body loose and heavy, and got my mouth on Wendy first, cleaning what was there, working through her until she shivered through one last, softer release against my tongue, her hand resting on the back of my head instead of gripping this time. Then I turned to Erika, lying back against the pillows with her legs already parting for me, and I settled between them and worked her the same slow, thorough way, no hurry to it, until her breath finally lost its flat control and came apart in one long shudder against my mouth.

Afterward, the three of us lay sprawled across the tangled sheets. Wendy was already half-asleep, a small, satisfied smirk on her mouth. Erika had her phone out, thumb scrolling, already somewhere else. I lay flat on my back between them, my body thoroughly used in the exact way I’d always wanted. I stared at the ceiling, seeing the shape of my marriage not as it had been, but as it was now. This was our life. There was no going back.


eleven
New Normal


My phone sat face-up on the counter where I’d left it charging overnight, and the screen had lit up sometime after I fell asleep, a single text sitting there glowing pale blue against the dark counter-top. Home late. D’s place. Love u. No question mark anywhere in it, no explanation past the two words that used to mean something else entirely before they came to mean exactly one thing. I picked the phone up, read it once, thumbed it dark again, and set it back down without typing anything back. There wasn’t anything to say to it that hadn’t already been said a dozen times over the last two months. I’d learned that much.

The coffee maker gurgled through its cycle in the background, and I stood there in yesterday’s t-shirt not really listening to it.

The coffee maker beeped, and I poured myself a mug, black, no sugar, the same way I’d been drinking it since college, and I carried it to the window over the sink and looked out at the yard for a minute, at the fence line still wet with dew, at nothing in particular. Behind me, through the open bedroom door down the hall, I could see the edge of our bed, half-made, the comforter pulled up crooked on my side where I’d tugged it into some rough approximation of order before coming out here, and Sue’s side lying flat and undisturbed, the pillow still holding its shape from being fluffed the morning before, because nobody’s head had pressed into it since. She hadn’t slept there in two nights. I didn’t count the nights anymore the way I used to, not out loud, not even really in my head, but some low hum of arithmetic kept running underneath everything, telling me two before I’d asked it to.

I crossed to the fridge and pulled it open for the creamer I didn’t want and found, taped just below the freezer handle, the sticky note I’d written myself sometime last week in blue ballpoint, the ink gone a little soft at the edges from the fridge’s damp breath: Sue (out with D). Beneath it, in the same handwriting, a grocery list I hadn’t finished shopping from — eggs, the good bread, dish soap, more of the coffee we were on now. I looked at the note longer than I needed to. It wasn’t strange to see anymore, which was its own kind of strange if I let myself sit with it, my own hand writing my wife’s absence onto a piece of paper the same way I’d write down eggs or dish soap, a fact of the household requiring the same low-grade planning as anything else that needed to get done that week.

I didn’t sit with it. I closed the fridge and drank my coffee standing at the counter instead, and when I was done I rinsed the mug under the tap, set it upside down in the drying rack next to the two glasses already there from the night before, and checked my phone again out of habit more than hope. No new messages. The little green dot beside her name in my contacts told me she was active somewhere, had been active fourteen minutes ago according to the app, which meant nothing and everything depending on how long I let myself think about it, so I put the phone face-down on the counter and didn’t pick it up again for a while.

I made myself two eggs and toast, the same solo breakfast I’d been making for most mornings now, and carried the plate to the kitchen table where I’d been sitting alone more often than not since sometime in early spring. Sue’s chair sat across from mine, pushed in neat against the table edge, and I looked at it while I ate the way you look at a chair, which is to say barely at all, an object doing its job of being empty without asking anything of me. There was a time, not that long ago in the calendar sense but long ago in every other sense, when an empty chair across a breakfast table would have felt like something was wrong in the house. It didn’t anymore. It felt like Tuesday. It felt, if I was honest with myself in the particular flat morning light coming through the window over the sink, like most of the days lately, whatever the calendar happened to call them. The emptiness no longer felt wrong. It just felt like Tuesday, or Thursday, or whatever day Wendy and Erika decided they needed something their own husbands couldn't give them.

