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Author's Note

A couple reached out to me in early 2025. I'll call them Miguel and Sofia.

Miguel found my books first. He'd been reading erotica for years — interracial, hotwife, the stuff most men won't admit they're into — and said my writing was the first time he saw his own life on the page. He made Sofia read Molly Becomes a Hotwife and she finished it by morning. They both read a few more of my works, Q&A with a snowbunny Hotwife, Your husband likes to watch, etc etc.

After that they say they ended up messaging me.

At first it was just compliments, questions about the characters, the usual reader stuff. Then it got personal. They told me they'd been living this lifestyle for a while — a Latina couple from Texas, happily married, deep into the QOS scene. They started confessing things. Details about their marriage, their sex life, the things they'd discovered about each other that most couples never talk about. Some of it surprised me.

Some of it I didn't see coming at all even though me and my husband have been following the same lifestyle for years now!

Eventually Miguel asked if I'd write a story based on them. Sofia said yes, do it, but make it filthy.

I told them that I couldn't write a storycompletely based on their life. But I could do it inspired by it. And my own.

So I did.

This is fiction. Names and details have been changed, and I took plenty of creative liberties. But the bones of this story — the couple, the secret, the vacation — came from real conversations with two real people who let me into something private.

This one's for y'all.

— Sally P
sallypauthor@gmail.com
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Prologue

We'd been trying for three years. Timed sex, negative tests, Diego rolling off me whispering at the ceiling.

His mom calling from Bogota asking about grandkids and my mom calling from Houston asking the same thing in English and neither of us having an answer.

But the pregnancy wasn't even the worst part. The worst part was that my husband couldn't stay hard.

It had been over a year. Maybe longer — I didn't want to count because counting made it real. Some nights were fine. Functional.

He'd finish inside me and I'd lie there with my hips on a pillow feeling like a science experiment. But more and more, he'd lose it halfway through.

I'd feel him going soft inside me and he'd clench his jaw and thrust harder like effort could fix it. It never did.

He'd pull out and mutter perdón and roll onto his back and neither of us would say anything.

At first I thought it was stress. Construction work, double shifts, his body giving out before his brain did. I told myself that. For months I told myself that.

But stress doesn't explain the way he'd tense up when I touched him. How his hands would go stiff on my hips like he was bracing instead of holding.

How he'd close his eyes the second he was inside me and keep them closed the whole time — not the way a man closes his eyes when it feels good, but like he was trying to be somewhere else.

Four inches. That's what my husband had. I never cared.

Six years together, six years of that same cock, and I never once thought about the size because he knew what to do with it and he loved me and sex was sex.

But when four inches can't stay hard, you notice every one of them. You feel every centimeter of what's shrinking inside you. You start doing math you never wanted to do.

The last time we fucked before the trip — really fucked, not the half-asleep grinding that passed for sex by then — was a Saturday night. I'd showered, shaved everything, put on lotion.

He was already in bed, scrolling his phone. I climbed on top of him. Kissed his neck. Rolled my hips into his.

"Mmm." He put his phone down. His hands went to my waist — automatic, muscle memory. I reached between us and he was soft. Completely soft.

I stroked him through his boxers and felt him thicken a little. Enough to work with.

I pulled him out and sank onto him and started riding. Slow.

My hands on his chest, my hair falling around his face, my hips doing what my hips do — and for a minute it was almost good. Almost like before. His breath catching.

His fingers digging into my thighs.

Then I felt it. The softening. That slow deflation I'd learned to feel coming. He was losing it. His jaw clenched. His hips stuttered.

He grabbed my waist and tried to thrust up into me harder but he was already half-gone and the angle wasn't working and I could feel myself sliding off him with each stroke.

"It's okay," I said. "Baby, it's okay."

He didn't answer. He pulled out — barely had to, he was small enough to just slip free — and rolled onto his side facing the wall. His shoulders tight. His breathing rough.

***

I lay on my back and stared at the ceiling fan going around and around and didn't cry because I was past crying about it. This was just what sex was now.

I tried one more time. A Sunday morning, both of us awake, sunlight through the blinds. I slid my hand under the covers and found him. Soft.

I kissed his chest, his stomach, worked my way down.

Took him in my mouth — soft, warm, the familiar taste of his skin — and sucked him slow, my tongue doing the thing he used to like, my hand working the base.

He got half-hard. Barely. I sucked harder. Used my hand and my mouth together, sloppy, wet, trying. His hand went to my hair — not pulling, just resting. I looked up at him.

His eyes were open but he wasn't looking at me. He was staring past me with his jaw tight and his throat working like he was swallowing something down.

He came. A weak pulse on my tongue — thin, watery, barely there.

His body jerked once and then went still and his hand dropped from my hair and he said, "Sorry, mi vida. Just tired."

Sorry. Tired.

***

I went to the bathroom and washed my face and looked in the mirror and didn't recognize the woman looking back. Something in her eyes had gone out.

I tried lingerie. A black lace teddy I bought for Valentine's Day. A matching set from Savage X that made my tits look incredible.

I'd walk out of the bathroom looking like somebody's fantasy and Diego would smile and tell me I was beautiful and twenty minutes later he'd be soft again and I'd be back in the bathroom peeling off a $60 teddy thinking: what's wrong with me?

Because that's where your brain goes. Not to him. To you. Maybe I got too thick. Maybe he's tired of the same body. Maybe I'm not enough.

I was wrong about all of it.

***

Diego was a good man. Construction worker. Up at five, home after eight, rough hands, shoulders wide enough to block a doorway.

He'd come from Bogota at twenty with rough English and a work ethic that scared his foreman. He rubbed my feet without being asked. He sent me voice notes in Spanish on his lunch breaks.

He loved me. I never doubted that.

I just thought he didn't want me anymore.

***

The resort was my idea. I found it on Instagram at one AM — targeted ad, stressed millennial, "couples retreat Caribbean affordable." Playa del Sol. All-inclusive.

I showed Diego over the kitchen table while he was still in his work boots eating leftover rice.

"How much?"

"Chase card. We have points."

"Cami—"

"Five nights. We need this."

He looked at me. Really looked at me. Then he nodded.

"Okay, mi amor. We go."

I packed the suitcase two weeks later. Sundresses. Swimsuits. The Savage X set — just in case.

I zipped it shut and sat on the bed and listened to the shower running and told myself this trip would fix us.

We did come home different.


Act 1 — The Couple


Chapter 1

Diego was crying.

Not sad crying. Not hurt crying.

The kind of crying that happens when something you've been holding in your chest for years finally cracks open and comes pouring out and you can't stop it and you don't want to.

"Cami — ah — Cami—"

He was inside me. Barely. Slipping in and out in shallow, sloppy strokes because I was so wet there was nothing to grip.

Tyrone's cum was still in me — thick, warm, leaking out around Diego's cock every time he pushed forward, coating his shaft, running down the crack of my ass into the sheets.

The sound was obscene. Wet.

A slick, sucking noise with every stroke, and I could feel everything — Diego and the cum he was sliding through and my walls clenching around him because they'd been stretched wider than he could fill and now every thrust just stirred the mess inside me and made it worse.

Made me burn hotter.

My whole body was on fire. Not metaphor — actual heat pouring off my skin, radiating from between my hips through my stomach and chest and thighs.

Diego's chest was pressed against mine and I could feel him flinch every time Tyrone pushed into him from behind.

Because Tyrone was inside my husband.

Six foot two. Two hundred and twenty pounds. Dark skin shining with sweat under the hotel lamp.

Both hands on Diego's hips, feeding into him slow and deep, every stroke making Diego's whole body rock forward into me. A chain. Tyrone to Diego to me.

Three bodies linked at the hips, and every time Tyrone bottomed out Diego would make a sound I'd never heard from him in six years — broken, raw, somewhere between a moan and a sob — and his forehead would drop against mine and his tears would fall warm on my cheeks.

"Estoy bien," he whispered. "Estoy bien, mami. Estoy — unh — estoy—"

Tyrone pushed in again and the rest of the sentence fell out of Diego's mouth as just air. Hot against my lips.

I held his face. Both hands. Palms on his jaw, thumbs on his cheekbones, his stubble rough under my fingers.

"Look at me," I said. "Diego. Baby. Look at me."

His eyes found mine. Brown. Wet. Blown wide open. Something in them I'd never seen — not in bed, not anywhere.

Cracked open and terrified and grateful all at the same time, like he was falling apart and being rebuilt and couldn't tell which was which.

Tyrone's pace shifted. Slower. Deeper.

I felt it translate through Diego's body into mine — a rolling pressure that made Diego gasp and his cock twitch inside me and another warm pulse of cum squeeze out around his shaft and run down my skin.

"Fuck," I breathed.

My back arched off the mattress.

Not because of what Diego was doing — he was barely thrusting on his own now, just rocking forward with the force behind him — but because of the heat. The fullness.

Having my husband inside me while another man was inside him and all three of us sharing the same thick air in a room that smelled like sweat and sex and coconut oil.

I kissed him. Tasted salt. His tears and my sweat and the rum from dinner, from hours ago, from before any of this.

From when we were still a couple at a resort bar pretending we were on a regular vacation.

We were a lot of things. Regular wasn't one of them. Not anymore.

And I didn't want regular.

Regular was three years of ovulation kits and temperature charts and sex on a schedule and peeing on sticks in resort bathrooms and negative after negative after negative until the word "pregnant" started to feel like something that happened to other women.

Not me.

This — wet, filthy, burning — this was something else entirely.

"How's he feel, mami?"

Tyrone's voice. Low. Not mocking. He was asking about Diego.

"Tiny," I said. "But good."

My husband whimpered.

"Tight as fuck back here." Tyrone's breath caught. His rhythm stuttered and Diego whimpered — a helpless sound from the back of his throat — and I felt his cock leak inside me. Not cumming.

Close. Dripping.

"Don't cum yet," I told Diego. Switched to Spanish because the words came faster. "No te vengas, mi amor. Todavia no. Hold on for me."

He nodded against my forehead. Shaking. Every muscle in his back trembling, fighting to hold himself together while Tyrone's weight pressed him down into me.

I reached past Diego's shoulder. Found Tyrone's arm — thick, slick, solid. Pulled him closer.

He leaned over Diego's back until his face was near ours, all three of us in a tight knot of breath and skin.

I kissed Tyrone over my husband's shoulder. Full lips, soft, different from Diego. He tasted like coffee and sweat.

Diego turned his head and watched from two inches away and his cock jumped inside me hard enough that I felt it in my belly.

Then Diego kissed Tyrone.

Turned and caught his mouth and the sound that came out of both of them — mmph — vibrated through all three of us and my cunt clenched so tight around Diego that he broke the kiss gasping.

"Fuck," Tyrone said.

Fuck indeed. Oh fuck. That would never stop being hot. My husband. Kissing another man.

We were so fucked up.

"Fuck," Diego said. English. One of maybe ten English words he'd used all week and he said it into another man's mouth while buried inside his wife.

I laughed. A wrecked, breathless laugh that dissolved into a moan when Tyrone picked up speed — hips snapping forward, driving Diego into me. The bed creaking. Headboard tapping the wall.

My tits pressed flat against Diego's chest and I wrapped my legs around both of them, ankles hooking somewhere near Tyrone's thighs, and pulled.

"Mas," I said. "Mas, papi, mas—"

Diego's face went into my neck. His tears hot on my collarbone.

His cock stirring through the mess inside me — his and Tyrone's and mine, everything mixed together, slick and warm and filthy — and Tyrone grunting low and steady behind him and the room loud with three voices, three bodies, skin on skin on skin.

I was going to cum again. I could feel it. Not sharp. Deep. Wide. Rolling up from my hips and spreading outward. My thighs shaking. My nails dragging down Diego's back.

"Te amo," I told him. Into his ear. Against his skin. "Te amo, Diego. Te amo—"

He lifted his head. Looked at me. Those eyes. Streaming. Full.

"Te amo, mi reina."

I locked my legs around his waist.

Ankles crossed behind his back, thighs squeezing, pulling him into me as deep as he could go — which wasn't deep, not compared to what I'd had tonight, but it was Diego and I wanted him there.

Wanted him pinned between me and Tyrone with nowhere to go. Trapped. Mine.


Chapter 2

And then Tyrone buried himself one more time and Diego's mouth opened and his cock swelled and he came.

Just like that.

With a small sob too.

I barely felt it.

That's the truth. I'd love to say I felt my husband's orgasm fill me up, that there was some romantic gush of warmth, some moment where his cum mixed with Tyrone's in some poetic way.

But Tyrone had already pumped me so full that there was nothing left to feel.

Diego's cock pulsed and twitched and I knew he was cumming because his face contorted and his grip on my shoulders went white-knuckle and his hips stuttered those last desperate little thrusts — but inside me?

Nothing. His cum was thin. Watery. Lost in the thick flood that was already there. Like pouring a glass of water into a bathtub. It just disappeared into what Tyrone had left behind.

Diego's whole body locked up and his back arched and a strangled moan ripped out of him and he emptied himself into me and I couldn't tell the difference between before and after.

He was cumming inside his wife and it didn't even register.

Tyrone's cum was so thick and heavy inside me that Diego's load just... mixed in. Dissolved. Became part of the mess.

I could feel it leaking out around Diego's shaft — not his, not Tyrone's, just cum, warm and slick, dripping steadily onto the sheets beneath me.

The wet spot under my ass had been spreading for the last twenty minutes and I didn't care. Nothing about this bed was salvageable.

Diego collapsed forward.

His chest hit mine and all the air left my lungs and his cock slipped out of me — just slid free because there was nothing gripping it anymore, nothing tight enough to hold him — and a warm rush of cum followed it out, spilling down between my thighs in a slow, heavy pour that made my toes curl.

Behind him, Tyrone wasn't done.

He grabbed Diego's hips. Both hands. Fingers sinking into the muscle above his hipbones hard enough to leave bruises tomorrow.

"SHIT! FUCK!"

Diego was limp on top of me, face buried in my neck, whimpering with every exhale — short, broken little sounds, almost feminine, like something had been fucked out of him that he couldn't put back.

Tyrone pulled back. Slow.

I couldn't see it but I could hear it — the slick, obscene sound of him withdrawing, and then Diego's whole body tensed against mine and his fingers clawed at the sheets next to my head.

"One more," Tyrone said. Wasn't asking.

He drove back in. Hard. Deep.

The thrust rocked Diego's body into mine and I felt the impact in my chest and Diego made a sound that wasn't a word — wasn't even close to a word — just a raw, high, broken note that came from somewhere behind his ribs.

"Unh — unh — AH—"

Tyrone's pace went ragged. Losing rhythm. Chasing it. His breathing turned into grunting, low and guttural, building in his chest, and I could feel the vibration of it through Diego's body into mine.

The bed was screaming. The headboard cracking against the wall in sharp, arrhythmic bursts.

Then the slap.

Open palm. Hard. Right across Diego's ass.

The crack echoed off the hotel walls and Diego yelped — a sharp, startled sound that vibrated against my neck — and his whole body clenched and his cock twitched against my thigh.

Another one. Harder. The sound was meaty, wet — skin on sweaty skin. Diego's ass was already red.

I couldn't see it but I could feel the heat radiating off him where Tyrone's hand had landed.

"Unh — ah — mmph—"

Diego wasn't protesting. Wasn't squirming away. He was pressing back into it.

Arching his hips up to meet Tyrone's hand and Tyrone's cock at the same time, and the sounds coming out of him had shifted — not pained, not scared. Hungry. Needy.

The sounds of a man who had stopped pretending he didn't want this.

Another slap. Then another.

Tyrone spanking my husband in a steady rhythm between thrusts — fuck, slap, fuck, slap — and Diego moaning into my neck with every single one, his fingers twisting in the sheets, his body jolting forward into mine each time.

My husband. My proud, machismo, construction-worker husband. Getting his ass reddened and his hole stuffed and whimpering like it was the best thing that had ever happened to him.

"Yeah," Tyrone grunted. "Take that shit."

Diego took it. Every stroke. Every slap. Took it and moaned and pressed back for more.

Then Tyrone slammed forward one last time and held.

The sound he made was closer to a roar than a moan. Deep. From his diaphragm. Rumbling through the room like thunder rolling across water.

His hips pressed flush against Diego's ass and stayed there, grinding, and I felt Diego go completely rigid on top of me — every muscle locked, jaw clenched, eyes squeezed shut — and then he went limp.

Just... limp. All at once. Like someone had cut his strings.

He whimpered into my neck. A tiny, wrecked sound. The sound of a man who had been thoroughly, completely, unmistakably fucked. His body twitched once, twice, then settled against me heavy and boneless and warm.

Tyrone stayed buried in him for another ten seconds. Fifteen. I could feel the pulses through Diego's body — Tyrone's cock throbbing, emptying, filling my husband with the last of what he had.

Diego took every drop without moving. Without resisting. Just lay there on top of me breathing in shallow little gasps while another man's cum settled deep inside him.

When Tyrone finally pulled out, Diego made one last sound. A soft, involuntary moan. Like something being unplugged.


Chapter 3

And then it hit me.

Not an orgasm I was building toward. Not something I felt coming. It just detonated.

One second I was lying there holding my husband's limp body against my chest and the next my hips bucked off the mattress so hard I nearly threw him off me.

My cunt clenched on nothing — empty, gaping, dripping with cum — and a gush of wetness flooded out of me, soaking the sheets underneath, soaking my thighs, soaking Diego's stomach where it was pressed against mine.

"AH — fuck — FUCK—"

My back arched. My toes curled so hard my calves cramped.

My thighs clamped together and my whole body seized — not a wave, not a roll, a full-body spasm that started in my cunt and radiated outward through my stomach and my chest and my arms until even my fingers were shaking.

I squirted again. A second pulse, weaker, but still enough to feel it leave me in a hot rush.

I lost count. Of orgasms. Of time. Of how many times my body clenched and released and clenched again. At some point I was just shaking. Vibrating. My teeth chattering.

My eyes closed so tight I was seeing white sparks behind my lids. Diego's arms around me. Tyrone's hand on my thigh.

Both of them holding me through it while my body did whatever the fuck it wanted.

When it finally stopped — when the last tremor rolled through me and my muscles unlocked and I went slack against the ruined sheets — I was crying.

Happy crying. I think. Or maybe just overwhelmed crying.

Or maybe the kind of crying that happens when your body has been pushed so far past its limits that tears are the only thing left it knows how to do.

The three of us lay there. Breathing. Stacked. Diego's dead weight on my chest. Tyrone beside us now, on his back, one hand still resting on Diego's hip.

The ceiling fan clicking in its lazy, broken rhythm above us. The AC humming. The sheets destroyed.

Nobody spoke for a long time.

My hand drifted to my belly. Low. Below the navel. I pressed my palm flat against the skin and felt the warmth underneath — not surface heat, something deeper. Everything that was inside me, settling.

Pooling. Doing whatever it was going to do.

Diego's hand found mine. Covered it. Pressed down. He didn't lift his head from my neck. Didn't open his eyes. Just held my hand against my belly and breathed.

Tyrone's thumb traced a slow circle on Diego's hip.

The fan clicked.

***

The room smelled like sex and salt and coconut oil and three people who had crossed a line they could never uncross.

How did any of this even happen?


Act 2 — Camila


Chapter 4

Four days earlier.

The resort was called Playa del Sol and it looked exactly like the website, which almost never happens. White buildings. Terracotta roofs. Palm trees that leaned over the walkways like they were trying to eavesdrop.

The pool was massive — kidney-shaped, turquoise, with a swim-up bar on the far end and lounge chairs packed so tight you could hear the couple next to you arguing about sunscreen.

Diego was at the front desk trying to check us in and it was going about how it always went.

"Reser — reservación? For Herrera? H-E-R—"

The girl behind the counter smiled the patient smile of someone who dealt with this eight times a day.

I let him try for another thirty seconds — long enough to preserve his pride — then stepped in.

"Reservation for Herrera. Two guests, five nights, ocean view. We booked through the app."

She pulled it up in ten seconds.

Diego squeezed my hand and muttered something in Spanish about how his English was getting worse, not better, and I kissed his cheek and told him it was fine because it was fine.

I'd been translating for him since the day we met — at my cousin's quinceanera in Houston, when he'd just come up from Bogota and didn't know the English word for "beautiful" so he just stared at me until my cousin told me the Colombian guy in the corner hadn't blinked in four minutes.

Six years ago. Felt like six months.

We followed the bellhop down a tiled path lined with hibiscus. The air was thick — humid, salty, heavy with flowers and chlorine and something sweet I couldn't place.

Diego had both suitcases because he refused to let me carry anything, ever, even though I was the one who'd packed them and zipped them and dragged them through the airport while he stood in the wrong TSA line for twenty minutes.

My husband. Stubborn. Proud. Built like he was designed for hauling things — wide shoulders, thick forearms, calloused hands from ten years of construction. Not tall. Five-eight. But solid. Dense.

The kind of man who took up more space than his body accounted for.

I loved him so much it made my chest hurt sometimes.

***

The room was nice. King bed. Balcony. You could see the pool from up here — a bright blue oval surrounded by bodies and umbrellas and the distant clink of glasses.

Diego dropped the bags and pulled me against him from behind. His mouth on my neck. His hands on my stomach, sliding down.

"Mami..."

"We just got here."

"So?"

His fingers hooked into the waistband of my shorts and I leaned back into him and felt him hard against my ass and for one second — one second — I wanted to just let it happen.

Let him bend me over the balcony railing and fuck me in the Caribbean heat and not think about anything except how good he felt inside me.

But then my brain did the math without asking. What day was it. Where was I in my cycle. Whether this would be another try that ended the same way every try ended.

I turned in his arms and kissed him. Soft. Slow. Put my hands on his face the way I always did when I needed him to hear me without words.

"Let's just relax today," I said. "Pool. Drinks. No thinking."

He searched my eyes. He knew what "no thinking" meant. It meant: don't bring it up. Don't ask if I packed the ovulation kit. Don't look at me like that.

"Okay, mi reina." He kissed my forehead. "Pool."

I changed in the bathroom. Bikini — black, string, the kind I used to wear in my twenties before I convinced myself I was too thick for it. I wasn't too thick for it.

I was five-three with hips that didn't fit through turnstiles and an ass that had its own zip code and tits that needed engineering-grade support and a soft stomach that I'd stopped sucking in about two years ago because who was I fooling.

I looked like what I was — a twenty-eight-year-old Latina woman built by genetics and rice and beans and a God who clearly had a type.

I looked good. I knew I looked good. The problem was never how I looked.

The problem was that looking good hadn't gotten me the one thing I wanted, and at a certain point you start wondering if your body is decorative. Pretty to look at. Fun to fuck.

But broken where it counts.

I shook it off. Tied the strings. Checked my ass in the mirror one more time — still there, still ridiculous — and walked out.

Diego looked at me and his whole face changed. The way it always changed. Like he was seeing me for the first time. Like his brain short-circuited every single time I showed him skin.

"Ay, mami. Dios mio."

"Stop."

"No. Come here."

"Diego—"

He pulled me onto his lap. Kissed my collarbone. My shoulder. The swell of my tits above the bikini top.

His hands on my ass, squeezing, and I laughed and pushed him off because if I didn't we'd never leave this room and the whole point was the pool.

The pool.

We found two loungers near the shallow end.

Diego rubbed sunscreen on my back and took twice as long as he needed to because his version of sunscreen application was basically foreplay — slow circles on my lower back, thumbs pressing into the muscles along my spine, fingers trailing down my sides, grazing the edge of my bikini bottoms.

The couple next to us was watching. I didn't care. Let them watch. This was how we were. How we'd always been.

Loud and touchy and all over each other in a way that made white people uncomfortable at Applebee's.

Diego ordered drinks from the pool boy — rum and Coke for him, something frozen and pink for me — and settled into his lounger with his sunglasses on and his hand on my thigh and I thought: this is nice.

This is what we needed. Sun and rum and each other and nothing else.

Then I saw him.

He was at the swim-up bar. Alone. Sitting on one of the submerged stools with the water at his waist and a drink in his hand, and he was looking at me.

Not glancing. Not checking me out the way men check you out and then look away when you catch them.

He was looking at me the way you look at something you're deciding whether to buy. Calm. Unhurried. Like he had all the time in the world and I wasn't going anywhere.

Tall. Even sitting in the water I could tell. Broad shoulders. Dark skin — deep brown, almost black, the kind that looked purple in certain light. Short hair. Clean jaw.

Arms that said he either lived in a gym or did something for a living that required picking up heavy shit on a regular basis.

I looked away.

My heart was slamming.

I looked back.

He was still looking. And now he smiled. Not a grin. Not a smirk. Just a small, easy smile that said: I see you seeing me.

I grabbed my frozen pink drink and sucked on the straw so hard I got brain freeze and used the wince as an excuse to look somewhere else. Anywhere else. The sky. The palm trees.

The kid doing a cannonball off the diving board.

Anywhere that wasn't the man at the bar with the arms and the smile and the eyes that were still — I could feel them, even without looking — on me.

Diego's hand squeezed my thigh. "You okay?"

"Mmhm. Brain freeze."

"Drink slower."

"Thank you, doctor."

He laughed. Pulled his hat over his eyes. Settled deeper into the lounger. Within fifteen minutes he was asleep. Mouth open. Snoring softly.

Dead to the world the way only Diego could be — the man could fall asleep on a park bench in a thunderstorm.

Which left me.

Alone. On a lounger. In a bikini that was doing exactly what it was designed to do.

With a sleeping husband and a full drink and a clear, unobstructed view of a man I had absolutely no reason to be looking at.

I looked anyway.

He'd moved to the edge of the pool now. Forearms resting on the tile, water dripping off his shoulders, drink beside him. Still easy. Still unhurried.

He caught me looking again and this time he raised his glass. Just barely. A little tilt. A toast from thirty feet away.

I didn't raise mine back. I didn't look away either.

***

I lay there with the sun pressing down on me and my husband snoring beside me and my pulse between my legs and I told myself it was the heat. Just the heat. The rum.

The vacation. The relief of being somewhere that wasn't a doctor's office or a bathroom with a pregnancy test on the counter.

It had nothing to do with him.

I stayed at that pool for another two hours. Diego slept for most of it.

I drank two more frozen things and read eleven pages of the same book without absorbing a single word and I did not look at the man at the pool bar again.

Except four times. Maybe five.

But who was counting.


Chapter 5

I wore the white one.

Not the black bikini from yesterday — the white one. The one I bought at a strip mall in Houston three weeks ago and told myself was for the trip. For Diego.

For feeling good about myself by the pool. The one that was two sizes too small in the ass because that was the point.

It was a thong. Barely.

The back was a single white string that disappeared between my cheeks and the bottoms sat so low on my hips that the tan line from last summer was visible above the waistband.

The top was a triangle situation — two patches of white fabric connected by strings that tied behind my neck and my back and held my tits in place through what I can only describe as optimism and engineering.

I spilled out of it from every angle. Sideboob. Underboob. The little fold where my stomach met my hips. All of it on display.

I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror and turned sideways. My ass was absurd. Not Instagram-filter absurd — actually absurd.

Wide, round, heavy, the kind that bumped into door frames and knocked drinks off tables and made men walk into poles.

I'd inherited it from my mother, who inherited it from hers, who apparently inherited it from some ancestor who needed maximum cushioning for sitting on wooden church pews in Bogota for six hours every Sunday.

I turned the other way. Stomach soft. Not flat. Never flat.

The little pouch below my navel that no amount of planks would fix because it wasn't fat — it was just how I was built. Love handles that grabbed back when you grabbed them.

Thighs that touched from hip to knee and had the stretch marks to prove it — silver, faded, like tiny rivers mapped across my skin.

I looked good.

Thick and brown and shiny with the coconut oil I'd rubbed into every inch of myself and I looked good and I knew exactly who I was dressing for and it wasn't my husband.

Diego had gone fishing. Some charter boat excursion that left at seven in the morning — he'd been excited about it since we booked the trip.

He kissed me at six-thirty, still half-asleep, and mumbled something about being back by two and I rolled over and said "have fun, mi amor" into the pillow and lay there for another hour thinking about the man at the pool bar.

I hadn't stopped thinking about him since yesterday. Through dinner. Through the walk on the beach.

Through the sex with Diego that night — which was fine, which was sweet, which was Diego's hands on my body and Diego's mouth on my neck and Diego inside me and my eyes closed the whole time because if I opened them I'd see my husband and what I was thinking about wasn't my husband.

I came. I always came with Diego. He knew my body. Knew exactly where to touch and how long and what angle. Six years of muscle memory. It was reliable. Comfortable.

Like a song you'd heard so many times you could hum it in your sleep.

But I didn't want to hum. I wanted to scream.

I took one more look in the mirror. Adjusted my tits.

Pulled the thong higher on my hips — not because it needed adjusting but because the motion made my ass bounce and I wanted to see it bounce.

Then I grabbed a towel and my sunglasses and my book that I still hadn't read and I went to the pool.

He was there.

Same spot. Swim-up bar. Like he'd been waiting. Maybe he had. Maybe he sat there every morning nursing a drink and watching the parade of resort bodies walk past and I was just another one.

Maybe I was special. Didn't matter.

I picked a lounger. Close enough to the bar to be seen but far enough to pretend I wasn't trying. Laid my towel down.

Lay on my stomach with my book open in front of me and my ass pointed at the sky like a billboard.

Subtle? No. But I wasn't feeling subtle.

I read the same paragraph four times and then a shadow fell across my page.

"That book any good?"

His voice was deeper up close. A low rumble that I felt in my stomach more than my ears.

I looked up over my sunglasses and he was standing there — right there, close enough that I could see the water droplets on his shoulders, the way his swim trunks sat low on his hips, the V-line that cut down into them like an arrow pointing somewhere I had no business looking.

I looked anyway.

"It's okay," I said. "Would be better if I could focus."

"What's distracting you?"

I pushed my sunglasses up onto my head and squinted at him. He was smiling. That same easy, unhurried smile from yesterday. Like he already knew the answer and was just being polite.

"The sun," I said.

"Uh huh."

"And the drinks."

"Sure."

"And this guy who keeps standing in my light."

He laughed. Low, warm. Sat down on the lounger next to mine without asking. Stretched his legs out. He was so tall that his feet hung off the end by six inches.

"Tyrone," he said.

"Camila."

"Camila." He said it right — the Spanish way, stress on the second syllable, the L soft. Most Americans butchered it. His tongue rolled over it like he was tasting it.

"That's a pretty name. Where you from, mami? I know you ain't from here."

The mami hit different coming out of his mouth. When Diego said it, it was home. Comfortable.

When this man said it — this tall, dark, broad-shouldered stranger with the low voice and the easy smile — it sounded like something you'd whisper in the dark.

"Houston," I said. "Originally Colombia."

"I knew it. I could hear it." He grinned. "That little accent when you said 'focus.' That shit sexy as hell."

I hadn't even noticed my accent slipping. It did that sometimes — when I was nervous, or drunk, or turned on.

The English stayed clean but the vowels went soft and the rhythm shifted and suddenly I sounded like my mother on the phone with her sisters.

"Where's your man today?"

"Fishing."

"And he left you out here looking like that?"

"Looking like what?"

He looked at me. Slow. Starting at my face, then down — my neck, my chest, the curve of my waist, my ass. He didn't try to hide it. Didn't do the polite flick-and-look-away.

He looked at me the way you look at something you want, and he let me see him doing it.

"Like that," he said.

My face was hot. Not from the sun. "I always look like this."

"Then he shouldn't be out fishing."

I laughed. Couldn't help it. It came out louder than I meant it to and a woman two loungers over glanced at us and I didn't give a single shit.

We talked. Easy stuff. Where are you from. How long are you staying. Is this your first time here. He was from Atlanta. Here for a week. Solo.

No, not his first time — he came down once or twice a year to decompress. I told him we were from Houston. That Diego worked construction.

That this was our first real vacation in two years.

I didn't tell him why we needed a vacation. Didn't mention the doctors or the tests or the three years of nothing. He didn't ask.

He just listened and looked at me and I felt more seen in fifteen minutes of small talk than I had in six months of marriage.

That's not fair to Diego. I know it's not fair. But it was true.


Chapter 6

"You wanna get in?" He nodded at the pool.

I pulled my sunglasses off. Stood up.

And I took my time doing it — arching my back as I pushed up from the lounger, rolling my shoulders back, adjusting my bikini top in a way that required me to cup both my tits and resettle them and I watched his eyes track every movement like a predator following prey.

"Sure," I said.

***

We walked to the swim-up bar. Side by side. I could feel the heat coming off his body — not sun-heat, body-heat, like he ran warmer than normal people.

At the bar I climbed onto a submerged stool and the water came up to my chest and he stood next to me because the stools were too small for his frame and his arm pressed against mine underwater and neither of us moved away.

He ordered. Rum punch for him. Something frozen for me.

The bartender brought them and Tyrone's hand brushed mine passing me the glass and the touch went through me like a current — fingertips to wrist to elbow to chest to the space between my hips where something clenched and didn't let go.

"So what do you do when your man's away?" he asked.

"Read books I can't focus on, apparently."

"That's a waste."

"Of what?"

"Of you." His eyes dropped to the water where my body was distorted by the ripples — my waist, my hips, the white bikini glowing against my brown skin.

"All that. Fine-ass Latina mami sitting by the pool alone reading a book don't nobody read on vacation. That's criminal."

"Criminal?"

He leaned closer. His mouth near my ear. The water moving between us. "Don't play dumb, mami. You know exactly what you look like. You know what you doing out here."

My breath hitched. "Maybe."

"Ain't no maybe. You put that bikini on for a reason."

I took a sip of my drink. Long. Slow. Buying time. Because he was right and we both knew he was right and the pretending part of this conversation was about to run out.

"Maybe I just like how it fits," I said.

"It don't fit. That's the whole point."

I laughed again. That surprised, breathless laugh that meant I was in trouble.

He was looking at me with those dark eyes and his arm was against mine under the water and I was so wet — not pool-wet, wet-wet, the kind of wet I could feel even in the water — that my pulse was throbbing between my legs.

"You're bold," I said.

"I'm honest. There's a difference."

"Is there?"

"Mmhm." He shifted closer. His hand found my waist under the water. Big. Warm. His palm flat against the curve above my hip, fingers spreading across my lower back. Not squeezing. Just there.

Like he was testing whether I'd move away.

I didn't move away.

His thumb traced a slow circle against my skin. The same spot. Around and around.

My nipples were hard under the bikini top and the fabric was so thin there was no hiding it and I watched his eyes drop to my chest and I watched him see and I didn't cross my arms or turn away or make a joke.

"Your man a lucky dude," he said.

"He's fishing."

"His loss."

His hand slid lower. Past my hip.

Down to the curve of my ass — the top of it, where the string of my thong started, and his fingers traced along the edge of the fabric and my whole body tightened like a guitar string being tuned.

I should have stopped him. We were in public. There were people everywhere — couples on loungers, kids in the shallow end, a bartender three feet away making mojitos.

Anyone could see his hand on my body. Anyone could see the way I leaned into it instead of pulling away.

His hand went lower. Cupped my ass. Full palm.

Fingers digging into the meat of it, squeezing, and the boldness of it — right here, in the pool, in broad daylight — sent a shock through me that made my mouth fall open.

"Oh—"

"Goddamn, mami," he said. Low. Almost to himself. Like he was confirming something he'd been wondering about since yesterday.

"All this ass. Yo man really out here fishing while you walking around with all this? He dumb as hell."

He squeezed again. Harder. Possessive. Like it was already his.

Pulled me toward him under the water and my hip bumped against his thigh and I could feel him — feel IT, through his trunks, against my hip. Thick. Hard.

Not fully hard but getting there. And big. Even through the fabric I could tell it was big.

I should have pulled away. I should have said something.

I should have remembered that I was married and that my husband was on a boat somewhere catching fish and trusting me to sit by a pool and read a book.

Instead I pressed closer.

His fingers found the string of my thong. Traced it down. Between my cheeks.

Not inside — just along the edge, following the fabric, his fingertip running a slow line down the crease of my ass while his other hand held my waist steady.

And the whole time he was looking at me. Watching my face. Watching my lips part and my eyes go heavy and my chest rise and fall faster with every stroke of his finger.

"This okay, mami?" he murmured. His lips close enough to my ear that I could feel the warmth of his breath. "Tell me to stop and I'll stop."

"We're in public," I whispered. My accent was thick now. Thicker than it had been in years. The English cracking open and the Spanish underneath bleeding through.

"That's not what I asked."

My cunt was throbbing. Swollen. The bikini was so thin I could feel the water moving against my clit with every shift of my hips.

His hand was on my ass and his body was pressed against mine and he was hard against my hip and I was shaking.

"Yeah," I said. "It's okay."

He smiled. Not smug. Not predatory. Just... warm. Like I'd given him something and he was going to take care of it.

"Good girl," he said. So low only I could hear it. And the words landed somewhere between my ribs and squeezed.

Nobody had ever called me that. Not Diego. Not anyone.

And hearing it from this man — this Black man with his hand on my ass in a public pool while my husband was on a boat somewhere — made my knees buckle underwater.

"You wanna get out of this pool, mami?"

I looked at him. Water dripping off his jaw. Eyes steady. That body. Those hands. Everything my husband wasn't and everything my body was screaming for.

I finished my drink in one long swallow. Set the glass on the bar.

"Where's your room?"


Chapter 7

Third floor. East wing. The opposite side of the resort from ours.

I did that math immediately.

Calculated the distance between his room and mine the way you calculate an escape route — how far, how many turns, what were the chances of Diego seeing me walk through that lobby with a wet bikini and a man who wasn't him.

The fishing charter didn't get back until two. It was eleven-fifteen. I had time. I had time and I hated myself for knowing exactly how much.

We climbed out of the pool and I grabbed my towel and wrapped it around my waist and he didn't bother with a towel at all — just walked beside me dripping wet in his trunks with his shoulders catching the sun and every woman we passed looked at him and then looked at me and I could see the math happening behind their eyes too.

The Latina in the white thong bikini and the tall Black man and the direction they were walking and the fact that neither of them was being subtle about it.

We crossed the pool deck. Past the loungers. Past the tiki bar. Past a family with three kids eating nachos and a group of college girls who went quiet when Tyrone walked by.

My heart was slamming so hard I could feel it in my fingers. My wedding ring was wet from the pool and it felt heavier than usual. Tighter.

Like it was trying to remind me of something I was actively choosing to forget.

My eyes were everywhere — scanning the walkways, the lobby, the balconies overhead, looking for Diego even though Diego was on a boat in the ocean.

Looking for his face the way you look for a cop when you're speeding. Guilty before anything had even happened.

Tyrone noticed.

"You good?"

"Yeah. Fine."

"You keep looking around like somebody following you."

"I just—" I pulled the towel tighter around my waist. "He could be back early. The charter — sometimes they come back early if the fish aren't biting."

"Mmhm." He didn't slow down. Didn't speed up either. Just kept walking at that same easy pace like we were headed to lunch instead of whatever we were headed to. "You wanna turn around?"

"No."

The word came out fast. Too fast.

He looked at me sideways and that little smile tugged at the corner of his mouth and I wanted to slap it off him and kiss it at the same time.

We turned a corner. Away from the pool. Into a corridor that connected the main building to the east wing — tiled floor, potted plants, air conditioning that hit my wet skin like a slap.

Nobody else in the hallway. Just us and the sound of our wet feet on the tile.

His hand found the small of my back.

I flinched. Not because it hurt — because of what it meant. In the pool, underwater, there was plausible deniability. Nobody could see where his hand was. This was different.

This was his palm flat against my bare skin in a lit hallway where anyone could walk around the corner and see a married woman being guided somewhere she shouldn't be going.

His hand slid down. Over the towel.

Found my ass through the terry cloth and squeezed and I stumbled half a step and he caught me — his other hand on my hip, steadying me, pulling me against his side.

"Easy, mami."

"Don't — not here—"

"Ain't nobody here."

"Someone could—"

He stopped walking. Turned me toward him. Both hands on my waist now, my back against the wall, the plaster cool against my shoulder blades. He was close.

So close I had to tilt my head back to see his face. Water still running down his chest in thin lines.

His trunks dark and heavy and clinging to him and I could see the outline of his cock pressed against the wet fabric — thick, curved to the left, reaching halfway down his thigh — and my mouth went dry.

He leaned down. Going for my lips.

I turned my head.

His mouth landed on my cheek. My jaw. The corner of my mouth but not my mouth.

I felt his lips — full, warm, soft — drag across my skin and I kept my face turned because if I kissed him it was real.

If I kissed him it wasn't a mistake or a moment or something I could explain away. Kissing was a choice. Kissing was intentional.

Everything else I could blame on the rum and the sun and the loneliness but a kiss was mine.

"Camila." His voice against my cheek. Low. Patient.

"I can't."

"Can't what?"

"Kiss you. Not — not out here."

He pulled back enough to look at me. Read my face. I watched him understand — not that I didn't want to, but that I couldn't. Not in a hallway where Diego might appear.

Not where it could be seen. The pool was underwater. The hallway was exposed. The kiss was the line.

"Okay," he said. Just like that. No pressure. No sulking.

But his hands didn't leave my waist.

He glanced down at my hand. At the ring. Gold band, simple, the one Diego slid onto my finger at a courthouse in Houston because we couldn't afford a real wedding.

Tyrone looked at it for one second. Two. Then looked back at me. Said nothing. Didn't need to.

He dipped his head and his mouth found my neck instead. Just below my ear. Soft lips on wet skin, and the contact lit me up from the neck down. My eyes shut.

My hands came up and grabbed his arms — his biceps, Jesus, my fingers didn't even make it halfway around — and I held on while he kissed a slow line down my throat.

"Tyrone—"

"Mmhm."

"We should — we should go to your—"

His teeth grazed my collarbone. Light. Just the edges. And then his tongue, warm and flat, tracing the ridge of bone to the hollow of my throat.

"Ah—"

His hands moved. One slid up from my waist to the side of my ribs, then higher, his thumb brushing the underside of my breast through the thin bikini fabric.

The other went down — past my hip, around, cupping my ass again, pulling me off the wall and into him. My stomach pressed against his. My tits pressed against his chest.

And his cock pressed against my hip bone — harder now, thicker, a hot ridge of flesh through wet fabric that made my whole lower body clench.

I turned my face away again. Pressed my cheek against the cool wall.

He was kissing my shoulder now, his mouth moving across the wet skin, and his hand was on my breast — not under the bikini, over it, his palm covering me completely, his fingers finding my nipple through the fabric and rolling it and I bit my lip so hard I tasted metal.

"We need to go," I said. Barely a whisper. "Please. Your room. Now."

He squeezed my breast. One more time. Slow. Deliberate. Like he was memorizing the weight of it. Then he stepped back and took my hand and we walked.

***

The elevator was empty. Thank God.

The doors closed and we were alone in a metal box with mirrored walls and I could see myself from every angle — wet hair, flushed cheeks, hard nipples visible through my white bikini, a towel knotted at my waist that wasn't hiding anything.

I looked like exactly what I was. A woman about to do something she couldn't undo.

Tyrone stood behind me. His hands found my hips.

Pulled me back against him and I felt his cock press against my ass — really felt it now, the full length of it nestled in the crease between my cheeks, and he was so hard and so thick that my brain went white for a second.

He rocked his hips forward. Just once. Slow. Grinding against me through the wet fabric. My head tipped back against his chest.

"Fuck," I breathed.

"Say that again."

"Fuck."

"In Spanish."

"Mierda."

He laughed against the top of my head. His hands slid from my hips to my stomach, spreading wide, pulling me tighter against him.

I watched us in the mirror — my brown body against his dark one, his big hands on my belly, my ass pressed into his crotch, both of us dripping pool water onto the elevator floor.

We looked like a photograph of something filthy.

His mouth dropped to my ear. "Yo man ever get you this wet, mami?"

I didn't answer. Couldn't answer. Because the honest answer was no and saying it out loud would make me a worse person than I already was.

The elevator dinged. Third floor.

He took my hand again. Down the hall. Room 314.

He pulled the keycard from somewhere — a pocket in his trunks, I don't know, I wasn't paying attention to logistics — and the light went green and the lock clicked and he pushed the door open and held it for me like a gentleman, which was absurd given what we were about to do, and I walked into his room.

The door closed behind us.

The click of the latch was the loudest sound I'd ever heard.

I turned around and I kissed him.

Both hands on his face. My wedding ring cold against his jaw. Up on my toes because even at five-three with my best posture he was still a foot taller than me.

I pulled his mouth down to mine and I kissed him with everything I had — every month of trying, every negative test, every night of staring at the ceiling next to a sleeping husband, every time I'd touched myself in the shower thinking about someone who wasn't Diego and hated myself after.

All of it. Into his mouth.

He kissed me back. Deep.

His tongue against mine and his hands in my wet hair and he tasted like rum punch and chlorine and I moaned into his mouth — actually moaned, the sound vibrating between us — and his hands dropped to my ass and he lifted me.

Just picked me up. Like I weighed nothing. Like my hundred and sixty pounds of ass and thighs and tits was pocket change to him.

My legs wrapped around his waist.

His cock pressed against my cunt through our swimsuits and I gasped into the kiss and my hips rolled against him involuntarily — grinding, searching, trying to find the right angle, and every time the head of his cock caught against my clit through the fabric my vision sparked.

He carried me to the bed. Laid me down.

Stood over me and looked at me the way he'd looked at me in the pool — slow, thorough, taking inventory of everything — and I lay there wet and panting and spread out on a stranger's hotel bed in a white thong bikini and the guilt was somewhere behind me, gaining speed, but it hadn't caught up yet.

Right now I just felt wanted.

"Goddamn," he said. "Look at you, mami. Look at all this."

He kneeled on the bed. Between my legs. His hands on my thighs — pushing them apart, slow, watching my face as he opened me up.

His thumbs pressing into the soft inner skin, tracing circles, moving higher.

My bikini bottoms were soaked — not pool-water soaked, soaked-soaked, the white fabric gone translucent against my brown skin, and I knew he could see everything through it. The swollen lips.

The dark patch of hair I kept trimmed but never shaved. The wet spot that had nothing to do with the pool.

He hooked one finger under the edge of the fabric. Pulled it to the side. Looked at me.

"Jesus Christ."

"Don't — don't just stare at—"

"Nah, shut up. Let me look at you."

I shut up. My face burning. My thighs trembling in his hands.

He was looking at my pussy the way an artist looks at something he's about to spend hours on, and the intensity of it — the focus, the hunger — made me wetter.

I could feel it. A fresh pulse of slick sliding out of me and down toward the sheets.

He lowered himself. Slow. Kissing my inner thigh. Then the other one. Then the crease where my thigh met my hip — that sensitive fold that made me jolt and grab the sheets.

His beard scratched against my skin. Rough. The friction making everything more sensitive, more alive.

His mouth hovered over me. I could feel his breath. Warm. Steady. Right against my clit.

My hips lifted off the bed on their own — reaching for him, begging without words — and he put one hand flat on my stomach and pressed me back down.

"Please," I whispered.

"Please what?"

"Please — just — Tyrone—"

"Say it, mami."

"Eat me. Please. Put your mouth on me. Please."

He smiled against my thigh. I felt it. The curve of his lips on my skin.

And then his mouth was on me.


Chapter 8

His tongue was wide. Flat. Warm. And he used all of it.

Not the teasing, flickering thing Diego did — the careful little circles around my clit that he'd learned from some article and repeated the exact same way every single time for six years like a man following IKEA instructions.

This was different. This was a mouth that covered me completely.

Lips sealed around my pussy, tongue pushing in flat and slow, dragging from my opening all the way up to my clit in one long stroke that made my spine lift off the mattress.

"Oh — oh fuck—"

He did it again. Bottom to top. Slow.

His tongue pressing hard enough that I could feel the texture of it — the rough center, the smoother edges — sliding through my folds and collecting everything that was pouring out of me.

And I was pouring. Dripping. The mess I'd been making since the pool was everywhere — on his chin, his lips, the sheets under my ass.

I was so wet it was embarrassing except I wasn't embarrassed because his mouth was on me and nothing else existed.

He found my clit. Didn't circle it. Didn't flick at it. He sucked it into his mouth.

Gently at first — a soft pull, his lips closing around the swollen bud — and then harder, his tongue pressing flat against it while his lips held it in place, and my hand flew to his head and grabbed whatever I could find.

"AH — ay — ay dios—"

His head between my thighs. His dark skin against my brown skin. His big hands gripping the meat of my thighs, holding them open, thumbs pressing into the soft inner flesh.

I tried to close my legs — reflex, instinct, too much — and he didn't let me. Just held me open and kept his mouth where it was and sucked harder.

My back arched. My toes curled against the sheets.