I finished eating and carried my plate to the sink, rinsed it, set it in the rack beside the mug and the two glasses, and stood there for a second longer than the task required, looking back down the hall toward the bedroom. From where I stood I could just see the corner of the nightstand through the open door, the lamp still sitting there in its usual spot, its shade knocked a few degrees off center from some collision weeks back that neither of us had ever bothered to straighten out. I knew exactly which night had done that to it, though I couldn’t have said for certain which one, not anymore, not with any real confidence, because there had been enough nights by now that the specific edges of any one of them had blurred together into something more like a season than a sequence of events. The lamp had been there for all of it regardless. Every time Sue came home smelling like someone else’s cologne—it was no longer just Darnell’s— and climbed into that bed and let me do the thing I did, that lamp had been burning its small crooked circle over the nightstand clutter, watching in the only way an object can watch, which is to say not at all, and yet somehow it felt like it had seen every bit of it anyway.

I didn’t go straighten the shade. I never did. It felt right that way. I went back out to the living room instead, phone in my pocket, coffee mug rinsed and drying, the house quiet around me in the particular way silence had stopped feeling wrong, and I sat down on the couch to wait for whatever the rest of the day was going to hand me, because by now that was mostly what my days were for.

***

The knock came twice, sharp, before I’d even gotten off the couch, and by the time I reached the entryway the door was already swinging open under someone else’s hand.

Wendy came through first, shrugging out of her jacket in the same motion she used to close the door behind her, and she dropped it over the arm of the couch without slowing down. Erika followed a step behind, already toeing off her shoes at the threshold, one and then the other, kicking them against the wall, adding to the pile of women’s shoes that had collected there over the past few weeks.

“Sue’s at D’s until tomorrow,” Wendy said, no hello attached to it, already crossing the living room toward me. “You’re on.”

Erika didn’t bother with a greeting either. She had her shirt over her head before she’d made it past the coffee table, dropping it on the floor, her bra following a second later with the same efficient lack of ceremony. “We’ve got an hour,” she said flatly, already working the button of her jeans. “Don’t waste it talking.”

Wendy got both hands on my chest and pushed, and I went down onto the couch cushions without any resistance in me, my head hitting the armrest at an angle that put me flat enough for what she clearly had in mind. She stripped her own jeans off standing, one leg and then the other, underwear coming with them in the same motion, and she climbed up onto the couch and straddled my face before I’d finished getting my bearings, her knees planted on either side of my head, her thighs settling warm and heavy against my ears.

“That mouth is the most useful thing about you, you know that?” she said, and reached down to gather my hair at the back of my skull, her grip tightening until my face was pressed up into her, grinding down slow and deliberate until my tongue found her, and she let out a long breath through her nose.

Erika laughed above us, low and dry, already working my belt open with quick, practiced fingers. “Sue’s bull agrees,” she said, and got my zipper down, freeing me from my jeans in one rough tug that left me lying there fully exposed on the cushions, already hard, already twitching against my own stomach.

I flattened my tongue against Wendy and started the same rhythm I’d worked a hundred times by now, wide steady pressure narrowing into a tight circle against her clit, and she rode my face with her hips grinding in slow, deliberate arcs, her wetness spreading warm against my chin and cheeks with every pass. Her fist stayed locked in my hair the whole time, pulling hard enough that I felt the roots shift and separate, guiding my mouth exactly where she wanted it without any patience for me finding my own way there.

“Two fingers,” she said, breathless, and I gave them to her, sliding inside while my tongue kept its circle going, curling up until I found the rough patch and made her whole body clench down tight and sudden. “There. God, right there, don’t move off it.”