I was gripping his head with both hands and my wedding ring was catching in his short hair and I could feel the metal against his scalp and I didn't care. I was past caring.

Past thinking. My hips were rolling against his face in tight, grinding circles and the sounds coming out of my mouth were Spanish — rapid, breathless, words I didn't choose.

"Asi — asi — no pares — no pares, papi—"

He growled against me.

I felt the vibration travel through my clit and up into my stomach and I yelped — actually yelped, a high, sharp sound that bounced off the hotel walls — and my thighs clamped around his head.

He pulled back just enough to breathe. Looked up at me from between my legs. His chin was shining. His lips were wet.

His eyes were so dark they were almost black and they were looking at me like I was something he was going to take apart and put back together.

"You taste so fucking good, mami."

"Don't stop — please don't—"

"I ain't going nowhere."

He went back in. But different now.

His tongue pushed inside me — not his fingers, his tongue, curling upward, pressing against the front wall, and the sensation was so specific, so targeted, that my vision went white around the edges.

His nose pressed against my clit.

Every time he moved his tongue I could feel his nose grinding against the swollen bud and the double sensation — inside and outside, his tongue and his face — was making me shake.

His hands slid under my ass. Lifted me.

Tilted my hips up toward his mouth and the angle changed and suddenly his tongue was deeper and his nose was harder against my clit and I was making sounds I'd never heard myself make.

Not moans. Not words. Just noise — raw, broken, coming from somewhere below my lungs.

"Unh — unh — UNH—"

Diego never did this.

Diego went down on me like a chore — something he'd read he was supposed to do, three minutes with a technique he'd never updated, then on to the part he actually wanted.

Tyrone was eating me like it was the main event. Like he'd stay between my thighs for the rest of the afternoon and be happy about it.

His finger slid inside me. One. Thick. Curving upward to meet his tongue.

My back came off the bed and I pulled the pillow over my face and screamed into it because the walls were thin and there were people in the rooms on either side and the sounds I was about to make were not resort-appropriate.

He pulled the pillow away with his free hand. Tossed it off the bed.

"Nah. I wanna hear you."

"The walls—"

"Ion care about no walls."

A second finger. Thicker than Diego's. Longer.

Curling inside me, pressing up against the spongy spot behind my pubic bone while his tongue lapped at my clit — fast now, not slow anymore, the teasing phase over, replaced by something relentless and rhythmic and mechanical in its precision.

"Oh God — oh fuck — oh—"

I was climbing. Fast. The orgasm building in my hips like a pressure gauge spiking into the red. My thighs were shaking uncontrollably.

My hands were on his head again, pulling him into me, and my hips were grinding up against his mouth in desperate, stuttering circles.

He added a third finger.

The stretch made me gasp — a sharp intake of breath that caught in my throat — and he pushed all three deep, curling them, and sucked my clit into his mouth at the same time and I came.

Nothing like what I had with Diego. Nothing like the quiet, controlled, polite orgasms I'd trained myself to have over six years of scheduled sex in a shared apartment with thin walls.

This started at the base of my spine and climbed through every vertebra until it blew out the top of my skull.

My body locked. Every muscle. My abs, my thighs, my calves, my ass — everything clenched at once and held.

My mouth opened and what came out was a sound that started as a moan and climbed and climbed until it was a scream — a real scream, ragged and raw and torn from my chest — and my hips bucked off the bed so hard that Tyrone had to hold me down with his forearm across my stomach.

"AH — AH — MIERDA — AH—"

I squirted. Felt it happen — a hot gush that sprayed against his chin and his mouth and ran down his neck. He didn't pull away. Didn't flinch.

Kept his mouth on me, kept sucking, kept his fingers curling and pressing, and the orgasm didn't stop — it just kept going, rolling through me in waves that got tighter instead of wider, each one sharper than the last, until I was convulsing on the bed with my thighs locked around his head and my hands clawing at the sheets and tears running down my temples into my hair.

I came for what felt like a full minute. Maybe longer. I lost time. Lost place. Lost the ability to think in any language.

There was just his mouth and my body and the wet sounds and the heat and a pleasure so deep and so thorough that it erased everything — Diego, the infertility, the guilt, my name, the fact that I was married, the fact that this was wrong.

All of it. Gone. Replaced by nothing but the feeling of being eaten alive by a man who knew exactly what he was doing.

When it finally ended — when the last tremor shuddered through me and my muscles unlocked and I collapsed flat on the bed gasping — he lifted his head.

Wiped his chin with the back of his hand. Looked at me with those dark eyes.

"That was one."

I was still shaking. Still crying. Still trying to remember how breathing worked. My thighs were trembling so hard the mattress was vibrating.

The sheets under my ass were soaked — a dark, spreading stain that I could feel cooling against my skin.

"One?" My voice was destroyed. Scraped thin.

"Mmhm." He kissed my inner thigh. Soft. Almost gentle. Then the other one. His mouth trailing through the wet mess I'd left on his face, on my skin, on everything.

"I ain't done with you yet."

"I can't — I can't do another one—"

"Yeah you can."


Chapter 9

His mouth was back on me before I finished arguing. But lighter this time. Softer. Just his lips, brushing over my swollen clit in feathery passes that made me twitch and hiss through my teeth.

I was so sensitive after cumming that every touch was too much — a live wire sparking, every nerve ending fried and humming — and I grabbed his head and tried to push him away.

He didn't move. His tongue dragged one long, flat stroke up my center and I jerked like I'd been shocked.

"Fuck — too much — Tyrone, it's too—"

"Shh."

He slowed down. Way down. Just his tongue. Barely touching. Tracing patterns around my clit without landing on it — circling the edges, running along the hood, dipping down to my opening and back up.

Not enough pressure to make me cum. Just enough to keep me right on the edge. To let the sensitivity fade from pain to pleasure, from too much to just enough.

"Mmh — mmh—" Soft sounds. Involuntary. Leaking out of me with every pass of his tongue. My breathing was jagged. My chest rising and falling in quick, shallow hitches.

My nipples were so hard they ached — stiff points pressing against the wet bikini fabric, begging to be touched.

My grip on his head loosened. My hips started moving again — slow, lazy rolls against his mouth, chasing the feeling without rushing it.

Each roll dragged my clit across his tongue and a tiny moan pulsed out of me — "ah" — "ah" — "ah" — one for every pass, rhythmic, like breathing.

"There you go," he murmured against me. The vibration made me twitch. "There she go."

His fingers — still inside me, three of them, thick and curled — started moving again. Slow. In and out. The sound was obscene.

A wet, sucking noise every time he pulled back, a soft squelch every time he pushed in. I was so slick his hand was dripping.

He built me back up. Patient. Methodical.

Tongue working me in slow, wide circles while his fingers stroked that spot inside me — the one Diego had never found, the one I'd only ever hit with the showerhead on the right setting — and the second orgasm started building like weather.

Not a spike. A front. Something wide and dark moving toward me from a distance.

"Oh — oh fuck — it's — it's coming again—"

"Let it."

"It's — unh — bigger — it's bigger this time — ah — AH—"

My legs were shaking. Not trembling — shaking, vibrating, the muscles in my thighs firing involuntarily. My toes were curled so tight my feet were cramping.

I could hear myself — the wet, desperate "unh, unh, unh" getting higher and faster with every stroke of his fingers — and I sounded like someone I'd never met.

"That's it. Give me that shit, mami."

His tongue went flat against my clit. Pressed. Hard.

And his fingers curled up inside me at the same time and the two sensations collided somewhere behind my navel and the second orgasm hit me like a truck.

I didn't scream this time. I couldn't. My mouth opened and nothing came out.

Just a silent, full-body seize — my abs contracting so hard I sat halfway up off the bed, my thighs slamming shut around his head, my fingers digging into the sheets until the fitted corner popped off the mattress.

Everything pulled tight like a bowstring and held — trembling, locked, suspended — and then released in a flood that soaked his face and the bed and everything.

"Mmph—" His voice was muffled between my thighs. He didn't stop. Didn't slow down.

Kept licking me through it while I convulsed around his fingers, my cunt gripping and releasing and gripping in rhythmic contractions that I couldn't control.

The second orgasm rolled into a third without a gap. No rest. No comedown.

One peak bled into the next and suddenly I was climbing again — or still climbing, still cumming, I couldn't tell where one ended and the next began.

"Mmph — mmph — MMPH—"

The sounds were getting louder. Getting wilder.

My body was doing things I'd never felt — clenching in places I didn't know could clench, my lower belly cramping, my inner thighs spasming, my asshole tightening every time his fingers hit that spot.

Something deep inside me was pulsing in time with his tongue. I'd become a single nerve ending and he was licking it.

"AH — AH — AHHH—"

I screamed.

Not a moan. Not a gasp. A scream.

A shriek that ripped out of my throat so loud it echoed off the tile bathroom and I heard — through the ringing in my ears — a muffled bang on the wall from the next room.

Someone had heard me.

Someone knew exactly what was happening in room 314 and the only thing that registered was the mouth between my legs and the fingers inside me and the third orgasm that was tearing through my body like a fire through dry grass.

"AH — AH — AH — FUCK — PAPI — AH—"

Tyrone was grunting between my legs. Eating me harder. Faster.

His whole face buried in my cunt, his nose grinding my clit, his tongue everywhere, his fingers pumping in and out with a wet, slapping rhythm that matched the contractions wracking my body.

His free hand was gripping my thigh so hard I could feel each finger individually — five points of pressure that would be bruises tomorrow.

The third orgasm crested and broke and I squirted again — harder this time, a spray that hit his chin and ran down his neck to his chest — and the sound that came out of me was inhuman.

A shriek.

High and ragged and cracking at the top, the kind of sound that comes from a woman who has lost complete control of her body and her voice and doesn't give a fuck who hears it.

"EEEE — AH — FUCK — FUUUUCK—"

He groaned against me, a deep rumble that I felt in my teeth, and pulled his fingers out and replaced them with his tongue. Pushing in deep. Drinking me.

Swallowing everything my body was giving him while I thrashed on the bed like something possessed — head whipping side to side, fingers tearing at the sheets, my ass lifting off the mattress and slamming back down.

I was babbling. Spanish and English and sounds that weren't either. "Papi — unh — right there — ahi — AHI — mmph — oh God oh God oh—"

I was still coming down — still twitching, still leaking, still making those broken little "ah, ah, ah" sounds with every exhale — when he started the fourth.

No break. No pause.

His mouth shifted — lips around my clit, sucking in that steady rhythm, his tongue flicking the underside of the bud — and two fingers pushed back inside me and curled and my body lurched.

"No — I can't — I can't—"

I could.

The fourth was different from the others. Deeper. Slower.

Less like an explosion and more like a tide — pulling me under, holding me there, a long sustained plateau of pleasure that made my entire body vibrate.

My cunt was clenching around his fingers in slow, rhythmic squeezes — grip, release, grip, release — and each one pushed a sound out of my throat. Not a scream. Not a moan. A keen.

A high, thin, continuous sound — "nnnnhhhh" — that I didn't recognize as my own voice. Like a hum that had been turned inside out. Like something being wrung from my body against my will.

My eyes were shut so tight I was seeing colors. My hands were on his head, gripping, pulling him into me, and I felt it — the catch.

My wedding ring. Snagged in his hair.

The gold band tangled in the short curls at the crown of his head, the metal biting into my finger as I gripped, and for one terrible, electric second Diego's face flashed behind my eyelids.

Diego.

My husband. Sitting in a charter boat somewhere on the ocean. Sunburned. Happy. Trusting me.

The orgasm didn't stop. My body didn't care about Diego.

My cunt was clamping down on Tyrone's fingers and my clit was throbbing against his tongue and the guilt and the pleasure were hitting me at the same time, braided together, and somehow — somehow — the guilt made it better.

Hotter. The wrongness of it. Another man's mouth on me. Another man's fingers inside me. My wedding ring caught in his hair while I came on his face.

"Unh — unh — UNH — UNHHH—"

The sounds got louder. Mouth open. Couldn't close it. Drool on my chin. Tears on my cheeks.

Shaking in one long continuous tremor and the keening turning into something guttural and raw — "AHHH — AHHH — AHHHHHH" — building, climbing, my voice cracking as it rose.

I came so hard my vision went black.

Black. Lights out. My body arched off the bed — spine bent, head thrown back, everything firing at once — and I heard myself from a distance.

A long, broken wail that didn't sound like me. Didn't sound like anyone.

When the fourth orgasm finally released me I went limp and boneless and wrecked and I was sobbing. Full-body sobs that shook the bed. Emptied.

Every tension, every ache, every month of trying and failing — gone. Flushed out of me. Nothing left but a hollow, trembling, soaking wet shell on a stranger's sheets.


Chapter 10

Tyrone lifted his head. His face was a mess. Chin dripping. Lips swollen. My cum in his beard, on his cheeks, running down his neck. He looked like he'd been caught in a rainstorm.

He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Grinned.

"That was four."

I laughed. Or sobbed. Or both. A wrecked, hiccupping sound that came out of me involuntarily. Still twitching.

Aftershocks running through me every few seconds — little jolts that made my thighs clench and my stomach jump.

He crawled up the bed. Slow.

Kissing my stomach — the soft pouch below my navel that I hated, that I'd sucked in a thousand times in front of mirrors, and he kissed it like it was the best part of me.

My ribs. The valley between my tits.

He pulled my bikini top to the side and kissed my nipple — took it into his mouth, sucked gently, his tongue circling the hard peak — and my back arched off the bed and a whimper leaked out of me that sounded pathetic and desperate and perfect.

My collarbone. My neck. My jaw.

Then my mouth — and I could taste myself on his lips, tangy and sharp and mixed with his spit, and I kissed him back because I had no defenses left. No walls. Nothing.

Just a woman in a stranger's bed who had been eaten through four orgasms and was about to do something much worse.

"We just getting started, mami."

He was still in his swim trunks. Still hard. The outline of his cock straining against the wet fabric, curved and thick and longer than anything I'd ever had inside me.

He took my hand and pressed it against him through the trunks and I wrapped my fingers around his shaft — or tried to, because my fingers didn't close — and the size of it in my hand made my empty, clenching, freshly-eaten pussy throb so hard I whimpered.

"Dios mio," I whispered. "That's — you're—"

"Mmhm."

"That's not going to fit."

"It'll fit."

"Tyrone—"

"It's gon' fit, mami. Trust me."

He stood up. Hooked his thumbs into his waistband. Pushed his trunks down.

And I saw it.

And whatever was left of my marriage — whatever thin, fraying thread was still connecting me to the woman who'd checked into this resort yesterday with her husband and her ovulation kit and her desperate, pathetic hope that this vacation would fix something — snapped.

Because I was going to fuck this man. And I was going to love every second of it.

I spread my legs.

"Come here."

He didn't.

He stood at the edge of the bed. Naked. Hard. Looking down at me with that patient, unhurried expression that made me want to crawl out of my skin.

His cock was — I couldn't stop staring at it. Thick. Dark. Curved slightly upward, the head swollen and shining, a bead of precum catching the light from the window.

It hung heavy between his thighs, pulling away from his body at an angle that defied gravity.

A vein ran along the underside — raised, pulsing, visible — and the shaft was so wide that when he wrapped his own hand around it his fingers barely touched.

Diego was maybe four inches. Hard. Thin enough that I could close my fist around him with room to spare. I'd never complained. I'd never known there was something to complain about.

Now I knew.

"You just gon' lay there staring?" He was smiling. That easy, knowing grin.

"I'm — processing."

"Mmhm."

"That's — Tyrone, that's—"

"Big?" He stroked himself. Slow. One long pull from the base to the tip, his thumb rolling over the head, spreading the precum. "Yeah."

I sat up. Swung my legs off the bed.

He was standing right in front of me and from this angle — sitting on the edge of the mattress, eye level with his hips — his cock was right there. Inches from my face.

I could feel the heat coming off it. Could smell him — clean, warm, musky, something dark and male underneath the chlorine and the coconut oil.

I reached for it. Both hands. Wrapped my right hand around the shaft and my fingers didn't close. Not even close. There was an inch gap between my thumb and my middle finger.

I squeezed and felt it pulse — a thick, heavy throb against my palm that made my cunt clench on nothing.

"Dios mio," I whispered.

"You ain't gotta—"

I leaned forward and kissed the head.

He stopped talking.

Just a kiss. Soft. My lips pressing against the smooth, swollen tip. I tasted salt. Precum. Warm skin.

My tongue slipped out without permission — a small, tentative lick across the slit — and the taste hit me somewhere behind my navel. Musky. Dark. Nothing like Diego. Diego tasted like soap and nothing.

This tasted like a man.

I opened my mouth.

The head alone stretched my jaw. I felt my lips spread around him — wide, wider, the corners of my mouth pulling tight — and he wasn't even past the tip.

I breathed through my nose. Relaxed my throat the way I'd read about but never needed to do with Diego because Diego fit in my mouth like a thumb.

I took another inch. Two. My tongue pressed flat against the underside of his shaft and I could feel every ridge, every vein, the thick pulse of his heartbeat through the skin.

My jaw was already aching. A dull burn in the hinges that spread up to my temples. Worth it.

"Shit," Tyrone breathed. "Shit, mami."

His hand found my hair. My curls — still damp from the pool, tangled, wild — and he gathered them. Slowly.

Wrapped them around his fist like a rope, making a ponytail, and the pull against my scalp sent a shiver down my spine that ended between my legs. He didn't push my head. Just held.

Controlled. Let me set the pace but made sure I knew who was in charge.

I pulled back. Licked the head. Pushed forward again. Deeper this time. Three inches. Four.

The head hit the back of my tongue and my throat closed and I gagged — a wet, lurching sound that sent spit flooding out of my mouth and down his shaft.

"Easy — easy, you good—"

I wasn't good. My eyes were watering. My jaw was screaming. And I wanted more of him in my mouth so badly that my hands were shaking.

I pulled off. Gasping. Spit hanging from my bottom lip to his cock in a long, swinging strand.

I looked up at him through wet lashes and then I went lower — past his shaft, underneath, to his balls. Heavy. Full. Hanging in the dark skin of his sac.

I nuzzled my face against them. Felt the coarse hair against my cheek.

Opened my mouth and sucked one into my mouth — warm, musky, filling my cheek — and his hand tightened in my hair and his abs clenched and a low groan rumbled out of his chest.

"Oh shit — oh shit, mami—"

I sucked the other one. Then both, stretching my mouth wide to take them, my tongue working underneath while my hand stroked his shaft above my head. Slow. Twisting. My fingers slick with spit.

I could feel his pulse through the skin — fast, heavy, pounding.

His cock twitched against my forehead with every stroke and a bead of precum dripped onto my hairline and I didn't wipe it away.

"You nasty as fuck," he said. Not an insult. A compliment. "Goddamn, girl. Where you learn all this?"

I didn't learn it. Not from Diego. Not from anyone.

This was something else — something animal, something that had been sleeping inside me for six years of polite, scheduled, missionary sex and had just woken up with another man's balls in my mouth.

I let them slide out. Licked back up the shaft. Kissed the head.

Then I gripped the base with both hands — stacked, one on top of the other, and there was still shaft above my top hand that my mouth couldn't reach — and I started sucking.

Sloppy. Wet. Not the neat, careful blowjobs I gave Diego on birthdays and anniversaries. This was messy. Desperate. Drool running down my chin, down his shaft, dripping off his balls onto the carpet.

My head bobbing in fast, shallow strokes because I couldn't take more than four inches without choking and four inches was barely half of him.

"That's it," he said. Low. His fist still in my hair, guiding me now — pulling me forward when I was too shallow, easing me back when I gagged.

"Just like that, mami. You doing so good."

The praise hit me between the legs. A pulse of heat that made me squeeze my thighs together.

I moaned around his cock — "mmph" — and the vibration made his hips jerk forward and another half inch pushed into my throat and I gagged again and spit poured out of me.

He pulled out. I gasped. And before I could take another breath he slapped his cock against my tongue.

I froze.

He did it again. Holding the shaft, tapping the heavy head against my open mouth — wet, thick slaps that I felt in my teeth. Then across my cheek. My other cheek.

***

Back to my tongue.

The sound was obscene — slap, slap, slap — and each one left a smear of spit and precum on my skin and each one sent a jolt straight to my cunt.

"You like that?" He tapped it against my bottom lip. "Huh? You like getting your pretty face slapped with this dick?"

"Mmhm — yes — si—"

He pushed it back into my mouth and I took it like I was starving.

"Fuck — you feel that? Feel how hard you got me?"

I could feel it. Swelling. Getting thicker in my mouth. The veins along the shaft pulsing faster under my tongue.

I pulled back and looked at it — shining with my spit, angry, dark, the head almost purple — and I licked the underside from his balls all the way to the tip in one long stroke that made his stomach clench.

"Goddamn, girl."

He reached down. Hooked his fingers under the strings of my bikini top. Pulled.

The knot behind my neck gave and the fabric fell away from my tits — heavy, swinging free, my nipples hard and dark and pointing at the floor. He stared.

"Look at them titties. Bring that ass up here."

He pulled me up by the hair — not rough, firm — and pressed his cock between my tits.

I pushed them together with both hands, the brown flesh swallowing his dark shaft, and he thrust. Slow.

The head poking out the top with every stroke, shining with spit, and I dipped my chin and licked it every time it appeared.

"Unh — shit—"

I caught a glimpse of us. The closet door — mirrored. Full length. And there we were. Me on my knees, tits wrapped around a cock that was longer than my face was wide.

Him standing over me, one hand in my hair, his dark body towering. My brown skin against his darker skin. My wedding ring visible on my left hand where it was pressing my tits together.

I looked like a whore. A married whore with mascara running down her cheeks and spit on her chin and another man's cock between her tits.

I looked fucking incredible.

I let go of my tits. Took him back in my mouth. This time I was going to take all of it. I breathed deep through my nose. Opened my throat.

Pushed forward — past four inches, past five, the head sliding into my throat and my gag reflex screaming and I swallowed around him and pushed further. Six inches. My nose almost touching his pelvis.

My throat bulging. Tears pouring. My body convulsing around the intrusion but I held — held — jaw locked, hands gripping his thighs, my whole face buried in his crotch.

"Holy — FUCK—" His hand slammed flat against the wall behind him. His knees buckled.

His cock pulsed in my throat and I felt it swell, thicken, and for a second I thought he was going to cum right there, down my throat, and I wanted it.

I wanted all of it.

I held for four seconds. Five.

Then my body won and I pulled back with a ragged gasp, spit flooding out of my mouth in a waterfall, a thick web of drool connecting my lips to his cock that stretched and swung and dripped onto my tits.

"Fuck," I gasped. My voice was gone. Shredded. "Fuck."

"You just deepthroated my shit." He was breathing hard. Looking at me like I'd performed a miracle. "Ain't nobody ever — goddamn, mami."

I was high. Dizzy. My throat was raw and my jaw was wrecked and I'd never felt more powerful in my life. I took him back in my mouth.

Not deep this time — fast, shallow, sloppy strokes, my hands working the base, sucking and stroking and gagging and I was making sounds — "glk, glk, mmph, mmph" — wet, obscene sounds that echoed off the tile bathroom.

Let them echo.

My right hand dropped between my legs. I couldn't help it.

I was so swollen, so sensitive from the four orgasms, that the first brush of my fingers against my clit made me whimper around his cock.

I started rubbing — fast, tight circles, my own cum slick on my fingers — while I sucked him. Multitasking.

My hips grinding against my hand, my mouth grinding on his cock, drool everywhere, tears streaming down my face.

"You touching yourself?" He looked down. Saw my hand between my thighs. "Damn, mami. You that turned on right now? Sucking my dick got you that wet?"

I couldn't answer. My mouth was full. I nodded — a jerky, frantic nod with his cock still between my lips — and kept going. Faster. Both ends.

My mouth and my fingers working at the same rhythm and the orgasm was building already — number five, impossibly, my body refusing to quit even though my jaw was on fire and my knees were aching on the hotel carpet where I'd slid off the bed without realizing.

I was on my knees. On the floor.

Looking up at him with his cock in my mouth and tears on my face and my hand between my legs and my wedding ring wet with my own cum.

The gold band flashing every time my fingers moved.

"Look at you," he said. Soft. Almost tender. "Look at you, mami. On your knees for me. Yo husband out there on a boat and you in here choking on my shit. Goddamn."

I came.

Not a big one. Not like the four before.

A tight, clenching spasm that rolled through my lower belly and made my thighs snap shut around my hand and my mouth go slack around his cock.

A small moan — "mmhh" — leaked out around his shaft and my body shuddered and I kept sucking through it because I didn't want to stop. Didn't want to take my mouth off him.

The orgasm pulsed through me in quick, shallow waves — clench, release, clench, release — and with every clench I moaned and with every moan his cock twitched against my tongue.

"Unh — fuck — you bout to make me—"

His hand tightened on my head. His hips started moving — short, controlled thrusts into my mouth, his cock sliding over my tongue in a rhythm he was setting now, not me. I let him.

Went slack. Let him use my mouth. My jaw was numb. My lips were swollen. Spit was running down my neck, between my tits, pooling on the carpet between my knees.

"Shit — shit — I'm bout to—"

He pulled out. Fast. His cock springing free from my lips with a wet pop, a thick strand of spit stretching and breaking between us. He gripped the base. Squeezed. His jaw clenching.

His whole body rigid. Holding it back.

"Nah," he breathed. Eyes closed. "Nah, not yet. I ain't wasting this in your mouth."

***

I sat back on my heels. Panting. My face was a wreck — smeared with spit and tears and precum. My jaw was pulsing with a deep, radiating ache.

My knees were red from the carpet. My hand was still between my legs, two fingers resting against my swollen clit.

He looked down at me. Breathing hard. His cock jutting out in front of him, dark and shining and twitching with the effort of not cumming.

"Get on the bed, mami."


Chapter 11

I got on the bed.

Crawled onto it on all fours, my ass in the air, my tits hanging, my knees sinking into the wet spot I'd left earlier. The sheets were destroyed.

Soaked through in a dark oval the size of a dinner plate. I could feel the cold dampness against my shins.

My bikini bottoms were still on — the white thong, translucent now, the string buried between my cheeks, the front panel so wet it was clinging to every fold and curve like paint.

Tyrone climbed on behind me. The mattress dipped with his weight.

His hands found my hips — both of them, wide palms covering me from hipbone to the top of my ass — and he pulled me back against him.

His cock pressed into the crease of my ass. Hot. Thick.

Sliding up and down between my cheeks, the underside dragging against my thong, and I dropped my face into the pillow and made a sound that wasn't a word.

"Mmmmph—"

"You ready?"

"Yes — fuck — yes—"

"Yeah?" His hand slid down. Found the string of my thong. Pulled it to the side.

His fingers brushed my pussy — swollen, dripping, the lips puffy and spread and slick with everything that had been pouring out of me for the last hour — and he ran two fingers through my folds.

Slow. Collecting. Then he brought them to his mouth and sucked them clean.

"Damn, mami. You soaking."

"Please — Tyrone — just put it—"

"Put what?"

"Put it in me. Please."

"Say it right."

"Fuck me." My voice cracked.

My face was in the pillow and my ass was in the air and I was begging a stranger to put his cock inside me and I sounded desperate because I was.

"Fuck me, papi. Please. I need it."

"There she go."

He lined up. I felt the head press against my opening — blunt, wide, radiating heat — and my body tensed. Instinct. Self-preservation.

Because my body knew what my brain was trying to forget — that this was bigger than anything I'd ever taken and my pussy had only ever stretched around four inches of Diego and this was about to be something else entirely.

He pushed.

Just the head. Just the thick, swollen tip splitting me open, and my mouth fell open against the pillow and the sound that came out was somewhere between a moan and a scream.

My walls stretched. Burned. That sharp, searing burn of being opened too wide too fast, and my fingers clawed at the sheets and my toes curled and I heard myself — high, thin, breaking —

"AH — ah — oh God — oh fuck—"

"Breathe, mami. Breathe."

I couldn't breathe. I couldn't think.

The head was inside me and it was so thick that I could feel my pulse in my walls, could feel every millimeter of him stretching me, and there were still inches — so many inches — that hadn't gone in yet.

He pushed deeper. Slow. Steady. One continuous slide that went on and on and on. I felt him pass the depth Diego reached in the first inch.

Felt him go deeper than Diego had ever been. Felt him reach places inside me that had never been touched — the deep walls, the end of me — and press against them.

"Unh — UNH — oh — oh dios — oh—"

"That's it. Take it. You taking it so good."

Five inches. Six. I was stuffed. Full in a way I didn't know a body could be full. He was in my stomach. In my chest. In my throat.

The pressure was everywhere — not just between my legs but radiating outward through my pelvis, my hips, my lower back. I could feel him rearranging me.

My insides shifting to make room for something they were never designed to hold.

He bottomed out.

His hips pressed flush against my ass. His balls resting heavy against my clit. Every inch of him inside me. I couldn't move. Couldn't breathe.

Just knelt there on all fours with my face in the pillow and my body impaled and my mouth making a continuous sound — "nnnnhhh" — that I couldn't stop.

"You feel that?" His voice was strained. Tight. Even he was feeling it. "Feel all that, mami?"

"I feel — everything — I feel—"

"That's all of it. Every inch."

He stayed there. Buried. Letting me adjust. His hands rubbing slow circles on my lower back, my hips, the swell of my ass. Patient. Waiting for my body to stop clenching and start opening.

It took a minute. Maybe two. Slowly the burn faded. The stretch settled from pain into something else — a deep, aching fullness that throbbed in time with my heartbeat. My walls relaxed around him.

Loosened. And the fullness that had felt like too much started to feel like not enough.

I rocked my hips back. Tiny movement. Just half an inch.

But the drag of him inside me — the friction of his cock against my walls, every ridge and vein catching on my swollen flesh — sent a bolt of pleasure through me so sharp I screamed into the pillow.

"AH—"

"There she go." He pulled back. Two inches. Three.

I felt every millimeter leaving me — felt the hollowness behind it, the emptiness, my walls collapsing inward like they were trying to hold onto something that was being taken away.

Then he pushed back in. Smooth. Deep. All the way to the base.

"FUCK—"

He started to move.

Slow at first. Long, full strokes — pulling almost all the way out, just the head left inside me, then sliding back in to the root. The sound was wet. Obscene.

A slick, squelching rhythm that filled the room. My pussy was so wet it was dripping down my thighs, running down to my knees, soaking the sheets underneath me.

"Unh — unh — unh—" One moan for every thrust. Punched out of me. I couldn't help it. He was so deep that every stroke pushed air out of my lungs.

My tits were swinging under me — heavy, bouncing, slapping together with every impact. My ass was rippling every time his hips hit my cheeks.

The sound of skin on skin — his hips against my ass, wet and heavy — mixed with the wet sounds from inside me and my moaning and his grunting into something filthy and loud and I was grateful for the thick walls of this hotel because the people next door already hated us.

He sped up. Not a lot. Just enough that the rhythm shifted from slow and deep to steady and punishing.

His hands on my hips, pulling me back to meet every thrust, using my body like a handle.

I was braced on my forearms now, face turned sideways on the pillow, mouth open, eyes unfocused, drool pooling on the cotton.

"How that feel, mami? Huh? How that big dick feel?"

"So — unh — so good — so fucking — AH—"

"Better than yo husband?"

The question hit me like a slap. Because the answer was yes. Yes it felt better. So much better that it wasn't even the same act.

What Diego did to me and what this man was doing to me were not the same thing. Diego fucked me like he was knocking on a door. Tyrone was kicking it down.

"Yes," I whispered. Into the pillow. Where no one could hear it.

"What was that?"

"YES — fuck — yes, it's better — it's so much — AH — bigger — deeper — I can't—"

"That's right." He leaned over my back. His chest against me. His mouth at my ear.

His cock still moving, still pumping, but the angle shifted — deeper now, hitting the front wall, pressing against that spot that made everything blur. "That little dick ain't never hit this spot, huh?"

"No — unh — never — he can't — he's not — AH—"

"I know, mami. I know."

He straightened up. Grabbed my ass. Both hands.

Spread my cheeks apart and I felt the air hit me — exposed, open, everything on display — and he watched himself slide in and out of me.

Watched my pussy grip his shaft on every outstroke. Watched the cream ring that was building at his base — thick, white, foamy — evidence of how many times I'd already cum on this cock.

"Look at this pretty pussy, mami. Look how she taking me. She ain't never been this full, huh?"

"Never — mmph — never—"

He changed position. Grabbed my right knee, lifted it, turned me onto my side without pulling out.

The rotation made his cock twist inside me and I yelped — a sharp, surprised sound — and then he was behind me, spooning, one big arm under my neck, the other holding my thigh up and open, and he started fucking me from behind in long, rolling strokes that hit different from this angle.

His arm across my body. Dark against brown.

His hand flat on my stomach — wide, strong, the contrast of his Black skin against my Latina belly making something click in my brain that was primal and visual and wrong and so fucking hot.

Diego's hand on my stomach was the same color as mine. This was different. This man's body against my body looked like a photograph.

Like something I'd scroll past on my phone at 2 AM and feel guilty about.

Deeper. If that was possible. The curve of his cock was pressing against places I didn't have names for. My G-spot on every stroke. Something behind it that sent electric shocks up my spine.

I was making sounds I'd never made — guttural, animalistic, sounds from the bottom of my chest that came out as growls and whimpers and long, shaking moans.

"Unh — UNH — papi — right there — RIGHT THERE — don't stop — no pares — AH — AHHHH—"

I came. Number six.

It hit fast — no buildup, no warning, just a sudden clenching of everything below my navel and a gush of wetness that sprayed against his thighs and my thighs and the sheets.

My body convulsed in his arms. He held me. Kept fucking me through it.

His mouth on my neck, biting, his arm locked around me, his cock driving in and out of me while I shook apart.

"That's it — cum on this dick — there you go — good girl—"

"AH — AH — MIERDA — PAPI — AH—"

"Latina pussy hit different," he said. Low. Almost to himself. Like he was just observing a fact. "Swear to God. Y'all built different."

I couldn't even respond.

Just shook in his arms with his cum-talk ringing in my ears and my body still pulsing and my brain filing away the phrase "Latina pussy hit different" in a place I'd never be able to delete it from.


Chapter 12

He pulled out. Slow. Rolled onto his back. His cock standing straight up — dark, shining, slick with me from root to tip. Still hard. Still thick. Still twitching.

"Come ride it, mami."

My limbs were jelly. My thighs were shaking. But I climbed on top of him because my body had stopped listening to my brain about three orgasms ago and was now running on pure autopilot.

I straddled him. Knees on either side of his hips. My hands on his chest — broad, hard, slick with sweat.

His cock pressed against my ass and I reached back and gripped it and lined it up and sank down.

"OH — unh — oh dios mio—"

The angle. From on top, with gravity pulling me down, he went deeper than he had in any other position.

I felt my weight drive him into me — all of him, every inch, until my ass was sitting flush against his hips and my clit was grinding against his pelvis and I was so full I couldn't breathe.

"Fuck, mami. Look at you." His hands found my hips. Not guiding. Just resting. Letting me set the pace.

His eyes moving from my face to my tits to the place where his cock disappeared into my body. "Ride that shit."

I started slow. Rolling my hips. Forward and back. Grinding him inside me in tight circles that dragged his cock across every wall.

My hands braced on his chest, my nails digging into the muscle, my hair falling around my face in damp curtains.

Soft sounds — "mmh, mmh, mmh" — rhythmic, almost meditative, each one pushed out by the roll of my hips.

Then I started bouncing.

Up and down. Lifting myself until just the head was inside me, then dropping my weight and taking all of him in one stroke.

The impact sent shockwaves through my ass and thighs — I could feel them ripple, could feel everything jiggling and bouncing and shaking — and the wet smack of my ass hitting his hips was loud enough to echo.

"Mierda — ay — unh — se siente tan grande — tan — AH—"

The Spanish was pouring out of me now. Uncontrolled.

My accent fully loose, every vowel soft and rolling, and I wasn't translating anymore — just feeling and saying whatever my body pushed out of my mouth.

"Eres tan grande, papi — me llenas toda — unh — Diego nunca — he never — he can't — AH — you're so deep — tan profundo — I can feel you in my — mmph — in my stomach — AH—"

"That's right, mami. Talk to me. Tell me how that dick feel."

"It feels — unh — so much bigger than — he's so small, papi — four inches — that's all I ever had — four inches for six years and now you're — AH — you're ruining me — I can't go back to that — mmph — I can't—"

"You ain't gotta go back to shit."

His hands slid from my hips to my ass. Grabbed handfuls.

Spread me open while I rode him — pulling my cheeks apart so he could watch his cock slide in and out of my stretched pussy.

I could feel the air on my hole, could feel how exposed I was, and the vulnerability of it mixed with the fullness and the friction sent me spiraling.

I was bouncing harder now. Faster. My tits flying.

Slapping against each other, against my chest, against his hands when he reached up and grabbed them — palming both, fingers sinking into the soft flesh, my nipples caught between his knuckles.

He squeezed and I yelped and my pussy clenched and he groaned.

"Goddamn this ass, mami. This fat ass bouncing on my shit — unh — yo husband ever see you ride like this?"

"No — mmph — I never — he doesn't — I don't ride him like this — he's too small for this — AH — I need — I need something to feel — I need THIS—"

I caught my reflection again. The closet mirror. Full length. And the image that looked back at me was someone I didn't recognize.

A thick, brown, naked Latina woman riding a Black man's cock like her life depended on it. Tits bouncing. Ass rippling. Sweat running down her stomach. Her face twisted in something between agony and ecstasy.

Her mouth open. Her eyes wild.

His dark hands on her brown hips — the contrast, the color difference, his fingers denting her flesh — it looked like the cover of the kind of book you read with your phone tilted away from the person next to you on the bus.

Behind her — in the mirror — I could see his cock. See it appearing and disappearing between my thighs.

Dark shaft, white cream ring at the base, my brown pussy lips stretched around him like a rubber band. His Black cock. My Latina pussy. The visual was pornographic.

It was the filthiest thing I'd ever seen and it was me. A married Latina bouncing on Black dick in a resort hotel while her husband fished.

I locked eyes with myself in the mirror and I rode him harder.

"AH — AH — AH — SI — SI — PAPI — ASI — FUCK—"

"That's it — bounce on that dick — goddamn — you feel so good, mami — this pussy gripping me—"

"I'm — unh — I'm gonna — again — oh fuck I'm gonna cum again—"

"Do it. Cum on this dick. Let me feel it."

I slammed my hips down. Ground against him.

My clit crushed against his pelvis, his cock pressed against my cervix, and I came — number seven — a rolling, clenching wave that made me throw my head back and scream at the ceiling.

My pussy pulsing around him in hard, rhythmic squeezes. My thighs locking. My nails drawing blood on his chest.

"AHHH — FUCK — MIERDA — PAPI — UNHHH—"

He sat up. Mid-orgasm.

Grabbed me around the waist and pulled me against his chest — my tits crushed against him, his mouth on my neck, biting — and he started thrusting up into me from below. Hard. Fast.

Jackhammering up while I was still cumming, still convulsing, my body out of my control and his cock driving into me from underneath.

"Unh — unh — UNH — oh God — oh — I can't stop — I can't stop cumming — AH—"

I couldn't. The orgasm wouldn't end. Every thrust extended it.

My arms around his neck, my face buried in his shoulder, my body shaking in his grip while he fucked up into me and my pussy squeezed and released and squeezed and my cum was running down his cock and his balls and pooling on the sheets underneath us.

When it finally faded I was limp. Draped over him like a blanket. My forehead on his shoulder. His cock still inside me, still hard, still throbbing.

"You good?" he asked. His chest heaving under me.

"Mmhh." Not a word. Just vibration.

He lifted me off him. My pussy made a wet sound as his cock slid free — a slick, sucking pop that made my face burn — and he laid me on my back.

My hair fanning across the pillow, my tits settling to the sides, my legs splayed open.

He pushed my knees to my chest. Folded me in half. My thighs pressed against my stomach, my pussy tilted upward, open and swollen and dripping. He drove back in from above.

Missionary. But nothing like Diego's gentle rocking with his face in my neck.

This was him above me, his full weight behind every thrust, hammering down into me at an angle that put his cock against my cervix.

I could feel it — the blunt head bumping against the deepest part of me with every stroke — and the sensation was pain and pleasure braided together so tight I couldn't separate them.

"OH — oh fuck — oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck—"

He was pounding me. Really pounding. The bed slamming against the wall in a rapid, rhythmic banging that probably sounded exactly like what it was to everyone on this floor.

My tits were bouncing up toward my chin with every impact. My ass was jiggling against his thighs. The wet slapping sound was so loud it was drowning out my moaning.

I looked up at him. Sweat dripping off his jaw onto my chest. His muscles flexing — shoulders, arms, abs, everything working, everything engaged. His dark skin glistening against mine. Brown under Black.

His body eclipsing mine — wider, darker, heavier, more. Everything about him was more. More man than I'd ever had on top of me. More cock than I'd ever had inside me.

More skin contrast than I'd ever seen up close.

My brown thighs locked around his Black waist and the visual from below — his chest, his jaw, his shoulders blotting out the ceiling — made me feel small and covered and claimed in a way Diego's body never could.

"You so fucking beautiful, mami." He said it between thrusts. Between grunts. "So — unh — fucking — beautiful — this pretty brown body — taking all this Black dick — unh—"

I wrapped my legs around his waist. Pulled him in.

Locked my ankles behind his back the way I'd locked them around Diego a hundred times except this time the cock inside me was reaching places Diego didn't know existed and my body was singing at a frequency I'd never hit before.

"Harder," I said. "Harder, papi. Fuck me harder."

"Yeah?"

"HARDER."

He gave me harder. His hips pistoning. The headboard cracking against the wall. My nails raking down his back leaving pale trails on his dark skin that would turn red by morning.

My brown legs wrapped around his Black body. His dark chest sliding against my brown tits.

Every point of contact was a color wheel — him, me, the white sheets underneath us — and I was aware of all of it, hyperaware, every shade and surface.

I was screaming — not moaning, not whimpering, screaming — a continuous, ragged sound that rose and fell with his strokes and I didn't even try to be quiet anymore.

"FUCK — FUCK — AH — UNH — PAPI — YES — YES — AH—"

***

The next orgasm — I'd lost count, numbers had stopped meaning anything — started in my toes. I felt it gathering there first. Then my calves. Then my thighs. Climbing. Spreading.

Like fire moving through dry brush, eating everything in its path. My stomach. My chest. My fingertips. My scalp.

"I'm — I'm gonna — oh God — I'm—"

"Cum for me, mami. Cum on this dick."

"I'M — AH — AH — AHHHHHHH—"

It detonated. My whole body arched off the bed — spine curved, head thrown back, legs clamped around him, every muscle locked. I squirted so hard it sprayed against his stomach.

My pussy clenched around his cock in violent, rhythmic contractions — grip, release, grip, release — and each one pulled a sound out of me that was barely human. My vision whited out.

My ears rang.

I was cumming and cumming and cumming and it wouldn't stop and he was still fucking me through it, still hammering, still hitting that spot, and each thrust extended the orgasm by another second until I was convulsing under him in one long continuous seize that felt like it was going to kill me.

He slowed. Stopped. Stayed inside me. Buried. His forehead dropped against mine. Both of us breathing like we'd sprinted a mile. Sweat dripping between us. My body still twitching around him in aftershocks.

"You good?" he asked.

I laughed. A wrecked, broken, gasping laugh. "Am I good? I just — I don't even know what — that was—"

"We ain't done yet."

"Tyrone, I can't—"

"Yeah you can. You been saying that all day and you keep cumming."

He had a point.


Chapter 13

He pulled out. Slow. I felt every inch leaving me and the emptiness was devastating — a hollow, gaping ache that made my walls clench on nothing. I could feel how open I was.

How stretched. How different my body was now compared to an hour ago. Diego would never feel the same inside me again. That thought should have scared me. It made my cunt throb.

"Turn over."

I turned over. On my stomach. Face in the pillow. Ass up.

He grabbed the waistband of my bikini bottoms — the white thong that had started all of this, still technically on, the string buried between my cheeks — and pulled them down my thighs in one motion.

Off my knees. Off my ankles. Gone. I was naked. Completely naked in a stranger's hotel bed in the middle of the afternoon while my husband caught fish.

Tyrone's hands on my ass. Dark fingers gripping brown cheeks. Spreading me open.

I felt his eyes on me — on everything, the mess between my legs, the swollen lips, the slick running down my thighs — and I buried my face deeper into the pillow because being seen like this, this ruined, this open, by a man this Black and this big and this not-my-husband, was almost too much.

"Prettiest brown pussy I ever seen," he said. "And I done seen a lot. But this Latina shit right here? Mami. This pussy was made for this dick."

He pushed back in. One stroke. All the way.

My back arched and I screamed into the pillow and he grabbed my hair — gathered the curls in his fist again — and pulled my head up.

"Nah. I told you. I wanna hear you."

He started fucking me. Hard. From the jump. No warmup, no slow build — just full, deep, punishing strokes that slammed his hips against my ass and sent shockwaves rippling through my body.

The angle was devastating. Every thrust dragged across my G-spot. Every thrust bumped my cervix.

I was on my hands and knees with my hair in his fist and my tits swinging and my ass clapping against his hips and I was loud — so loud, so fucking loud.

"AH — AH — AH — PAPI — AH — HARDER — FUCK ME — AH—"

"Yeah. There she go. That's my girl."

His girl. Not Diego's girl. His.

The thought hit me like a punch and I came again — sudden, blinding, my pussy clamping down on him so hard he grunted and his rhythm broke. Another squirt. Another scream.

Another full-body convulsion that left me face down in the pillow with my ass in the air and his cock still buried in me and my brain completely, thoroughly empty.

He didn't stop.

He fucked me through it. Fucked me past it.

Grabbed my hips and pulled me back onto his cock over and over and I was limp — ragdoll limp, no resistance, just a body being used — and what left my mouth wasn't sound anymore.

Just breath and vibration. "Unh. Unh. Unh." Flat. Monotone. Fucked stupid.

"I'm bout to cum," he said. His voice was tight. Strained. Losing the smooth. "Where you want it, mami? Tell me where you want it."

***

Inside me. The answer was instant. Primal. No thought involved.

"Inside me," I said. My voice was destroyed. Barely a whisper. "Cum inside me. Adentro. Please."

"You sure? You on something?"

I wasn't. I wasn't on anything.

Three years of trying to get pregnant and failing and I was about to let a Black man I'd met yesterday cum inside my married Latina pussy raw and I wasn't on anything and I didn't care.

Diego's little cock had tried for three years and failed. This big Black dick had been inside me for an hour and my body was already doing things it had never done for my husband.

Some part of me — some fucked up, lizard-brain, breeding-instinct part — thought: maybe this is what my body was waiting for.

"I'm sure. Do it. Cum in me, papi. Breed me. Give it all to me."

"Shit — fuck — FUCK—"

He slammed into me. Hard. Once. Twice. Three times. And then he buried himself to the root and held and I felt it — the pulse. The throb.

His Black cock swelling inside me, the head expanding against my deepest wall, and then the first jet of cum hitting me so deep I felt it in my stomach.

"UNHHH — FUCK—"

He came in long, heavy pulses. I could feel each one — hot, thick, flooding me, filling spaces Diego didn't know existed. A Black man's cum. Deep in a married Latina's unprotected pussy.

His hands on my brown hips, pulling me back against him, grinding deep, making sure every drop went as far inside me as it could go. My abuelita was Black. The thought came from nowhere.

Hit me mid-orgasm. A baby from this man wouldn't even raise questions. My family would just nod and say genetics. And I was cumming while I thought it.

His cock throbbing against my walls — one pulse, two, three, four, five — and with every pulse a groan ripped out of his chest that vibrated through my whole body.

I came with him. One last time. A small, fluttering orgasm that rolled through me like an aftershock — my pussy clenching around him in gentle rhythmic squeezes that milked every drop out of him.

"Mmh — mmh — mmh—" Soft sounds. Exhausted sounds. The sounds of a woman who had been fucked into a different person.

He stayed inside me. His chest draped over my back. His mouth on my shoulder. Both of us breathing. Just breathing.

His cock softening slowly inside me, the cum settling, pooling, starting to leak around his shaft and drip down my thighs in a warm, slow trickle.

When he finally pulled out, the flood was instant. Cum poured out of me. Thick. White. Running down my pussy, my thighs, dripping onto the sheets in a steady stream that wouldn't stop. Hollow. Open.

Wrecked. My pussy gaping — air against my inner walls, the stretch still echoing, the shape of him still imprinted inside me.

I collapsed onto the bed. Face down. Arms at my sides. Legs spread. Cum still leaking out of me. The sheets soaked underneath me in an expanding pool of sweat and cum and squirt.