Down below, Erika climbed up over my hips, straddling me facing away, and I felt her hand close around me, guiding me into her in one long, slick drop that pulled a groan out of me muffled against Wendy’s thigh. Erika didn’t ease into it. She started riding immediately, her weight slamming down hard and fast, her hands braced flat against my knees for leverage, her whole body working without any wasted motion, no build-up, just the wet, rhythmic slap of her hips meeting mine over and over.

“Faster,” she said, to no one in particular, or maybe to herself, and picked up her own pace to match the demand, her body tightening around me with each drop.

I couldn’t see any of it, my face buried under Wendy’s thighs, but I felt every stroke of Erika’s hips through my whole lower body, the drag and pull of her, and I kept my mouth working against Wendy even as my own hips started bucking up on their own to meet Erika’s rhythm, some animal part of my body doing math my brain wasn’t tracking anymore.

Wendy came first, the sound she made catching in her throat before it came out wrong, her thighs pressing in against my ears until I couldn’t hear anything else, her knuckles digging into my scalp where she’d grabbed hold, and she rode out the last of it grinding slow against my mouth before finally lifting off, breathless, dropping sideways onto the couch cushions beside us.

Erika kept going without missing a beat, climbing off my hips and repositioning herself on her hands and knees along the cushions Wendy had just vacated, glancing back over her shoulder at me with the cool, expectant look of a woman who had already decided how the rest of this was going to go. “Get up here,” she said. “Behind me.”

I got to my knees on the couch and lined myself up, and she reached back with one hand to guide me the last inch, and I pushed into her from behind, gripping her hips, driving hard the way she liked it, no gentleness required or wanted. She braced against the armrest, taking every thrust with a low, steady sound through her nose, her spine flexing under my hands, and I felt myself building fast, the last few minutes of sensation stacking up on top of each other until there wasn’t anywhere left for it to go.

“Don’t pull out,” she said, flat, already knowing. “Finish in me. I’ve got somewhere to be after.”

I did, my hips stuttering against hers, my hands locking down on her skin, and she took it without a sound beyond one long exhale, her body still rocking gently against mine through the last of it.

We untangled after that with no particular ceremony, Erika reaching for her jeans almost before I’d finished catching my breath, Wendy sprawled sideways across the couch cushions with her phone already in hand, thumb scrolling over the screen, her bare legs crossed at the ankle, as if she’d been waiting for a bus.

“Same time Thursday, probably,” Wendy said, without looking up. “Depends on D’s schedule.”

Erika pulled her hair back up into its clip, working it with both hands, unbothered, still half-dressed. “He’s keeping Sue through the weekend,” she said, “so clear your calendar.”

Neither of them looked at me to see how I took that. Neither of them needed to.

***

The lamp was still on when I heard her key in the lock, the small crooked circle of light it threw falling across the same nightstand clutter it always did, and I lay there on my side of the bed with the sheets kicked loose around my legs, wide awake, listening to the front door work against its frame the way it always stuck a little this time of year.

Sue’s footsteps came down the hall a minute later, unhurried, and she appeared in the bedroom doorway with her bag already sliding off her shoulder, her dark hair loose and tangled at the back, her blouse untucked on one side the same way it had been that first time weeks ago, except by now the sight of it no longer landed with the same force. The smell reached me before she did, her own warmth underneath something darker and more foreign, his cologne worn down to a faint trace after hours but still there, still unmistakable, laced through with the low musk of sex that clung to her clothes and her skin both.

She dropped the bag on the floor by the closet and looked at me across the room, one hand going to her hip, a small satisfied curve pulling at the corner of her mouth.

“Miss me?” she said.

I didn’t answer with words. I sat up against the headboard and watched her peel her blouse off over her head, then reach behind for her bra clasp, letting both fall to the floor without any particular care about where they landed. She worked her skirt down over her hips next, and when it dropped I saw the marks first, faint dark ovals pressed into both hipbones where somebody’s hands had gripped hard enough to leave proof of it, and lower, the wet gleam along the inside of both thighs, thick and shining, smeared down toward her knee on one side where it had run further than she’d bothered to catch.

She climbed onto the bed on her hands and knees, unhurried, and settled back against the headboard beside me with her legs already falling open, unselfconscious, as if modesty had stopped being a consideration.

I moved down the bed without being told to. This was mine, the part that belonged to nobody else, the part he never touched and never would, and I settled between her thighs and looked at what was there before I did anything else, the mess of it, glistening and thick, some of it already gone tacky at the edges where it had started to dry against her skin, more of it still fresh and slick lower down where his last release had pooled.

“He had some of his boys over tonight,” Sue said, above me, her voice low and easy, talking to the ceiling more than to me, one hand coming down to rest loose in my hair. “I lost count, honestly. Somewhere past four, I think, but I stopped keeping track around the third one.” She shifted her hips a little, settling deeper into the pillow behind her. “Hope your girls didn’t wear you out. I assume the sluts have been here.”

I didn’t answer that either. I put my mouth on her instead, and the first taste of her told me everything her flat, unbothered voice hadn’t bothered to spell out, thick and foreign and layered three and four men deep, a strange salt weight that coated her own wetness. I ran my tongue through all of it slow, working from the bottom up, feeling it shift and give, and she let out a long breath above me, her fingers tightening slightly in my hair.

“Careful,” she said, her voice almost lazy. “I’m still pretty sore down there. Somebody was rough tonight.”

I gentled my pressure without stopping, drawing my tongue in long, careful passes through her, cleaning what I could reach before working deeper, pushing my tongue into her to reach what had settled deeper, and she rolled her hips into it despite whatever soreness she’d just mentioned, her breath catching short in her throat. I slid two fingers in alongside my mouth, curling them up to find her, and felt her clench down around them immediately, tight and swollen from hours of use, her whole body still humming with whatever had been done to it before she ever walked through our front door.

“That’s it,” she said, quiet now, less narration in it, more just a woman letting her body answer on its own terms. “Right there. God, you always know exactly where to find it.”

I worked her through one slow, shuddering release with my fingers still inside her and my tongue pressed flat against her clit, her thighs pressing in against my ears for a moment, muffling everything, then going slack, and I kept going a moment longer after that, cleaning the last of it from her with slow, thorough passes until there was nothing left on my tongue but her, no trace of anyone else remaining.

I moved up her body then, and she reached down between us without waiting for me to ask, wrapping her hand around me and guiding me forward, and I pushed into her slow, feeling how loose and open she still was from hours of other men, the drag of it strange and total, her body accepting me easily where it should have resisted.

“You taste like my bull, baby,” she said, low, against my ear, and wrapped both legs around my waist, pulling me deeper, her hips rising to meet mine.

I kept the pace slow, no urgency to it, my face buried in the side of her neck where his cologne still clung faint to her skin, her hands moving up and down my back in long, unhurried strokes, and she made small, quiet sounds against my ear with every thrust, nothing like the sharp cries she’d given other men in other rooms, something closer, more private, offered only to me, on these sheets, after everyone else had already had their turn. The lamp threw its crooked shadow across the wall above us, the same one it always threw, and I watched it shiver slightly with the movement of the mattress while I built toward the end of it, slow and close, until it broke over me in a long, quiet wave and I stayed there inside her, my breath slowing against her throat, her fingers still moving idle along my spine.

She was asleep within minutes, her arm thrown loose across my chest, her breathing gone even and deep almost before I’d finished catching my own. I lay there a long while after that, staring up at the ceiling, the lamp still burning its small yellow circle over the nightstand clutter, her weight warm and total against my side, and somewhere below us in the kitchen, in the dark, the sticky note was still taped to the fridge in my own handwriting, and it no longer felt like something that was arriving. It was just here, permanent and unmoving.
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