Done. A woman-shaped puddle of sweat and satisfaction and another man's semen.

And then his hand landed on my ass. Firm. Possessive. Squeezed the whole cheek until his fingers dug into the soft flesh and I whimpered into the pillow.

"Where you going?"

"Nowhere," I mumbled. My face was smashed into the pillow. I couldn't move. I literally could not move. My legs were jelly. My arms were dead.

My pussy was still contracting in little aftershocks around nothing. "I can't move."

"Good."

The bed shifted. His weight behind me. His knees between mine — not spreading them, just settling between them, keeping my thighs close together. And then his body lowered onto mine. Slow. Heavy.

Two hundred and twenty pounds of man pressing me flat into the mattress until I couldn't expand my ribs all the way and every breath was shallow and warm and his.

His cock settled in the crease of my ass. Still hard. How was he still hard?

I'd felt him cum — felt every single pulse of it — and he was still thick and heavy and hot against my skin, sliding through the slick mess between my cheeks.

"Tyrone — I can't — I already—"

"Shh." His mouth on the back of my neck. His lips against the knob of my spine. "You can. One more, mami. Give me one more."

His hips shifted. His cock slid down — through the cum coating my thighs, through the mess, finding the opening by feel. He pushed in.

"OH — oh god — oh fuck—"

Different. Completely different. My legs were together. My thighs pressed tight.

Everything was swollen and oversensitive and slippery with his cum and my pussy was already full of it — thick and warm and coating my walls — and his cock pushed through all of it, displacing his own load, and the sound it made was obscene.

Wet. Squelching. The sound of a pussy that had already been bred pushing back against the cock that bred it.

"Mmh — mmh — fuck—" My fingers clawed at the sheets. My toes curled.

The angle was different prone — tighter, more friction, every ridge and vein of his cock dragging against walls that were already raw and swollen. He filled me in a way that was almost painful.

Almost. The line between too much and exactly enough.

His full weight pinned me. I couldn't move my hips. Couldn't grind. Couldn't do anything except lie there flat on my stomach with my face in the pillow and take it.

His chest against my back — Black skin on brown skin, his body covering mine completely, swallowing me.

His hands sliding up my arms until his fingers laced through mine and pressed my hands into the mattress above my head. His dark fingers wrapped around my brown ones.

My wedding ring cold between our knuckles. Pinned. Held. Covered. Bred.

He started moving. Slow this time. No jackhammering. No punishing strokes.

Long, deliberate rolls of his hips that pulled almost all the way out — I felt the head catch on my entrance, felt cum ooze around it — and then sank all the way back in.

Deep. So deep the head bumped something that turned my brain off for a full second.

"Unh — unh — unh—" One sound per stroke. That's all I had left. My voice was raw. My throat was wrecked from screaming.

Every thrust pushed a grunt out of me that was more breath than sound.

"Feel that?" His mouth was right at my ear. His voice low. Intimate. Barely above a whisper. "Feel how deep I am right now?"

I couldn't answer. Just nodded. My cheek rubbing against the wet pillow.

"Deeper than this position, mami. Your legs together like this — shit—" His fingers tightened on mine. His hips stuttered. "Tight as fuck. Tighter than the first time."

He was right. Everything was compressed.

My thighs squeezed together turned my pussy into a vise and I could feel every inch of him — the shaft stretching me, the head grinding against the back wall, the cum getting churned inside me with every slow pump.

Frothy. I could hear it. This wet, sloppy, rhythmic sound that was half squelch and half suction.

"Ah — ah — papi — that's so deep — you're so deep—"

"I know, mami. I know."

His pace picked up. Not fast — just less slow. More deliberate.

His hips rolling into me with this grinding motion at the end of every stroke that pressed his pelvis against my ass and his cock against my cervix and held there for a beat before pulling back.

Every grind pushed his cum deeper. I could feel it — warm and thick, being packed into me like he was trying to push it past my cervix and into my womb.

The orgasm built from somewhere low. Not sharp. Not sudden. A deep, warm pressure that started in my belly and spread like heat through water.

My pussy started clenching without my permission — these slow, rhythmic squeezes that pulled him deeper with every contraction.

"You bout to cum again?" He could feel it. Of course he could feel it. My walls were gripping him, rippling around his shaft. "Yeah. That's it. Let me feel it, mami."

I was shaking. Head to toe.

Not the violent convulsions from before — a deep tremble that started in my core and radiated outward until my fingers were twitching in his grip and my thighs were vibrating against the mattress.

I couldn't make words anymore. Just sounds.

"Mmh — mmh — mmh — ah — ah — AH—"

It broke. Slow. Like a wave.

It rolled through me from my center outward and my pussy locked down on him so hard he grunted and stopped moving — just held himself deep while my body clenched and pulsed and squeezed around him in long, rolling contractions that went on and on and on.

Not screaming this time. Not squirting. Just a deep, bone-level orgasm that seized me whole and held me rigid under his weight while tears leaked from the corners of my eyes into the pillow.

"Fuck — Camila — fuck—" His composure cracked. His hips started moving again — short, sharp thrusts, barely pulling out, just grinding deep. "I'm bout to — again — shit—"

Again. He was going to cum inside me again.

I already had one load in me and he was about to add a second and some part of my brain — some distant, quiet, rational part — said something about this being insane. Reckless.

Dangerous. And the rest of my brain told that part to shut the fuck up.

"Do it," I breathed. "Give me another one. Breed this pussy, papi. Put it all in me."

"Fuuuuck—"

He slammed deep. Held. And came.

I felt it different this time. The first load had been shocking — the heat, the volume, the novelty of a stranger cumming inside me. This one was familiar and somehow worse.

His cock buried in me to the root, his body rigid on top of mine, his fingers crushing mine against the mattress, and the hot, pulsing flood of his second load mixing with the first one inside me.

Each jet of cum finding less room — I was already full, already packed with it — so it oozed around his shaft and leaked out the sides in warm trails that dripped down my taint and pooled on the sheets beneath me.

"Unh — unh — unh—" His sounds this time. Low grunts. His forehead pressed between my shoulder blades. His hips grinding in small circles, stirring his cum inside me, pushing it deeper. Five pulses. Six.

Seven. His cock throbbing against my walls in this slow, heavy rhythm.

I came one more time. Tiny. An aftershock. Just my pussy fluttering around his cock in gentle contractions that milked the last drops from him. No sound. No scream.

Just my eyes closing and my body going completely limp beneath his weight and a single breath that left me as a sigh.

He stayed on top of me. Inside me. His full weight pressing me into the ruined sheets.

His cock softening slowly — first the head shrinking, then the shaft losing its rigidity, and finally slipping out of me with a wet sound that was followed immediately by the rush.

Two loads. Pouring out of me at once. Thick. Hot. A Black man's cum running out of a married Latina's pussy.

So much of it — so much more than Diego ever produced — it felt like a faucet.

Running down my pussy, filling the space between my thighs, spreading across the sheets beneath me in a pool I could feel expanding against my hips. I was overflowing. Literally overflowing.

He rolled off me. Onto his back. His dark body stretched across the white sheets. Both of us breathing. The ceiling fan clicking. The AC humming.

The room smelling like sweat and cum and sex — thick enough to taste.

***

I lay there face down with my legs together and his cum leaking out of me in a steady, warm stream and I thought: two loads.

I have two loads of Black cum inside me right now. My husband is on a boat.

And I'm lying in a Black man's hotel bed with his cum dripping out of me and I'm already wondering if I can come back tomorrow.

Mi abuelita was Black. A darker baby wouldn't even be a question.

I was so fucked.


Chapter 14

The room was quiet except for breathing.

I turned my head to the side. Saw the clock on the nightstand. 1:47 PM.

Diego's charter got back at two.

The panic hit me like ice water. I sat up. Too fast — my head spun, my thighs screamed, my pussy throbbed. Cum ran down my legs and onto the bed.

I needed to move.

Off the bed. Legs shaking so bad I nearly went down on the first step. My thighs were slick — cum and sweat and my own mess coating my skin from hip to knee.

I could barely walk. My pussy was throbbing with every heartbeat, swollen and open and still leaking in a slow warm trickle that ran down my inner thigh and collected at my knee.

I stumbled into his bathroom. Turned on the shower. Didn't wait for it to get warm — just stepped under the cold spray and gasped and watched the water run milky between my feet.

His cum washing out of me in thick, cloudy streaks that swirled down the drain. Except it didn't all come out. I could feel it. Deep. Settled in places the water couldn't reach.

I washed fast. Scrubbed my thighs. My neck. My tits where his mouth had been. Between my legs — gently, everything was raw and swollen and even the water pressure made me wince.

I rinsed my hair. Wrung it out. Turned off the shower and stood there dripping for ten seconds staring at nothing.

1:52.

I tied on my bikini with shaking hands.

The white thong — the one I'd put on this morning for him — settled against my pussy and the fabric stuck to the swollen lips and I could feel how different they were. Puffier.

Hotter. Spread wider than they should be. He'd changed the shape of me.

***

I walked out of the bathroom. Tyrone was still on the bed. On his back. One arm behind his head. His cock soft and thick against his thigh, still shining, still impressive even at rest.

He didn't say anything. Just watched me grab my towel, my sunglasses, my book. Watched me not look at him as I headed for the door.

"Camila."

I stopped. Hand on the handle.

"Room 314. If you want."

I opened the door and left.

The walk back to our wing took four minutes. Every step I felt it — the soreness deep inside me, the ache in my jaw, the rawness between my legs.

My thighs were rubbing together and the friction against my swollen clit was sending little jolts through me with every stride.

I was walking through the resort lobby with another man's cum slowly soaking through my bikini bottoms and a fucked-stupid expression I was trying to rearrange into something normal.

I made it to our room at 1:58. Showered again. Fast. Scrubbed everything a second time. Put on a sundress. Brushed my hair.

Looked at myself in the mirror and the woman looking back had the same face but different eyes. Darker. Wider. Like someone who'd seen something she couldn't unsee.

Diego walked in at 2:15. Sunburned. Grinning. Holding up his phone to show me a picture of a fish.

"Mami! Look! Big one!"

I smiled. Kissed his cheek. Told him I was proud of him. Asked about the boat. About the captain. About the fish.

Let him talk for twenty minutes while I sat on the bed — the clean bed, our bed, the bed that smelled like resort detergent and not like sex — and listened and nodded and laughed in the right places.

His hand found my thigh. Squeezed. "You okay? You seem — I don't know. Tired?"

"Just the sun," I said. "I fell asleep by the pool."

"You should drink more water."

"Yeah. Probably."

He kissed my forehead. Went to shower.

The bathroom door closed and I sat there on the edge of the bed and pressed my thighs together and felt the ache between them — deep, radiating, unmistakable — and I was wet again.

Already. Just from the memory. From the ghost of his cock still imprinted on my walls.

I was in so much trouble.


Act 3 — Diego


Chapter 15

The resort gym was empty at six in the morning.

I liked it that way. Back home I worked out at four-thirty, before the sun, before the crew showed up at the site, before Camila rolled over and asked me to stay in bed.

The gym was the one place where my head went quiet. No English I couldn't find the right words for. No doctors' offices. No test results.

Just iron and gravity and the simple math of lifting something heavy and putting it back down.

I was on the bench press when he walked in.

I heard the door, heard the footsteps — heavy, unhurried, the kind that belong to a big man who doesn't rush — and I kept my eyes on the ceiling and finished my set.

Twelve reps. Racked the bar. Sat up.

He was at the dumbbell rack. Picking up eighties like they were empty beer cans. Tall. Wide. Dark skin shining under the gym lights.

Shoulders that looked like they'd been carved with a chisel and sanded smooth.

He was wearing a tank top that wasn't doing its job — the armholes cut so wide I could see his whole side, his ribs, the slabs of muscle that wrapped from his back to his chest.

I grabbed my water bottle. Drank. Looked at the mirror on the far wall because the mirror on the far wall happened to reflect the dumbbell rack and the man standing in front of it.

I was just checking my form. My posture. The way my shoulders looked in this shirt.

Men look at men in the gym. You see someone bigger than you, stronger than you, built the way you wish you were built, and you look. You study. It's respect. It's competition.

That's what every man tells himself in every gym in the world.

I'd been telling myself that since I was eighteen.

The routine ran on autopilot. I'd done it so long I didn't even have to think about it anymore. Notice a man, feel the pull, redirect.

Look at his arms and think I should do more curls. Look at his chest and think I need to switch my routine.

Look at his jaw, his mouth, the line of his neck — and blank it. Skip it. My brain knew to step over that broken stair without me telling it to.

***

I went back to the bench. Loaded another twenty pounds. Lay down. Pressed.

He moved to the cable machine. Closer now. I could hear his breathing — slow, controlled, exhaling on the effort. I could smell him. Not cologne.

Just clean sweat and cocoa butter and something underneath that was warm and specific and male.

My arms shook on the eighth rep. Not from the weight.

I'd done this before. Not here. Not on vacation. But I'd done this. Construction sites in other cities. Truck stops on long drives.

A hotel gym in Dallas once, five years ago, with a man I never saw again and never wanted to. It was always quick.

A thing that happened in a sealed room and didn't leak out into the rest of my life. I fucked my wife. I wanted my wife. The other thing was a pressure valve.

Like cracking your knuckles — it felt good for a second and then it was over and your hands went back to doing what they were supposed to do.

I racked the bar. Sat up. Reached for my towel.

He was looking at me.

Not the gym-look. He was looking at me the way I'd been looking at him in the mirror — steady, measured, unhurried.

His eyes moved from my face to my chest to my arms and back to my face and he didn't look away when I caught him. He held it.

The way men hold it when they want you to know.

My heart was hammering. The kind that starts in your throat and drops into your stomach and makes your hands cold.

I looked away first. Grabbed my towel. Wiped my face. Took a drink.

He set down his weight. Picked up his towel. Draped it over his shoulder. Walked toward the locker room. Past me. Close enough that I felt the heat coming off his body.

He didn't look at me as he passed.

He pushed through the locker room door. It swung shut behind him.

I sat on the bench. The gym was empty. The TV on the wall was playing a soccer match with the sound off. The AC was humming. My phone said 6:22.

Camila was asleep. She'd sleep until eight, maybe nine.

I should go back to the room. Shower there. Order breakfast from the room service menu and sit on the balcony and wait for her to wake up.

***

I stood up. Walked to the locker room door. Pushed it open.


Chapter 16

The shower was running. One stall. Steam curling over the top of the partition. His tank top and shorts folded on the bench by the lockers. His shoes underneath. Neat. Deliberate.

The tile was cold under my sneakers. The steam was warm on my face. Behind that partition a man was naked and my hands were shaking and my cock was already thickening in my shorts.

Same thing that happened every time. My brain saying no and my dick saying yes and my dick winning.

I took off my shirt. Folded it. Set it on the bench next to his. My shorts. My shoes. Neat. Side by side. His clothes and mine on the same bench.

The sight of it made something twist low in my stomach.

***

I walked to the shower. Bare feet on wet tile. Steam thick enough to taste.

He was standing under the water with his back to me. The spray running down the valley of his spine, over the curve of his ass, down legs that were thicker than my waist.

He didn't turn around when I stepped in. Just shifted to the side. Making room.

I stepped under the water. My knees hit the tile before I made a decision.

That's how it always worked.

The thinking stopped and my body took over and my knees were on the wet floor and my hands were on his thighs and the water was hitting the back of my neck in a hot, steady stream.

I didn't go for his cock. Not yet.

My hands moved first. Sliding up his thighs — slow, open-palmed, feeling every ridge of muscle shift under the skin. His quads were dense, hard, the kind of legs you get from squatting four plates.

I could feel the fibers twitching under my palms as I moved higher, thumbs pressing into the inner crease where his thighs met his hips.

I pressed my face into his thigh. Cheek against the muscle, water running over both of us, and I breathed him in.

Soap and sweat and underneath that something animal that the hot water was pulling out of his pores and pushing into my lungs. My lips found the skin.

Open-mouthed, tasting the water off the surface of him, my tongue catching the salt his body kept making no matter how much the shower washed away.

His stomach. I ran both hands up to it. Flat and tight and sectioned — the dense muscle of a man who was built heavy and carried it well.

The water channeled through the grooves between the muscles, little rivers running down toward his hips, and I followed one with my thumb, pressing into the valley. His skin was dark against my hands.

My brown on his Black.

I put my mouth on his hip bone. The ridge of it jutting under the skin, the muscle stretched tight over it, and I sucked. Felt his stomach clench.

The V-lines running down from his hips were like arrows and I traced one with my tongue — down the channel, through the coarse hair at the base, the taste thickening.

My hands were on his ass now. Gripping. Squeezing. My fingers sinking into the muscle and pulling him toward my face.

His ass was heavy in my hands — solid, round, the glutes flexing when I squeezed — and I was breathing hard against his hip and the water was loud in my ears and I could feel his cock brushing my cheek.

Half-hard already. Getting harder. Twitching against the side of my face every time my hands kneaded his ass.

I turned my head.

Big. Bigger than anyone I'd been with. Hanging heavy between his legs, not fully hard yet, thick and dark and getting thicker as I watched. The head swelling.

The shaft filling out, lifting, curving slightly upward. Veins rising under the skin.

I wrapped my hand around the base. My fingers didn't close.

The girth of him filled my palm and then some — hot skin, the ridge of a vein pulsing against my thumb, the weight of it pulling my hand down. I'd held men before.

Smaller men. Average men. Men I could take to the root without thinking.

I leaned forward. Put my mouth on the head. Just the head.

My lips stretching around it, my jaw already aching at the hinge, and the taste hit me — clean skin and water and salt and underneath that something heavier, muskier, that taste I'd spent twelve years chasing from truck stops to tool sheds.

"Mmph—"

The sound came out of me without permission. A low groan that vibrated against his cock and I felt him respond — a twitch, a throb, his hips shifting forward. Feeding me another half inch.

I took another inch. Flattened my tongue against the underside and let him slide across it. Smooth head, the ridge of the corona, then the veined shaft, rougher, thicker. My jaw stretched wider.

The corners of my mouth pulling tight. I was drooling already — spit and water mixing, running down his shaft, dripping off my chin.

***

Outside, a door opened. Footsteps. Someone walking into the locker room.

The sound of a locker clanging, a zipper, the mundane noise of a man getting dressed ten feet away from where I was on my knees with a cock in my mouth.

I froze. My hand tightened on his shaft. My eyes went up — past his stomach, his chest, to his face. He was looking down at me through the steam. Water running down his jaw.

Expression calm. He gave one slow shake of his head. Don't stop.

I didn't stop.

I pushed further. Another inch. Two. The head hit the back of my throat and I gagged — a wet, muffled sound that the shower covered — and pulled back.

Spit stringing from my lips to his cock. Breathed through my nose. Tried again. Got further this time.

My throat opening, relaxing, the muscle memory of something I'd taught myself years ago kicking in despite the trembling in my hands.

"Mmm — mmph—"

I was sloppy — not because I didn't know how but because his size turned technique into survival. My mouth was stretched to its limit.

Spit was pouring out of me, mixing with the shower water, running in thick ropes down his shaft to his balls.

I was bobbing on him in short, tight strokes — taking what I could, working the rest with my hand, my fist sliding in the slick mess I was making.

The man outside coughed. Cleared his throat. I heard him walking — shoes on tile, moving toward the showers — and my whole body went rigid. My hand squeezed the base of his cock.

My mouth stayed where it was, halfway down his shaft, lips sealed, not breathing.

The footsteps stopped. Turned. Moved away. A door opened and closed.

Gone.

I exhaled through my nose. A shaky breath that hit his wet skin. His hand came down and gripped the back of my head.

His palm heavy against my skull, fingers curling into my scalp, holding me there. My cock throbbed so hard it hurt.

I pulled off. Gasping. Water running into my open mouth. I looked at his cock — shining, dark, slick with my spit, twitching in front of my face — and I dropped lower.


Chapter 17

His balls. Heavy. Full. I took one into my mouth and sucked and his thigh flexed under my hand and a sound came from above me — low, rumbling, barely audible over the water.

I worked the other one. My tongue rolling it in my mouth, my lips sealed around it, my hand still stroking his shaft in slow pulls.

The taste was stronger here — muskier, earthier, the taste of a man's body in the places he sweats. I sucked harder and his fingers tightened in my hair.

I went lower.

My tongue traced the seam beneath his balls, down the ridge, and he shifted his stance — wider, feet apart, one hand bracing against the shower wall.

My tongue flat and wide, pressing into the space between his legs where the skin was smooth and hot and the taste was nothing but him. The thing the shower couldn't wash away.

I pushed my face in. Nose against his taint, tongue finding his hole, and a sharp exhale came through his teeth. His whole body went tight for one second. I licked him. Slow.

Flat strokes with the width of my tongue, base to tip, over and over, and his thigh was trembling under my hand.

The big man trembling because my tongue was on his ass and I was good at this.

I was good at this because I'd done this before and every time I swore it was the last time and here I was on my knees in a resort shower at six in the morning eating a stranger's ass.

I pressed my tongue in. Past the resistance.

Just the tip, pushing into the tight ring of muscle, and his hand left the wall and grabbed the back of my head — hard, fingers digging into my scalp — and he pushed my face in deeper.

His hips rocking back against my mouth. Using me.

I spread him with both hands and buried my tongue in him and the sounds I was making — wet, muffled, desperate — were swallowed by the water and the steam.

My own cock was aching. Dripping.

I hadn't touched it — wouldn't touch it, that was a rule I'd made years ago, if I don't cum it doesn't count — but my hips were moving on their own.

Grinding forward against nothing. My shaft sliding against my wet thigh with every push of my tongue into him. I was close. Close to cumming on a shower floor from eating a man's ass.

No hand. No friction. Just want.

I pulled back. Breathing hard. Pressed my forehead against his thigh and squeezed the base of my own cock until the edge faded.

His cock was iron when I reached for it. Fully hard. Throbbing in my fist, the head slick with precum that the shower kept washing away.

I took him in again — deeper this time, the head pushing past the resistance in my throat, and I held. Swallowed around him.

Felt my throat squeeze the head and his hips bucked — a sharp snap that drove another inch into me and I gagged and spit sprayed from the seal of my lips and I pulled back coughing.

Tried again immediately. No pause. I took him deep. Held. Pulled back slow, my cheeks hollowing, suction pulling at him. Down again. Faster. Finding a rhythm.

Wet, sloppy, loud enough that I could hear it even over the shower — the guk-guk-guk of my throat taking him and the slurping and the spit and the sounds I was making through my nose.

"Mmh. Mmh. Mmh." One per stroke. Eyes closed. Water on my face.

Both his hands gripped my head. Fingers locked, holding me in place, and his hips were moving — shallow rolls, feeding me what I could take. His breathing had changed. Faster. Rougher.

His cock throbbing on my tongue, the pulse getting stronger.

I pulled off. Spit on his cock. A thick rope that hung from my lower lip to his head and broke.

Stroked him fast with both hands — slippery, tight, twisting on the upstroke — and took the head back in my mouth and sucked. Hard. My cheeks caving in. My tongue working the slit.

My hands pumping the shaft in fast, tight strokes.

His abs clenched. His thighs went rigid. His hands gripped my head and held me there and he came.

The first pulse filled my mouth. Hot. Thick. More than I expected.

It hit the back of my throat and I swallowed on reflex — fast, desperate, my throat working to keep up — and the second pulse came before I finished the first.

My mouth was full. Overflowing. Cum leaking from the corners of my lips, mixing with the spit and water, running down my chin, dripping onto the tile between my knees.

I swallowed. Swallowed again.

Kept his cock in my mouth and swallowed every pulse because I wanted it — wanted the taste and the heat — and his hands loosened on my head and his hips stopped moving and his body sagged back against the shower wall.

I let him slip from my mouth. The head dragging across my lower lip, a last string of spit and cum stretching and breaking. I sat back on my heels. Water running down my face.

My jaw throbbing. My cock so hard it was pressed flat against my stomach. I hadn't touched it once.

His hand reached down. Past my jaw, down my neck, my chest, heading toward my cock.

I caught his wrist. Pushed it away.

He didn't try again.


Chapter 18

I stood up. My knees ached — the tile had left red marks on both kneecaps, the kind that would take an hour to fade. I stepped into the next stall without looking at him.

Turned on the water. Let it hit my face. Rinsed my mouth. Spit. Rinsed again. Spit again.

The water ran clear but the taste stayed — under the water, under the toothpaste I'd use in ten minutes, under everything.

I washed my face. My neck. My chest. Turned off the water.

I dried off. Walked to the bench. He was already there — towel around his waist, pulling on his shirt. We dressed side by side.

His clothes and mine on the same bench, the same way I'd folded them twenty minutes ago when I was still pretending I wasn't going to do this.

I didn't look at him. Tied my shoes. Picked up my water bottle.

"Three-fourteen."

His voice. Low. Quiet. The first word either of us had spoken since the gym floor. I didn't respond. Didn't look up. My hands kept tying my shoe, the laces tight between my fingers.

***

I stood up. Walked to the locker room door. Pushed through it and walked back to my wife.

The hallway smelled like chlorine and breakfast buffet. Eggs. Toast. Coffee from the lobby.

Normal resort smells that belong to the world where I'm a married man on vacation and I don't have the taste of another man's cum at the back of my throat.

I walked slow. I'd done thirty minutes of deadlifts and twenty minutes on my knees with my face buried between a stranger's thighs and the deadlifts were the alibi and the shower was the crime.

The resort was waking up. A couple passed me in the hallway — white, fifties, matching visors, the woman saying something about snorkeling.

A staff member pushed a housekeeping cart around the corner and smiled at me. "Buenos días, señor." I nodded. Smiled back.

I took the stairs instead of the elevator. Third floor to the second. Eighteen steps. I counted them because counting kept the other thoughts quiet.

Dallas. 2019. The Marriott off 35. A pipe fitter from Oklahoma with a wedding ring tan line and hands that shook worse than mine.

We met at the hotel bar watching a Cowboys game neither of us cared about. His room was on the fourth floor. I left at 2 AM and drove three hours back to Houston.

The construction site in Katy. Summer before we got married. A framer — I don't remember his name. Big hands. Quiet. We'd been circling each other for weeks. Tool shed after the crew left.

It lasted four minutes.

The truck stop on I-10, east of Beaumont. The one with the showers in the back.

I'd stopped for diesel and coffee and the man at the next pump looked at me and I looked at him and forty-five minutes later I was back on the highway with the window down and the taste of him dissolving in a gas station coffee.

There were others. More than I wanted to count. Each one quick. Each one erased after. And every time the erasing got a little harder.

This morning it was taking longer than usual.

I stopped outside our room. 214. The DO NOT DISTURB sign was hanging on the handle. I stood in the hallway with the keycard in my hand and breathed. In through the nose.

Out through the mouth.

The way a counselor had taught me — the one Camila didn't know about, the one I'd seen for three sessions before I stopped going because he kept asking questions I couldn't answer in English and wouldn't answer in Spanish.

I swiped the card. The light went green. I pushed the door open.

Camila was on the bed. On her stomach. Wearing my t-shirt — the gray one, the one she always stole — and her hair was wet. She'd showered.

***

The room smelled like her coconut conditioner and underneath that something else. Faint. Almost nothing.

She looked up from her phone when I walked in. Something flickered across her face — fast, there and gone.

"Hey, baby." She smiled. "How was the gym?"

"Good." I set my water bottle on the dresser. Pulled my shirt over my head. Threw it toward the suitcase. "I do legs. Muy cansado."

I hadn't done legs.

"You were gone a while," she said. Her voice was light. Too light.

"Sí. The gym, it was... I take my time." I sat on the edge of the bed. The mattress dipped under my weight and I felt her shift behind me. "You shower already?"

"Yeah." A pause. One beat too long. "I went to the pool for a bit. Came back."

I nodded. Didn't turn around.

"You hungry?" she asked. "The buffet's open."

"In a minute."


Chapter 19

I felt her move behind me. The mattress shifting. Then her hand on my back. Sliding up my spine. She pressed her lips between my shoulder blades.

"Te extrañé," she murmured against my skin. I missed you.

She'd been gone two hours. Maybe three. You don't miss someone after two hours unless you need them to cancel out something else.

"Yo también, mi vida."

She kissed my neck. Soft. Her lips just below my ear, where she always started when she wanted something. I turned my head. Caught her mouth.

Kissed her slow — tasting her toothpaste and her ChapStick and underneath that the familiar taste of my wife.

She deepened the kiss. Her tongue sliding against mine. For a second I let it happen.

Then she pulled back. Just an inch. Her nose wrinkled.

"Have you been drinking?" She was half-smiling. Amused. "At seven in the morning?"

My stomach dropped. I'd brushed my teeth in the gym bathroom. Rinsed with the little mouthwash bottle from the courtesy shelf. But underneath the mint and the hotel soap there was still something.

A residue that mouthwash couldn't reach because it wasn't on my tongue. It was in my throat.

"The gym bar." The lie came out smooth. "They have a — how you say — mimosa. Champagne with juice. I have one after my workout."

"A mimosa." She laughed. "My construction worker husband drinking mimosas."

"Is vacation, no?" I shrugged. Smiled.

"You smell different too." She leaned in. Nose against my neck, my collarbone. "Like... eucalyptus? Tea tree?"

"The gym shower. The soap they have."

"Hmm." She pressed her lips to my shoulder. Lingered. Then pulled back with something behind her eyes. "It's nice. Smells familiar."

It would. If she'd been close enough to another man who used the same gym showers. Close enough to smell it on his skin.

But I didn't know that yet.

She kissed me again. Softer this time, her hand sliding down my chest to my stomach, fingertips tracing the line of hair below my navel.

When her hand slid lower — over the waistband of my shorts, cupping me through the fabric — I was soft.

"Mmm." She squeezed gently. Stroked through the shorts. Her mouth on my neck, her breath warm. "Come here."

I turned and pushed her onto her back. The script. The thing I always did after. I'd done it in Katy, driving from the tool shed to Camila's kitchen counter.

I'd done it in Dallas, crawling into bed behind her at 2 AM. Fuck the wife. Stamp the passport. Prove the lie.

I pulled her panties down.

She lifted her hips to help and I settled between her legs and kissed her and her hand went back to my cock, stroking through my shorts, trying to coax it awake.

I was half-hard at best. The blood going there reluctantly.

She pushed my shorts down. Got her hand on me.

Her grip exactly right — she knew what I liked, knew the rhythm, knew to twist at the top — and I thickened in her palm. Not all the way. Enough.

"There you go," she murmured.

I pushed into her. Wet. Wetter than usual. Looser. Like her body had been opened recently and hadn't fully closed. I didn't think about why.

My brain was too busy holding itself together to notice the clues that were right there, slick around my cock.

I thrust. Slow. Shallow. Trying to feel something. My cock sliding in and out of her with almost no resistance, the wetness making everything frictionless. I could barely feel the walls of her around me.

She was gripping — I could feel her trying to squeeze, her pelvic floor flexing — but there was too much space. Too much give. My four inches sliding through her like nothing.

"Unh —" The sound was mine. Effort, not pleasure. My hips working in tight, fast strokes, chasing something that kept slipping away.

The arousal I'd been killing on the shower floor — the orgasm I'd strangled at the base of my own cock twenty minutes ago — it was still coiled up, and now it was unspooling into the wrong person.

I came in under a minute.

A nothing orgasm. My hips stuttered and my cock pulsed and I felt it leave me — thin, watery, barely there.

The kind of load that meant my body had already given everything it had to give and this was the dregs.

I pressed my forehead into the pillow next to Camila's head and my breath came out shaky and I stayed inside her while the last weak pulse dribbled out and mixed with the wetness that was already there.

"Mmm." Camila ran her fingers through my hair. "That was fast, baby."

"Sorry." My face in the pillow. "I'm — the gym. Very tired."

"It's okay." She kissed my temple. "We have all week."

I rolled off her. Onto my back. Staring at the ceiling. The fan turning in lazy circles. Camila's hand found mine on the mattress and our fingers laced together.

Two people who'd just had sex and were both thinking about someone else.

She squeezed my hand. I squeezed back.

"Breakfast?" she said.

"Give me five minutes."

She got up. Went to the bathroom. I heard the water run.

***

I lay there. Looked at my hands. The calluses. The wedding ring. The fingers that had been spreading another man's ass an hour ago.

I closed my eyes.

"Estás bien," I told myself. You're fine.

I was not fine.


Chapter 20

By dinner I was thinking about it.

We ate at the resort restaurant. The nice one — white tablecloths, candles, a waiter who called Camila "señora" and me "señor" and brought bread I didn't touch.

Camila ordered for both of us because my English turned to rubble in restaurants and she'd learned to do it smooth, casual, like it was her preference and not my limitation. Steak for me.

Fish for her. Wine for both.

She was talking about the beach tomorrow. A boat tour she'd seen advertised in the lobby. Snorkeling. I was nodding. Saying "sí" and "sounds good" at the right intervals.

The rhythm of a man listening to his wife while his brain was somewhere else.

Then I saw him.

Across the restaurant. At the bar. Sitting alone on a stool with a glass of something dark, his back to the dining room, his reflection in the mirror behind the bottles.

Just sitting there — wide shoulders, one arm resting on the bar, his jaw in profile against the warm light.

My fork stopped halfway to my mouth.

"Baby?" Camila tilted her head. "You okay?"

"Sí." I put the fork down. Picked up my wine. Drank. "The steak. Is very good."

She smiled and went back to talking about the boat tour and I kept my eyes on my plate.

But I could feel him there the way you feel a heat source in a dark room.

The mirror behind the bar and his reflection in it and the memory of his hand gripping the back of my head and the tile under my knees and the taste — the taste that two rounds of brushing and a full bottle of hotel mouthwash hadn't killed.

We finished dinner. Had another drink at the pool bar — Camila's feet in the water, her head on my shoulder, the stars out.

She laughed at something and I kissed her temple and the whole time three-fourteen was sitting behind my teeth.

Three-fourteen.

***

By the time she fell asleep — curled into me, her breathing slow and deep, her hand on my chest — that number was the only thing in my head.

I wasn't going. I'd already gone this morning and one time was the rule. One time. One man. Once. That's how it worked. Dallas — one night. The framer in Katy — one afternoon.

The truck stop — forty-five minutes. I never opened the same container twice because opening it twice meant it was something. Once was a slip. Twice was a choice.

I wasn't going.

At 11:47 I slid out of bed.

I moved slow. Careful. The way I'd learned to move at 2 AM in Dallas, easing out from under the covers without disturbing the mattress. Camila didn't stir.

I stood in the dark for a few seconds — the shape of her under the sheet, the rise and fall of her breathing, her hair dark against the white pillow — and my cock was already half-hard in my shorts.

Before I'd even left the room. That's how bad it was.

I put on shorts. A t-shirt. Slipped my feet into sandals. Took the room key from the dresser — quiet, my construction hands that could hammer all day suddenly delicate.

***

The hallway was empty. Dim. The resort at midnight running on half its lights, the carpet muffling my footsteps, the ice machine humming at the end of the corridor. I took the stairs.

Second floor to the third. Eighteen steps. I counted them again. The same stairs I'd counted going down this morning, except now I was going up and the counting wasn't keeping the thoughts quiet anymore.

Three-fourteen. End of the east wing hallway. The numbers on the door in brass. Small. Ordinary.

I stopped. My hand halfway up. And I turned around.

Three steps. I made it three steps back toward the stairwell. My sandals silent on the carpet. My breath coming fast.

The reasonable part of my brain — the part that built houses, that held his wife's hand at dinner — was saying go back to the room. The rule is one time.

You know what twice means.

I stopped again. Stood in the hallway. The ice machine humming. A sliver of light under someone's door.

My feet carried me back to the door and my knuckles found the wood.

Two knocks. Soft.

Footsteps inside. The lock clicked. The door opened.

He was shirtless. Basketball shorts. The room behind him dim — one lamp, the far one by the balcony door, casting long shadows across the bed. He looked at me.

He stepped aside. I walked in.

The door swung shut behind me. Not all the way. The latch caught on the security bar — the little metal arm flipped out, keeping it from closing flush. I didn't fix it.

***

The room smelled like him. Eucalyptus and sweat and cocoa butter. The sheets were pulled back. His body heat still in the mattress.

In the shower I could pretend. Two men in a gym, shit happens. But this was his hotel room. At midnight. I'd left my wife in bed and walked up here with a hard cock.

There was no pretending about what I was here for.


Chapter 21

He sat on the edge of the bed. Leaned back on his hands. Looked at me.

The lamp threw light across his chest — the muscle, the dark skin, the slow rise and fall of his breathing.

I walked to him. Stood between his knees. My hands hanging at my sides, fingers twitching, and I could feel the heat coming off his body through the air between us. My cock was hard.

Standing between a man's open legs at midnight with a wet mouth and a hard dick.

I dropped.

My knees on the carpet this time. Softer than the tile.

My hands found his thighs — thick, warm through the thin fabric of his shorts — and I looked up at him and he reached down and pushed his thumb into my mouth.

Just pushed it in. My lips closed around it on reflex and I sucked and tasted his skin — clean, faintly salty — and a sound came out of me. Hungry. Pathetic.

"Knew you was comin' back," he said. Low. "Had that look this morning. Hungry-ass look. Ain't the kind that only come once."

I didn't answer. My fingers hooked the waistband of his shorts and pulled them down and he lifted his hips and his cock fell free — heavy, thick, half-hard already, resting against his thigh.

I stared at it. My mouth watering. I wanted it in my mouth so bad my jaw was already opening.

I leaned in and pressed my face against his thigh. Cheek against the muscle, breathing him in, my lips open against his skin.

My mouth moved up the inside of his thigh, slow, wet, tasting every inch. His cock.

The thick, dark muscle of him and the way he smelled and the way my mouth watered when I was this close.

My mouth found his cock. My lips dragging up the length of it, feeling it thicken and stiffen under my mouth, the blood filling it, the head swelling. I kissed the tip.

Tasted the first slick bead of precum and my eyes closed. "Mmph."

I took him in. Greedy this time. Not the frantic survival-mode from the shower. I knew what I was here for now.

I let my lips stretch around the head, let my tongue drag the underside, and slid down inch by inch — jaw opening wide, throat relaxing, taking more than I'd managed this morning.

My nose hit the coarse hair at the base and I held there. Couldn't breathe. Didn't care. I had all of him and I wanted to fucking choke on it.

"Mmm — unh —"

I pulled back. Spit running down his shaft. Took him again. Found a rhythm — slow, deep, my hand working what my mouth couldn't reach, my other hand on his thigh for balance.

The sounds were wet and loud in the quiet room. Slurping. Gagging when I pushed too deep.

The guk of my throat taking him and the slick slide of my lips and my breathing through my nose, ragged and fast.

His hand gripped the back of my head. Tilted my face up so I was looking at him while his cock slid in and out of my mouth.

"You real good at this," he said. His voice thick. His hips rolling in slow circles, feeding me. "Ain't your first time. Not even close."

I shook my head. His cock still in my mouth. No. Not even close.

He pulled me off. Grabbed my jaw. Tilted my face up. I gasped — spit hanging from my lips to his cock in thick strings, drool on my chin, my eyes watering. A mess.

His mess. He wiped my lower lip with his thumb and pushed the spit back into my mouth. I sucked his thumb and his cock twitched against my cheek.

"Stand up."

I stood. My legs shaking. He stayed seated. His hands went to my hips — big, firm, fingers digging into the muscle above my hip bones — and he turned me around. Slow.

Until my back was to him. His thumbs pressing into the muscle above my ass.

My breath caught.

His thumbs hooked into the waistband of my shorts. Pulling them down over my hips. Taking his time.

The fabric sliding down my thighs, my cock springing free — hard, aching, pressed flat against my stomach.

He pulled the shorts to my ankles and I stepped out of them and I was naked in front of him and his hands were on my ass and I was shaking. Not from fear.

He squeezed. Both hands. His fingers sinking into the muscle, spreading me, and the air hit the places it shouldn't and I flinched.

"I'ma tell you what's gon' happen." His hands squeezed harder. Spreading me. "And you gon' tell me if I'm wrong."

I didn't move.

"Tonight I'm gon' bend you over this bed." His thumb traced a slow line down the crack of my ass.

"And I'm gon' fuck you the way you been wantin' somebody to fuck you. 'Cause you ain't come to this room at midnight to just use your mouth."

The sound that came out of me was not a word.

A whimper. High and thin and broken out of my chest. My head dropped forward. My shoulders curled.

"Tell me I'm wrong," he said.

I couldn't. Because he wasn't. Every truck stop, every tool shed, every shower — I'd gotten on my knees and sucked cock and swallowed and left before it could go further.

Before I had to admit what I really wanted.

But I was standing naked in his room and his hands were spreading my ass and my cock was dripping on the carpet.

"Papi." The word fell out of me in Spanish. Small. Wrecked.

My cock leaking against my stomach and his hands on my ass and a man telling me he was going to fuck me and the only word my brain could find was papi.

"Papi — por favor—"

His hands tightened on my hips. A growl from his chest — deep, satisfied — and he pulled me back toward the bed. I felt the mattress against the backs of my thighs.

"A'ight. Get on the bed."

I didn't move. My body locked between want and the weight of twelve years of running from exactly this. His hands on my hips, steady.

The room so quiet I could hear both of us breathing.

"Papi," I said again. Barely a sound. Just breath shaped into a word. "Sí."

The door opened.

Not the bathroom. Not the balcony. The front door. The handle turning and the hallway light cutting into the room in a bright wedge and a silhouette standing in it.

Camila.

Sundress. Bare feet. Hair down. Standing in the doorway of Room 314 looking at her husband — naked, hard, standing between another man's legs with spit still drying on his chin.

My mouth opened. Nothing came out.


Act 4 — Convergence


Chapter 22

I woke up and the bed was half-empty.

Diego's side. The sheet pulled back, the pillow still dented where his head had been, but the warmth was gone. I reached over and pressed my palm flat to the mattress. Cool.

He'd been gone a while.

The clock on the nightstand said 12:14.

***

I lay there for a minute. Staring at the ceiling fan. The blades turning slow in the dark, pushing air I couldn't feel. I wasn't worried.

Diego got up at night sometimes — restless legs, he said, the construction work catching up to him.

He'd walk the halls or go sit by the pool or stand on the balcony and smoke the one cigarette a day he thought I didn't know about.

But I wasn't thinking about Diego.

I was thinking about Tyrone.

I'd been thinking about him all day.

Through breakfast — Diego across the table, talking about renting a jet ski, and me nodding and smiling and replaying the way Tyrone's hands had gripped my hips from behind.

Through the pool — lying on a lounge chair in my bikini, feeling the sun on my skin and feeling the ache between my legs, the deep one, the one that wasn't sore anymore but tender.

A reminder. Like pressing a bruise because you want to remember how you got it.

Through dinner. Through drinks. Through Diego falling asleep with his hand on my thigh and his mouth slightly open and his breathing going deep and slow and trusting.

I wanted to go back.

That was the truth of it. Simple. Ugly. I wanted to go back to Room 314 and knock on the door and let Tyrone pull me inside and fuck me again.

I wanted to feel him stretch me open and hear him say mami in that voice and cum so hard my legs shook and stumble back to my room after with his load leaking down my thighs the same way it did yesterday.

I sat up. Pushed the sheet off.

My legs swung over the side of the bed and my feet found the cold tile and I sat there for a second in the dark, wearing one of Diego's t-shirts and nothing else, and I was already wet.

Already. Just from thinking about it.

I pulled on a sundress. No bra. No underwear. I didn't even look in the mirror.

I slipped my feet into nothing — bare feet, the tile cool under my soles — and grabbed the room key from the nightstand and opened the door and stepped into the hallway.

The resort at midnight was quiet. Half the lights dimmed. The carpet soft under my bare feet. The ice machine humming around the corner. I took the stairs. Second floor to the third.

The hallway stretched out in front of me — long, dim, the doors all identical, brass numbers catching the low light.

314.

I'd been here yesterday. Two in the afternoon.

I'd stood in front of this same door with my heart slamming and my bikini still damp from the pool and Tyrone had opened it and pulled me inside by the wrist and within five minutes his mouth was between my legs.

The handle was unlocked.

I pushed it down and the door swung inward and the light from the hallway spilled into the dim room and I was already smiling, already opening my mouth to say something — hey, miss me? — and then I saw it.

Diego.

My husband. In the middle of the room. Naked. His back to me, shoulders curled forward, his whole body tight and small-looking in a way I'd never seen.

His clothes were on the floor — shorts, t-shirt, sandals. His cock was hard.

I could see it from behind, jutting out between his legs, and his skin was flushed and his hands were at his sides and he was shaking.

And there was a man sitting on the edge of the bed.

Shirtless. Basketball shorts pushed down. Dark skin. Big.

The lamplight from the balcony door throwing his chest and shoulders into sharp relief — the muscle, the width, the sheer size of him — and his hands were on my husband's hips and his cock was hard and wet and Diego was standing between his open legs like—

My brain stopped.

A full shutdown. The image was in front of me and my eyes were processing it and my brain was rejecting it. Diego naked in another man's hotel room at midnight.

Spit drying on his chin. Standing between another man's legs with an erection while another man's hands gripped his hips.

Then the man on the bed turned his head toward the light from the hallway and I saw his face.

Tyrone.

The air left my lungs. Gone. Tyrone. The same Tyrone. The same man who had eaten me out on this bed until I squirted.

The same man who had fucked me on this mattress until I couldn't see straight.

The same man whose cum I'd walked back to my room with, leaking through my bikini bottoms, less than thirty-six hours ago.

He was sitting on the edge of his bed with his hands on my husband's naked hips.

Diego turned around. Slow. And I saw his face — guilt, terror, shame, all three at once, none of them winning. His face couldn't decide what to be. His mouth was open.

His eyes were wide. His hands came up to cover himself — his cock, his body, the evidence — and then dropped because there was nothing to cover that could undo what I'd already seen.

"Cami—"

His voice broke on the second syllable. Just cracked. Like a plate hitting a floor.

I didn't say anything.

I was standing in the doorway of Room 314 in a sundress with no underwear on, wet between my legs from thinking about the same man my husband was naked in front of, and I didn't have a single word in my mouth.

Not in English. Not in Spanish. Nothing.

The door swung shut behind me. The hallway light disappeared. Click.

And now it was the three of us in a dim room with one lamp and the sound of the ocean through the balcony screen and nobody breathing.


Chapter 23

The silence lasted five seconds. Maybe ten.

My brain was trying to do two things at once and failing at both — process what I was looking at and figure out why I was standing in this room at midnight with no underwear on.

Neither was producing anything useful.

Diego was staring at me. His hands hanging at his sides now, fists clenched, his whole body rigid.

His cock was still hard — he couldn't make it go away just because his wife was standing six feet away, and I watched him realize that, watched the shame of it crawl up his chest and neck and settle into his face like a stain.

I looked at him. Really looked. The spit on his chin. The red in his knees — carpet burn, fresh. His lips swollen.

His jaw tight in that specific way that meant it had been open wide for a long time. I knew that look.

I'd had that look yesterday afternoon in this same room when my own jaw had been stretched around the same—

Tyrone.

I looked at him. He was sitting on the bed. Still. His hands had come off Diego's hips when the door opened. They were resting on his own thighs now.

His cock was hard, shining wet in the lamplight — spit, Diego's spit, my husband's spit — and he was looking at me.

He knew who I was — I'd been in this bed yesterday, under him, screaming into his pillow.

What he didn't know was why I was standing in his doorway while a naked man stood between his legs.

Then his eyes moved. From my face to Diego's. Back to mine. Down to my left hand. The ring. Up to Diego's left hand. The ring.

Husband and wife.

His jaw tightened. Just barely.

My brain started catching up.

This morning. Seven AM. Diego coming back from the gym with wet hair and red knees and a smile that looked rehearsed. Sitting on the edge of the bed. Me kissing him.

The taste on his tongue — funky, metallic, wrong. "Have you been drinking?" And him saying mimosa, the gym bar, champagne and juice, and me laughing because my construction worker husband doesn't drink mimosas.

He hadn't been drinking mimosas.

I'd tasted cum on my husband's mouth. Tyrone's cum. The same cum I'd swallowed yesterday afternoon in this room and I hadn't recognized it on my husband's breath because why would I. Why would anyone.

My brain hadn't built a pathway for that information because that pathway wasn't supposed to exist.

The eucalyptus.

"You smell different too. Like... eucalyptus? Tea tree?"

"The gym shower. The soap they have."

"It's nice. Smells familiar."

Familiar because I'd smelled it on Tyrone's skin when he was on top of me. The gym shower soap. Diego had used it because he'd been in the gym shower. With Tyrone. On his knees.

At six in the morning while I was in bed pretending to be tired from the sun and the pool when really I was tired from getting fucked senseless in this room the afternoon before.

I almost laughed.

It came up my throat like a hiccup — this insane, hysterical bubble of sound — and I swallowed it back down because laughing right now would break something that couldn't be fixed.

The sex this morning. Diego pushing into me with half an erection, his body somewhere else, finishing in under a minute. Me saying "that was fast, baby" and him blaming the gym.

I'd thought it was just Diego being Diego. Stress, the infertility appointments, the way he'd been distracted lately. I hadn't thought — I hadn't even considered—

He'd been on his knees on a shower floor at six AM with Tyrone's cock in his mouth and then he'd come back to our room and kissed me and fucked me and the whole time his mouth had tasted like another man.

My husband sucked cock.

The sentence formed in my head clean and plain. My husband sucked cock. My husband was on his knees in front of a man.

My husband's chin was wet with spit from sucking another man's dick.

My husband said papi — I hadn't heard it through the door but I could see it on his face, his mouth still shaped around it, and I knew.

The way you know things about the person you've slept next to for six years. He'd said it. I could tell.

And the man he'd said it to was the same man who'd made me scream into a pillow yesterday while he fucked me from behind and called me mami.

I looked at Tyrone again. He was watching both of us. His body still, his breathing even. He wasn't panicking.

He was reading the room the way he always did — calm, unhurried, figuring out what was happening before he moved.

I looked at Diego. He was shaking. Full-body trembling, his fists white at his sides, his eyes wet.

His mouth kept opening and closing like he was trying to find words in any language and coming up empty.

"How long," I said.

My voice sounded wrong. Flat. Like it was coming from the other side of a wall.

Diego flinched. His whole body jerked like I'd hit him.

"How long, Diego."

Not how long with Tyrone. I already knew that — this morning, tonight. I was asking the bigger question.

The one that had been sitting under our marriage like a crack in a foundation that I'd walked over every day without looking down.

He shook his head. His eyes streaming now.

Tears running down his face and his jaw clenched shut and his naked body trembling in the lamplight and he shook his head because the answer was longer than our marriage.

"Cami — yo no — I'm not—"

"Don't." I held up my hand. "Don't tell me what you're not. Not right now."

Silence again. The fan. The ocean. Tyrone's breathing, slow and steady. Diego's breathing, ragged and wet.

I should have been angry. That's what wives do. They scream. They throw things.

They call their husband a liar and a faggot and storm out and slam the door and cry in the hallway and call their mother.

But I was standing in the same man's hotel room in a dress with nothing under it because I'd come here to fuck him. The same man.

I couldn't scream at Diego for being in Room 314 when I'd walked myself to Room 314 on the same pair of bare feet with the same filthy intention.

We were the same. My brain kept circling back to it and it made anger impossible. We'd both lied. We'd both snuck out.

We'd both ended up in this room, at this man's door, wanting the same thing from the same person.

I looked at Tyrone. He looked at me.

"You didn't know," I said. "That he was mine."

Tyrone shook his head. Slow. Once.

"And you didn't know I was his."

Another shake.

I looked at the bed. The same bed. The sheets I'd gripped yesterday while he fucked me. The pillows I'd screamed into. The same lamp, same light, same angle.

Everything the same except now my husband was standing naked in the middle of it all and nothing was the same at all.

Nobody said anything. The fan turned. The ocean pushed against the shore outside.

I was still wet. Standing in the room in a sundress with nothing under it, my husband naked and shaking in front of me, and I was still wet.

My body doing what it wanted regardless of what my brain thought about the situation.


Chapter 24

I took a step forward.

Not toward the bed. Not toward Tyrone. Toward Diego. One step on the carpet, bare feet sinking into the pile, and he flinched like I'd thrown something at him.

His shoulders jerked up and his hands came back up to cover himself — his cock, his stomach, his chest, everything — and his eyes were wide and wet and locked on me like I was holding a gun.

I took another step. Close enough to touch him now. Close enough to see the spit on his chin that he hadn't wiped off.

Close enough to see the redness around his mouth, the raw patches at the corners of his lips where they'd been stretched open too wide for too long. I knew what that looked like.

I'd had the same marks yesterday afternoon.

I reached out and put my hand on his arm. His left arm. Just above the elbow.

My fingers wrapping around the muscle — lean, hard, the arm of a man who carried lumber six days a week — and his skin was warm and damp with sweat and he was trembling.

The trembling ran up through my palm and into my wrist and I could feel his pulse hammering under my fingertips.

He made a sound. Not a word. A sound that came from the bottom of his throat and got stuck behind his teeth.

His eyes squeezed shut and his jaw locked and I watched his face do what it had been trying to do since I walked in — collapse. The muscles around his mouth pulling down.

His chin crumpling. A man trying not to cry and losing.

I didn't let go of his arm.

The eucalyptus hit me. This close — my face a foot from his chest, my hand on his arm — I could smell it. The gym shower soap.

The same soap I'd smelled on him this morning when I'd leaned into his neck and said smells familiar.

The same soap I'd smelled on Tyrone's skin yesterday when he was on top of me and his chest was pressed against my back and his hips were slamming into my ass.

It was in Diego's pores now.

Worked into his skin from the same shower stall, the same bar of soap, the same water that had been running down Tyrone's body twenty minutes before Diego knelt under it.

My husband smelled like the man he'd sucked off. The same way I'd smelled like the man who'd fucked me.

We'd both walked back to our room carrying pieces of him and we'd kissed each other and neither of us had known we were tasting the same thing.

"Mírame," I said. Look at me.

My Spanish came out the way it always did — clean, American, the accent of a girl who grew up in Miami speaking English at school and Spanish at home and mixing them so often she couldn't always tell where one ended and the other started.

Not like Diego's.

Diego's Spanish was Colombian — deep, rounded, the words rolling off his tongue the way they did when he talked to his mother on the phone or when he prayed or when he came inside me and couldn't hold the English together anymore.

He opened his eyes. Wet. Red-rimmed. Looking at me like he was waiting for the thing that would end us.

"Mírame, Diego."

He looked at me. I looked at him. My hand still on his arm. His skin under my palm. Six years of marriage and everything I thought I knew about this body was wrong.

Other hands had touched this skin. Other mouths. Other showers, other rooms, other men.

His cock was still hard. I could see it.

He'd dropped his hands from covering himself because the effort of holding them up was losing to the effort of not falling apart, and there it was — small, flushed, pressed up against his stomach.

Hard. In front of his wife. In front of the man he'd been on his knees for. His body as honest as mine and twice as ashamed of it.

I let my eyes move down his chest. Slow. Not looking away. Taking inventory the way you do when you're seeing something for the first time even though you've seen it a thousand times.

The lean torso. The construction shoulders. The line of dark hair running from his navel to his cock.

The knees — red, carpet-burned, the same way they'd been red this morning when he came back from the "gym." I'd seen those red knees over the edge of the mattress when he pushed into me and I hadn't thought anything of it.

I looked at the bed. Tyrone hadn't moved. He was sitting on the edge with his hands on his own thighs, his cock still out, still hard, still shining wet with my husband's spit.

He was watching us. His eyes moving between my face and Diego's the way they had before — reading, measuring, waiting. He wasn't going to speak. This wasn't his moment. This was ours.

I looked back at Diego.

"¿Cuánto tiempo?" I said. How long. The same question I'd asked in English. But in Spanish it sounded different. Heavier. The words my mother used when she found out about my father.

The words every Latin woman keeps loaded in the back of her throat for the moment she hopes never comes.

Diego's face crumbled.

"Cami — yo no soy — I'm not—" The languages crashed into each other.

His hands came up — not to cover himself, but palms out, the gesture of a man trying to hold something back.

"Esto no es — this isn't what I — yo te amo, Cami, I love you, yo no—"

"Para." Stop.

He stopped. His mouth still open. His hands still up. Tears running down his face in two clean lines, catching the lamplight, dripping off his jaw onto his bare chest.

"No me digas lo que no eres." Don't tell me what you're not.

I said it quiet. Flat. The way my mother said things when she was past the point of yelling. The voice that was past yelling.

Diego's hands dropped to his sides. His fingers curled into fists and then uncurled and hung there.

He was naked and crying and hard and standing in another man's hotel room and there was nothing left to hide behind. No English to fumble. No gym to blame. No mimosa.

No tired from work. Nothing.

"Tú sabes por qué estoy aquí," I said. You know why I'm here.

Not a question. A statement. Because he did. He could see the sundress. The bare feet. The nothing underneath.

He could see that his wife had walked to this same room at midnight the same way he had — wanting the same man, needing the same thing, carrying the same lie.

His mouth opened. Closed. His eyes moved from my face to the bed behind him. To Tyrone. Then back to me. And I watched it land. The understanding.

Not the words — I hadn't said it in words — but the shape of it filling the space between us.

His wife was here for the same reason he was.

His lips moved. No sound at first. Then, barely a whisper, his voice cracked and raw and thick with everything he'd been swallowing for years:

"¿Tú también?"

You too?

I didn't answer. I didn't have to. My hand was still on his arm and the sundress had nothing underneath it.


Chapter 25

I kissed him.

I grabbed the back of his neck and pulled his mouth to mine and kissed my husband. Hard.

Not the way I'd kissed him this morning — not the sleepy, automatic, wife-kiss I'd been giving him for six years. This was something else.

My mouth open, my tongue pushing past his lips, and the taste hit me immediately.

Tyrone.

The same taste I'd gagged on yesterday when Tyrone's cock was in my throat.

The same salt and musk and heavy, specific flavor that I'd swallowed in this room on this bed less than thirty-six hours ago.

It was in Diego's mouth — in the grooves of his tongue, in the spaces between his teeth, in the spit that mixed with mine when I pushed deeper.

I'd tasted it this morning and thought mimosa. I'd tasted it this morning and laughed at my husband drinking champagne at seven AM.

It wasn't champagne. It was cum. Tyrone's cum. In my husband's mouth.

And I was kissing him and tasting it and my tongue was chasing it and my hand was tight on the back of his neck and I wasn't pulling away.

Diego made a sound against my mouth. Small. Broken. His hands came up to my waist — hovering, not landing, like he wasn't sure he was allowed to touch his own wife anymore.

I grabbed his wrist and put his hand on my hip. Pressed it there. Held it until his fingers curled into the fabric of my sundress on their own.

I pulled back. An inch. My lips still close enough to feel his breathing. His eyes were open, wet, searching my face for something — permission, disgust, anger, anything he could read and react to.

I looked at his mouth. Swollen. Slick. The taste of another man's cock still on his tongue and now on mine.

I looked at Tyrone.

He was watching. Leaned back on his hands, sitting on the edge of the bed, his cock still hard and wet in the lamplight. He'd watched me kiss my husband.

Watched me taste himself on Diego's lips. And the corner of his mouth pulled up. Not a smile. A smirk. The expression of a man who'd just figured out how all the pieces fit.

Something pulsed between my legs. Low. Deep.

I bit my lower lip. Looked at Tyrone's cock.

Looked at his chest, his shoulders, his hands resting on his thighs — the same hands that had gripped my hips yesterday, the same hands that had been on my husband's hips five minutes ago.

I was looking at him the way I'd looked at him at the pool. The way I'd looked at him in the hallway outside this room. The wanting so obvious it was almost embarrassing.

Tyrone's smirk widened. Just barely. He knew. He could see it on me the same way he'd seen it on Diego in the gym. The hunger.

The thing we were both too stupid to hide and too honest to fake.

I turned back to Diego. Took his hand. My fingers lacing through his the way they did on the couch at home, in the car, in bed before we fell asleep. His hand was shaking.

Mine was steady.

"Didn't know y'all was married."

Tyrone's voice. Low. Unhurried. The first words he'd spoken since I walked in. His eyes moved from me to Diego and back.

"She the wife you was tellin' me about?"

Diego's hand clenched around mine. His whole body went rigid — a jolt, electric, the kind that runs through you when you hear something that rearranges everything you thought you understood.

He'd told Tyrone about me. In the gym, in the shower, in whatever small exchange had happened between them that I'd never know about — Diego had mentioned a wife.

And Tyrone had fucked that wife the day before and hadn't known.

Diego looked at me. Then at Tyrone. Then back at me.

His face was doing something I'd never seen — the shame still there, the fear still there, but underneath both of them something else was surfacing. The math landing.

His wife had fucked the same man he'd been on his knees for. She'd come back for more at midnight the same way he had. Same room. Same secret. Same man.

Neither of them had the high ground.

"Sí," Diego said. Quiet. Looking at Tyrone. Then at me. "She is my wife."

***

The room was still. The fan. The ocean. Three people breathing.

I squeezed Diego's hand. He squeezed back. Hard. His fingers locking around mine the way they did in the doctor's office when the results came back negative. Tight.

We looked at each other. Husband and wife. Both wet. Both wanting the same man sitting on the bed behind us with that smirk on his face and his cock hard and patient.

I looked at the bed. Diego looked at the bed.


Chapter 26

We knelt together.

No signal. No countdown. Diego's hand in mine and we walked to the edge of the bed and we went down. Side by side. My bare knees on the carpet next to his bare knees.

His right hand holding my left. Our fingers laced together, tight, the way we held hands in the car when the drive was long and neither of us had anything to say.

Tyrone spread his legs wider. Making room for both of us between his thighs. His cock was right there — thick, dark, shining with spit that was still drying from Diego's mouth. Hard.

The head swollen and the veins standing out along the shaft and the weight of it resting against his thigh. I'd had it inside me yesterday.

Diego had had it in his throat twenty minutes ago. And now we were both on our knees in front of it.

I went first.

I leaned forward and put my mouth on the head.

My lips stretching around it — the familiar ache in my jaw, the taste of skin and salt and the faint musk underneath — and I took him in. Slow. An inch. Two.

My tongue flat against the underside, feeling the ridge of the head drag across it, and the taste thickened. Diego's spit was still on him. I could taste my husband on another man's cock.

My eyes closed and a sound came out of me. "Mmh."

I pulled back. Spit stringing from my lips to the head. Turned to Diego.

He was watching. His eyes locked on my mouth, on the spit, on Tyrone's cock wet and inches from his face. His jaw was tight. His breathing fast through his nose.

I could see the hunger in him — raw, desperate, the same look he'd probably had in every parking lot and back room and locker room he'd ever snuck into.

Except now his wife was watching.

"Ven," I said. Come. Quiet. Just for him.

Diego leaned in. His mouth found the shaft halfway down — lips open, tongue dragging up the side, a wet stripe from base to head. He took the tip in. His cheeks hollowed.

His eyes closed. "Mmph—" A groan that vibrated through him and into me through our joined hands.

I watched my husband suck cock.

That sentence. I let it form in my head and I didn't flinch.

My husband was on his knees with his lips wrapped around another man's dick and I was six inches away and I was watching.

The way his jaw stretched to accommodate the girth — wider than I'd ever seen his mouth open, wider than yawning, wider than the way he bit into mangoes in the summer with the juice running down his chin.

His lips were sealed tight. His cheeks caved in with the suction. His head was moving in slow, deliberate bobs — not frantic, not sloppy. Practiced. He knew what he was doing.

The angle of his neck, the way he breathed through his nose in steady pulls, the way his tongue was doing something on the underside that I could see in the flex of his jaw muscle — this wasn't his first time.

This wasn't his tenth time.

My husband was good at sucking cock.

He pulled back to the head and swirled his tongue around it — I could see the motion through his cheek, the bulge of the tip pressing out against the inside of his face — and then slid back down.

Deeper. His throat opening. I heard the wet click of the head passing into his throat and his shoulders hitched and his nostrils flared and he kept going. His nose almost touching the base.

His eyes squeezed shut. A thin line of spit escaping the corner of his mouth and running down the shaft.

"Unh—" The sound was muffled. Stuffed. His throat full. His hand squeezed mine — a pulse, involuntary — and I felt the tremor running through his whole body. He wasn't shaking from shame anymore.

He was shaking from want.

Something was happening between my legs.

Watching Diego's mouth slide up and down that thick, dark shaft with his eyes closed and his face slack with a focus I'd never seen him bring to my body — it was doing something to me.

My thighs pressed together. My clit throbbed.

He pulled off. A gasp. Spit connecting his lower lip to the head in a thick, shining rope. His eyes opened halfway — glazed, unfocused, gone.

He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and the spit smeared across his cheek and he didn't care. He leaned back in immediately. Mouth open. Hungry.

Taking the head back between his lips and sucking and the sound — wet, obscene, the slurping of a man who wasn't trying to be quiet because he'd forgotten anyone else was in the room.

Then he remembered. His eyes opened. Found mine. And I saw it — the flash of terror.

The animal panic of a man caught in the act by the one person he'd spent his whole life hiding from. His mouth slowed on Tyrone's cock. His body tensed.

The shame flooding back in, filling the spaces that the hunger had emptied.

I squeezed his hand. Didn't look away. Didn't flinch.

"No pares," I whispered. Don't stop.

His eyes went wet. His jaw unclenched. And he went back down.

Tyrone's hand came down on the back of Diego's head. Gripping. Pushing him down another inch. Then his other hand found the back of my head. Heavy.

His fingers curling into my hair, his palm warm against my skull.

"Look at this," Tyrone said. His voice low. Thick. "Husband and wife. On they knees. In my room." He pushed Diego down further.

Diego gagged — a wet, muffled sound — and Tyrone held him there. "Both of y'all hungry as fuck."

Diego pulled off gasping. Spit running down his chin.

I leaned in and took over — my mouth sliding down the shaft, taking him deep, deeper than Diego had, the head pushing into the back of my throat. I gagged and held.

Swallowed around him. Tyrone's fingers tightened in my hair.

"That's it, mami. Show your man how you do it."

I took him deeper. My jaw screaming, my throat convulsing, spit pouring out of me and running down the shaft in thick ropes. I could feel Diego's eyes on me.

The weight of his stare on the side of my face, on my stretched lips, on the inches of dark cock disappearing into his wife's mouth.

I pulled back to the head, swirled my tongue around it, let the spit pool, and slid back down. Slow. Showing him.

I turned my eyes to Diego without pulling off.

He was staring. His mouth open. His chest rising and falling in shallow pulls. And his cock — his four inches, flushed and hard and pressed against his stomach — was twitching. Leaking.

A thin strand of precum dripping from the tip to the carpet between his knees.

He was watching his wife deepthroat a cock twice his size and his body was responding in a way his brain probably couldn't explain.

I knew that look. Not from him — I'd never seen it on his face before. But I knew the shape of it. His jaw was clenched. His nostrils flared.

His eyes kept moving — from my mouth to the shaft, from the shaft to Tyrone's hips, from Tyrone's hips back to my mouth. Measuring. Comparing.

The thick, veined cock stretching his wife's lips versus the four inches between his own legs that had been slipping out of me half-soft this morning.

I pulled off. Gasped. Took him again — the head pushing past my gag reflex, my throat closing around it, and I held. My eyes locked on Diego's.

A tear ran down my cheek from the gagging and I let it. Let him see his wife choking on it.

Let him see the spit running down my chin and the mascara I wasn't wearing smeared under my eyes and the way my throat bulged when I took it past the back of my mouth.

"Mmh — guk — mmh—"

Diego's cock jumped. A full twitch, the head flexing up toward his stomach, and a bead of precum rolled down the underside. He didn't touch it.

His hands were locked — one holding mine, one gripping his own thigh hard enough to leave marks. But his hips shifted. A small roll, involuntary, his cock searching for friction that wasn't there.

He was harder than he'd been inside me this morning. Harder than he'd been in weeks.

Watching me gag on another man's cock had done what my body couldn't — given his four inches a reason to stand at full attention.

The infertility appointments. The half-hard sex. The way he'd been slowly disappearing from our bed for months. Four inches and the shame of knowing his wife deserved more.

He'd been carrying that under the construction hands and the broken English and the "very tired, mi vida."

And right now, watching me take what he couldn't give me, his cock was the hardest it had been in months.

I pulled back. Coughing. Drool everywhere — on my chin, on Tyrone's cock, on my chest where the sundress had slipped off one shoulder. I turned to Diego and he was already moving.

His mouth finding the shaft where mine had just been, his tongue chasing the spit I'd left, licking it off Tyrone's cock with his eyes half-closed and his breathing ragged.

We fell into it. No rhythm at first — just mouths and tongues and spit and the two of us working his cock from both sides.

My lips on the head while Diego's mouth was on the shaft. His tongue on the base while I sucked the tip.

Our mouths meeting in the middle sometimes — my lips brushing Diego's around the thick ridge of the head, the taste of Tyrone's cock and each other's spit mixing between us.

"Mírame," I breathed against Diego's mouth. Our lips touching over the head of another man's cock. Look at me. He opened his eyes. Wet. Wrecked. I kissed him.

My tongue pushing into his mouth with Tyrone's cock pressed between our cheeks, the shaft hot and slick against both our faces. Diego moaned into the kiss — a sound I'd never heard from him.

High. Thin. Desperate. "Unh — Cami—"

"Shh." I put my hand on his jaw. Kissed him again. Tasted Tyrone on his tongue, in his spit, everywhere. "Estoy aquí." I'm here. "Estoy aquí contigo." I'm here with you.

His hand squeezed mine so hard the bones shifted.


Chapter 27

Tyrone grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled me off Diego's mouth and back onto his cock. No asking.

Just the grip and the pull and the head pushing past my lips and I opened wide and took him and the sound that came out of me was wet and muffled and obscene.

"Guk — mmh — guk—"

"That mouth," Tyrone said. His hips rolling. Feeding me slow, deep strokes. "That fuckin' mouth. No wonder your husband can't keep his dick hard. He ain't got what you need."

He pulled me off by the hair. Pushed Diego's face down. Diego took him — hungry, sloppy, no technique, just his mouth open and his throat working and the gagging sounds filling the room.

"Guk — guk — mmph—" His free hand on Tyrone's thigh, gripping, his knuckles white. His other hand still holding mine.

"And you," Tyrone said, looking down at Diego. "Suckin' dick better than your wife. Goddamn." He let out a low grunt. "Married-ass couple both on they knees for me. Shiiit."

He grabbed Diego by the hair and pulled him off. Diego gasped — mouth open, spit hanging in thick ropes from his lower lip to the shaft. Tyrone held him there. Then looked at me.

"You. On my balls."

I moved without thinking. My mouth found them — heavy, full, drawn tight against the base of his cock. I took one in and sucked.

The skin smooth and hot against my tongue, the weight of it filling my mouth. I could taste sweat and soap and musk and I sucked harder and a grunt came from above me.

"Yeah. Like that." His hand stayed in Diego's hair. Pushed him back onto the shaft. "You — keep suckin'. Your wife got the balls."

Diego's mouth slid back down the cock. Sloppy.

Gagging on the first stroke, spit spraying, and I could hear every sound he made because my face was inches below his — my lips sealed around Tyrone's balls while Diego's throat took the shaft.

The vibrations of Diego's gagging traveled down through the cock and into the balls and into my mouth. I moaned. "Mmh—" The sound muffled against the warm, heavy skin.

"Fuck." Tyrone's hips shifted. His thighs spreading wider, his hand tightening in Diego's hair. "One on the dick, one on the balls. Y'all a team."

I pulled off. Licked a slow stripe from the bottom of his sack up to the base of the shaft where Diego's lips were. My tongue met the corner of Diego's mouth.

I could taste his spit. He could feel my tongue. Neither of us pulled away.

"Switch," Tyrone said.

Diego pulled off the shaft. I moved up. We passed each other — my mouth sliding up the cock as his slid down. I took the head in. Diego went lower.

I felt his mouth close around one of Tyrone's balls, heard the wet suck of it, and Tyrone's whole body flexed. His abs clenched. His thighs went rigid under our hands.

"Goddamn — unh—" A real sound. Deep. From the chest. His hips rolled, pushing the shaft further into my mouth, and I took it.

Let him fuck my throat in slow strokes while my husband nursed his balls.

"This what y'all do?" Tyrone said. His breathing heavier now. "Husband go find the dick and the wife follow? That how this work?" He gripped the back of my head and drove deep.

I gagged — "guk" — and he held me there. Spit pouring out around the seal of my lips. "Cause I ain't mad at it."

He pulled me off. Pushed my head down toward his balls. Grabbed Diego and pulled him up to the shaft.

The switch was seamless — Diego's mouth where mine had been, my mouth where his had been. His tongue on the head, my lips around the sack. The sounds we were making filled the room.

Wet. Sloppy. Obscene. The slurping and the gagging and the moaning and Tyrone's low grunts punctuating all of it.

"Your husband know what that mouth do?" Tyrone said. I looked up. He was looking at Diego while Diego worked the shaft.

"She was in here yesterday takin' this whole dick. Deep. Had her legs shakin'. You ever make her legs shake with that little-ass dick?"

Diego whimpered. A high, broken sound around the cock in his mouth. His face flushed. His cock twitching between his legs, leaking onto the carpet.

"Nah," Tyrone said. Answering his own question. "That's why she came back."

He pulled Diego off. Held both of us by the hair — one in each fist — our faces side by side, mouths open, chins dripping. His cock stood between us. Dark. Thick.

Shining with spit from both our mouths. He slapped it against my cheek. Heavy. The wet smack loud in the quiet room. Then against Diego's. Back to mine. Diego's.

The head leaving wet streaks across our faces.

"Lick it," he said. "Both of y'all. Same time."

We leaned in from both sides. My tongue flat against the left side of the shaft. Diego's tongue on the right.

We licked upward in tandem — two tongues tracing the veins, meeting at the head, my tongue sliding over Diego's over the slit.

The taste of precum and spit and both of us mixing together on the tip.

"That's it," Tyrone growled. "Worship that shit."

He looked down at us. Both of us licking his cock with our tongues touching over the head. Husband and wife. On our knees. Drooling on the same dick.

"Nasty-ass couple," he said. His voice had dropped into something lower. Rougher. "Got a slut for a wife and a faggot for a husband. And both of y'all in my room." He grabbed my chin.

Tilted my face up. "Take that dress off."

My hands went to the straps. I pulled them off my shoulders and the sundress slid down — off my chest, past my waist, pooling around my knees on the carpet. Nothing underneath. Bare tits.

Bare pussy. Bare everything. The warm air of the room hitting my skin and my nipples were already hard and the wetness between my legs was running down my inner thigh.

"Mmm." Tyrone looked at my body. My tits, my hips, the thick thighs pressed together on the carpet.

"Yeah. That's what I had yesterday. That fat Latina ass bouncing on this dick." He looked at Diego.

"You know about that? Your wife rode this cock till she couldn't walk. Came back to y'all room leaking my nut."

Diego made a sound. Guttural. Low. His cock jumped — a hard twitch, precum dripping — and his eyes moved from Tyrone's face to my naked body to Tyrone's cock and back.

He was shaking again.

Tyrone grabbed Diego by the jaw. Squeezed. Turned his face up. Looked at him the way you look at something you own.

"And you." His thumb pressed into Diego's lower lip. Pushed it down. Diego's mouth opened. Obedient.

"Little punk-ass husband sneakin' up to my room at midnight to suck dick." He pushed his thumb into Diego's mouth. Diego closed his lips around it. Sucked. His eyes half-closed.

"What's that word in Spanish? Poo-toh?" He said it wrong. Mangled it. Two hard syllables with an American accent that butchered the vowels. "That's what you are, right? A puto?"

Diego's whole body shuddered. The word — wrong accent, wrong mouth, wrong language — hit him somewhere deeper than English could reach. His eyes squeezed shut. His cock throbbed against his stomach.

"Sí," he whispered around Tyrone's thumb. Barely a sound. "Sí, papi."

"Sí papi," Tyrone repeated. Mocking. Almost gentle in how cruel it was. He pulled his thumb out of Diego's mouth and wiped the spit on Diego's cheek. "A'ight, puto. Get your mouth back on it."

Diego dropped onto the cock. Desperate. His mouth stretching wide, taking it deep, gagging on the third inch, pushing through anyway. "Guk — guk — mmph—" The sounds wet and broken and loud.

I was naked on my knees next to my naked husband and a man was calling us sluts and faggots and we were both dripping. I reached between my legs. Touched myself.

My fingers slid through the wetness and found my clit and I pressed and my hips bucked and a moan came out of me that I didn't try to stop. "Ahh — unh—"

"Didn't say you could touch yourself," Tyrone said. Not looking at me. Watching Diego choke on his cock. "Hands off. You cum when I say you cum."

My hand stopped. Pulled away. Wet fingers hovering over my thigh. My clit throbbing.

"Good girl." Still not looking. "Now get back on these nuts while your cocksucker husband do his thing."

I leaned in. My mouth finding Diego's neck while he sucked. Pressing my lips to the tendon, tasting his sweat, whispering against his skin. "Así, mi amor." Like that, my love.

"Así." He whimpered around Tyrone's cock and the vibration made Tyrone's thigh flex under my hand.

Diego pulled off. Gasping. His face a mess — spit, tears, drool running down his chin and throat. He turned to me. His eyes searching.

His mouth opening and the words coming out in Spanish — fast, broken, tumbling over each other the way they did when he called his mother with bad news.

"Cami — perdóname — yo no quería que supieras — I didn't — yo no podía parar—" Forgive me. I didn't want you to know. I couldn't stop.

His hand found my face. Cupping my jaw.

His palm wet with spit — Tyrone's spit, his own spit, the spit that had been all over that cock — and he pulled me in and kissed me. Hard. Desperate.

His mouth open and searching and I could taste it. The full, thick taste of Tyrone's cock on my husband's tongue. The precum. The musk.

The salt of the skin that had been in the back of Diego's throat. It was everywhere in his mouth. Soaked in. Like he'd been marinating in it.

I kissed him back. My tongue sliding against his, chasing the taste, and he moaned into my mouth — "unh" — and his forehead pressed against mine and his words kept coming. Whispered. Spanish.

Just for me.

"Siempre fui así, Cami." I was always like this. "Desde antes de ti. Desde siempre." Since before you. Since always. "No podía decirte. No podía decirle a nadie." I couldn't tell you.

I couldn't tell anyone.

His lips moved against mine between the words. Kissing and confessing at the same time. The taste of another man's cock passing between us with every syllable.

"Yo te amo," he said. "Te amo, te amo, pero esto — esto también soy yo—" I love you. I love you. But this is also me.

I pulled back. My hands on his face. Looking at him. My husband. Six years.

Six years of marriage and I was kneeling naked on a hotel room carpet with his confession in my mouth and the taste of cock on both our tongues and something was rising in me that wasn't tenderness.

It started in my stomach. A heat. Higher. Sharper than the one between my legs.

Six years.

Six years of climbing on top of him and riding a half-hard cock and telling myself it was stress. The construction. The long hours. The infertility appointments that drained us both.

Six years of initiating and being met with a body that showed up but wasn't really there.

Six years of wondering what was wrong with me — was I not sexy enough, not tight enough, not enough — while my husband was on his knees in truck stops and tool sheds swallowing strangers.

"Diego." My voice was quiet. My hands still on his face. "Cabrón."

His eyes widened.

"Pendejo." Louder now. My fingers tightening on his jaw. "Eras un maricón mamando verga todo este tiempo." You were a cock-sucking faggot this whole time. "Todo este puto tiempo, Diego." This whole fucking time.

The words came out in my mother's Spanish. Miami Spanish. The Spanish of a woman who grew up hearing her tías curse out their husbands in the kitchen after the men had gone to bed.

Every word precise and filthy and aimed at the center of his chest.

"Seis años." Six years. "Seis años y yo pensando que era yo — que algo estaba mal conmigo — que no era suficiente mujer para ti—" Six years of me thinking it was me.

That something was wrong with me. That I wasn't woman enough for you. "Y tú estabas de rodillas tragando pinga de desconocidos." And you were on your knees swallowing strangers' cock.

Diego's face crumpled. The tears that had been leaking turned into something worse — his whole body caving in, his shoulders folding, his forehead dropping against my chest.

I felt his tears on my bare skin. Hot. Running down between my tits. His body shaking against mine.

"Lo siento," he whispered into my sternum. I'm sorry. "Lo siento, lo siento, lo siento—"

"¿Por qué no me dijiste?" Why didn't you tell me. My hands in his hair now. Gripping. Not pulling. Holding.

"¿Tan difícil era? ¿No confías en mí? ¿Pensabas que te iba a dejar?" Was it that hard? You don't trust me? You thought I'd leave you?

"Sí." A breath against my skin. "Sí. I thought — yo pensaba que sí."

My jaw was clenched so tight my teeth ached. My eyes were burning.

His tears on my chest and his confession in my mouth and six years of dead-bedroom self-doubt rearranging itself into a different shape. A shape that made sense.

A horrible, clear, obvious sense that I should have seen years ago.

The half-hard cock. The quick finishes. The way he never looked at me during sex — not really, not the way a man looks at the thing he wants. The gym trips that ran long.

The business trips he came back from quiet and distracted. The three therapy sessions he thought I didn't know about.

Todo tenía sentido. Everything made sense.

And the sense of it was the worst part because it meant the whole thing — the marriage, the bed, the trying for a baby — had been built on top of something he couldn't say out loud.

"Papi," Diego breathed against my chest. The word slipping out. Not for me. For the man sitting on the bed behind us. And he didn't even realize he'd said it.


Chapter 28

I should have left.

That's what the wife in the movie does. She screams. She slaps.

She grabs her dress off the floor and pulls it over her head and storms out and slams the door and the hallway swallows her and the audience feels something clean and righteous on her behalf.

She cries in a taxi. She calls her sister. She gets a lawyer. She moves on. The credits roll and she's stronger and the audience claps because she did the right thing.

I was naked on a hotel room carpet with my husband's tears running between my tits and another man's cock six feet behind me and I was wet. Still wet.

Wet through the anger and the Spanish and the six-years-of-lies and the cabrón and the pendejo and the todo este puto tiempo — wet through all of it. My body hadn't gotten the memo.

My brain was on fire and my pussy was throbbing and every time I breathed in I could smell Tyrone — the eucalyptus, the cocoa butter, the musk underneath — and my hips shifted on the carpet and the slickness between my thighs moved with me.

I tried to hold the anger. I really did.

I thought about the doctor's office. The plastic chairs.

The pamphlets about ovulation windows and sperm counts and "unexplained infertility" — that was the phrase they'd used, unexplained, like it was a mystery, like there was no explanation for why a man who couldn't stay hard inside his wife also couldn't get her pregnant.

I'd sat in that office and squeezed Diego's hand and cried in the parking lot after and blamed my body. My eggs. My uterus.

The thing I was supposed to be able to do as a woman that I was failing at.

And the whole time the explanation was kneeling next to me with another man's cum at the back of his throat.

I thought about the lingerie.

The red set I bought for our anniversary — the one from the website, expensive, the kind with the garter belt and the thigh-highs and the bra that pushed everything up and together.

I'd put it on in the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror and felt sexy for the first time in months and walked into the bedroom and Diego had smiled — the same rehearsed smile, the one I now recognized — and said "you look beautiful, mi vida" and we'd had sex and he'd lasted four minutes and finished with that same watery dribble and rolled off me and fallen asleep and I'd lain there in the red lingerie staring at the ceiling feeling like the ugliest woman in the world.

I wasn't ugly. I was married to a man who wanted cock.

I thought about every time I'd initiating and gotten the excuse. Tired. Long day. Hurting from work. The back, the shoulders, the knees.

Every time I'd reached for him in bed and felt him flinch — barely, just barely, so small I'd told myself I imagined it — before his body reluctantly went through the motions.

Every time I came too fast because his four inches couldn't hold an erection long enough for me to get anywhere close to where I needed to be and I'd faked it. Faked it.

How many times had I faked it? Dozens. Hundreds.

My hand pressed against the headboard and my voice making the right sounds and my body performing the right shudders because I didn't want my husband to feel bad about the sex that was never going to be good because he didn't want to be there.

Six years of anger. Hot. Huge.

Six years of it — six years of doubt and self-blame and secret crying in the shower and thinking maybe I should lose weight maybe I should try harder maybe I should be dirtier maybe I should — and all of it was his fault.

All of it. Every insecurity. Every tear. Every night I'd lain next to him and felt alone.

And then the anger hit a wall.

Because I was in this room too.

I was naked. On my knees. In the hotel room of a man I'd fucked yesterday. A man I'd let rail me for three hours while my husband was fishing.

A man whose cum I'd walked back to my room in, leaking through my bikini bottoms, and kissed my husband hello with the taste of another man's cock still in the back of my throat.

I'd cheated first.

Not by much. One day. But first.

I'd walked to this room at two in the afternoon and let Tyrone eat me out until I squirted on his face and then I'd ridden his cock until I couldn't see straight and then he'd bent me over and fucked me from behind and called me mami and came inside me twice and I'd loved every second of it.

Every single second.

The anger buckled. Not because I forgave Diego. Not because the six years stopped mattering. But because the anger needed a clean victim and I wasn't one.

I was a cheating wife on the floor of her lover's hotel room screaming at her husband for doing the same thing she'd done. In the same room. With the same man. Twenty-four hours apart.

We were the same.

We were the same. Both liars. Both sneaking out. Both hungry for something we couldn't get from each other and both too scared to say it.

The only difference was the shape of the hunger — mine pointing toward a man who could fuck me right, his pointing toward men, period — but the lying was identical. The sneaking was identical.

The walking to Room 314 at midnight with a hard cock or a wet pussy was identical.

I couldn't be the wife in the movie.

The wife in the movie didn't walk to Room 314 at midnight with no underwear on because she needed to get fucked by the same man her husband was sucking off.

The wife in the movie had moral high ground.

I had a wet pussy and a husband with cum on his breath and we were both the same kind of fucked up and pretending otherwise wasn't going to work.

I looked down at Diego. His forehead against my sternum. His tears drying on my skin. His hands loose at his sides. He looked small.

Smaller than I'd ever seen him — and Diego was already small, five-eight, lean, the kind of man who made up for his frame with his hands and his work ethic and the way he held me like I was the only real thing in his life.

He was crumpled. Emptied out. Every wall he'd built in twelve years of hiding had come down in fifteen minutes on a hotel room floor and he was sitting in the rubble.

His cock was still hard. Even now. Even after the crying and the Spanish and the confession that tore him open — hard. Pointing up. Twitching.

Because a man was sitting on the bed behind us and that's what Diego's body did. Same as mine. Same exact thing. Two broken bodies responding to the same man.

I looked at Tyrone. He was sitting on the edge of the bed, leaned back on his hands. His cock thick and dark between his spread thighs.

He hadn't spoken during any of it — the Spanish, the crying, the cursing. He'd just watched. His face neutral. The smirk gone.

Reading the room the way he always did, letting the thing play out, knowing how it would end because he'd seen the math before either of us had.

He looked at me. His eyes dropping from my face to my bare chest to the wetness shining on my thighs. He knew I was still turned on. He could probably see it. Smell it.

The want coming off me through the anger.


Chapter 29

"Get on the bed, mami."

Not a question. Not a suggestion. The same voice he'd used yesterday when he'd pulled my bikini to the side and pushed me onto the mattress.

The voice that turned off the part of my brain that made decisions and turned on the part that spread my legs.

I looked at Diego. He looked at me. His eyes red. His face wrecked. And somewhere in his expression — under the shame, under the tears, under the rubble — I saw it. Not permission.

Something past it. A man who'd been caught and was too tired to run.

***

I stood up. My knees aching from the carpet. My legs shaking.

I walked to the bed and I crawled onto it and the sheets were cool against my bare skin and I lay on my back and spread my legs and I was so wet I could feel it pooling under me.

The ceiling fan turned above me. The ocean hummed through the balcony screen.

And my husband was on the floor behind me and a man was climbing between my thighs and none of us were pretending anymore.

Tyrone stood. The bed shifted under his weight as he climbed between my thighs. His hands on my knees, pushing them wider. No foreplay. No warmup.

No trailing his fingers up my thighs or kissing my neck or any of the things he'd done yesterday when we had time and I was nervous and he was easing me into it.

None of that. He lined himself up and pushed in.

He slid.

That's the thing. He slid.

I was so wet — soaked through the anger, through the confession, through the crying and the Spanish and the six years of dead-bedroom fury — that his cock pushed into me with almost no resistance.

The head parted me and the shaft followed and he sank in deep and easy and my body took him. Wet. Open. Ready.

"Ahh — fuck—"

The sound came out of me loud. Louder than I meant. A moan that started in my stomach and tore up through my chest and out of my open mouth and filled the room.

My back arched off the mattress. My hands grabbed the sheets. My toes curled so hard my calves cramped.

He was inside me — all the way, bottomed out, his hips pressed against my ass and the full, thick, impossible length of him stretching me open from the inside.

Filling spaces Diego had never reached. Pressing against the deep walls of me that hadn't been touched in six years of marriage.

"Unh — oh God — mmph—"

Tyrone didn't pause. Didn't give me time to adjust.

He pulled back — the drag of the shaft against my swollen walls, the ridge of the head catching on the inside of me, my pussy clenching to keep him — and drove back in.

Hard. Fast. The headboard cracked against the wall. My whole body jolted up the mattress.

"Ahh!"

Again. Pulled out, slammed in. The wet sound of it — obscene, loud, the slap of his hips against my ass and the squelch of my pussy taking him.

I was so wet it was running down the crack of my ass and pooling on the sheet beneath me. A puddle.

My body making a mess it had never made for Diego because Diego had never given it a reason to.

He picked up the pace. No buildup. No slow-to-fast escalation.

He went from zero to fucking me like he'd been waiting for it all day — hard, deep, fast strokes that rocked the bed and slammed the headboard and punched the air out of my lungs with each thrust.

His hands gripping my hips. Fingers digging into the soft flesh above my hip bones. Pulling me onto him as he drove forward. Using my body. Taking what he wanted from it.

"That pussy," he grunted. "Goddamn. Wetter than yesterday." His hips snapping into me. "Soakin' my dick. You been wantin' this all day, huh?"

"Sí — sí — ahh — yes—"

I couldn't think. The anger was gone. The Spanish was gone. The six years of resentment and the doctor's offices and the red lingerie and the faked orgasms — all of it was gone.

There was nothing in my head except the cock inside me and the sounds it was making and the way my body was responding to being fucked the way it was supposed to be fucked.

My legs wrapped around his waist. My heels digging into the small of his back. My hips rising to meet every thrust, grinding against him, chasing the pressure on my clit.

"Unh — unh — unh — fuck — unh—"

One sound per thrust. I couldn't help it. Each stroke drove it out of me like a piston pumping air.

My voice high and breathy and desperate and loud enough that whoever was in room 315 could hear me through the wall and I didn't care. I didn't care about anything. Not the neighbors.

Not the resort. Not the man on the floor behind us.

Diego.

I'd forgotten about Diego.

Not forgotten — displaced. Pushed to the edges of my awareness by the cock that was rearranging my insides. My husband was somewhere in this room. On the floor. Watching.

And I was on my back with my legs around another man's waist moaning like a whore and I hadn't looked at him since I lay down.

I didn't look now either.

Tyrone shifted his angle. Pushed my knees up toward my chest. Folded me.

The new position drove him deeper — past where he'd been, into the spot that made my vision go white at the edges — and a sound came out of me that wasn't a moan.

It was a scream. Short. Sharp. Torn out of my chest.

"There it is," Tyrone said. "Right there. That's the spot that made you squirt yesterday." He hit it again. And again. Hammering into that one spot with his hips snapping hard enough to bruise.

The bed frame groaning. The headboard banging the wall in a steady, violent rhythm. "Your husband ever hit that spot?"

"No," I gasped. "No — nunca — never — ahh—"

"Nah. He ain't got enough to reach it." Another thrust. Deeper. My hands flew to his chest — not to push him away, to hold on. My fingers gripping the thick muscle of his pecs.

My nails leaving white lines on his dark skin. "This what that Latina pussy need. Big Black dick. Deep. Stretching you the fuck out."

"Sí — unh — mmph — harder — más duro—"

He gave me harder. His whole body behind each stroke now. The mattress compressing under me. The springs screaming. My ass bouncing off his hips on every impact.

The wet, filthy sounds of my pussy taking him — squelching, slapping, dripping. I could feel my own wetness being fucked out of me with every stroke, running down my thighs, soaking the sheets.

I was loud. Louder than I'd ever been.

The moans pouring out of me steady and shameless and raw — "ahh — ahh — unh — fuck — unh — ahh" — the sounds I'd never made for Diego.

The sounds I'd never made for any man until yesterday afternoon in this same bed. Diego's sex was quiet. Polite. Two minutes of half-hard effort and a whispered "that was good, baby" and silence.

This was the opposite.

This was my body screaming because a man was hitting places inside me that had never been hit and my brain had vacated the premises and all that was left was nerve endings and sweat and the rhythmic slam of his cock into the deepest part of me.

"Mmm," Tyrone grunted. Sweat on his chest. His arms flexing as he gripped my hips and pulled me onto each stroke. "Shoulda heard her yesterday." He wasn't talking to me.

He was looking over his shoulder. Talking to Diego.

"Screaming my name. Neighbor banged on the wall. Didn't stop. Couldn't stop. This pussy was squirtin' on my face and she was screaming so loud the neighbor banged on the wall and your little four-inch dick was out on a boat somewhere catchin' fish."

A sound came from behind him. From the floor. A whimper. Small. Broken.

My husband was watching his wife get fucked and making the same sounds he made when a man's cock was in his mouth.

I didn't look. I was too far gone.

Tyrone was hitting that spot on every stroke now and my orgasm was building — a huge, heavy pressure in my pelvis, my abs clenching, my thighs squeezing his waist, my breathing going fast and shallow.

Close. So close. The kind of orgasm that had never existed in my marriage because the equipment wasn't there.

"Unh — I'm — ahh — I'm gonna — fuck — unh—"

Tyrone slowed. Buried himself deep. Rolled his hips in a slow grind, his pubic bone pressing against my clit, the head of his cock pushing into that deep spot and holding. My body locked.

Every muscle tight. My mouth open. The orgasm right there — right there — on the edge — and he held me on it. Grinding. Pressing. His cock throbbing inside me.

"Not yet," he said. "You gon' cum when I tell you."

"Please — por favor — unh—"

"Not. Yet."

My whole body was shaking. Vibrating. The orgasm sitting right behind a wall that his cock was pressing against and he wouldn't let me through. My hands gripping his arms. My nails drawing blood.

Sweat running between my tits and pooling in my navel.

He looked over his shoulder at Diego.

Diego was on the bed. He'd crawled up when I had — I hadn't noticed, hadn't cared — and he was kneeling at the edge of the mattress. Naked. His cock in his fist. Stroking.

Tight, fast, desperate little pulls with his hips rocking forward into his grip. His eyes were locked on where Tyrone's cock was buried inside me. On the stretch. On the wet.

On the dark shaft disappearing into his wife's pussy. His mouth was hanging open. His breathing ragged. His whole body pitched forward like he was being pulled toward us by something he couldn't resist.

He was jerking off watching me get fucked. Kneeling on the same bed where it was happening. Close enough to hear every wet sound. Close enough to see my cream on Tyrone's cock.

Close enough to smell us — my pussy, Tyrone's sweat, the sex filling the room in a thick, warm fog.

His four inches were hard. As hard as they'd ever been. His fist pumping up and down the short shaft, his thumb swiping over the tip on each upstroke, precum leaking between his fingers.

He was harder watching another man fuck his wife than he'd been inside her in months. Maybe years.

Tyrone saw it too. His hips still grinding into me — deep, slow, keeping me pinned on that edge — and a sound came out of him. A laugh. Low. Not cruel. Amused.

"Yo." His voice cut across the bed. "The fuck is you doin'?"

Diego's hand froze. His eyes snapped up to Tyrone's face. The terror flooding back — caught again, exposed again, the fist around his cock suddenly feeling like evidence.

"You sittin' there beatin' your little-ass dick while I'm in your wife." Tyrone pulled back slow. Just the head still inside me.

I whimpered — "unh" — my hips chasing him, trying to pull him back in. He held still. His eyes on Diego. "That what you came to this room for? To watch?"

Diego's mouth opened. Nothing came out. His hand still frozen on his cock. His eyes wet.

"Nah." Tyrone shook his head. "You ain't just gon' sit there. You wanna be in this bed, you gon' put in work, motherfucker." He pulled out of me completely.

The sudden emptiness — the loss of him, the stretch collapsing, my pussy clenching on nothing — ripped a sound out of my chest. A gasp. Almost a sob. I'd been right there.

Right on the edge. And now there was nothing.

"No — please — don't stop—" My hips lifting off the mattress. Searching. My hand reaching for him. For his cock. Anything.

Tyrone ignored me. He was looking at Diego. He pointed between my legs.

"Get down there. Put your mouth on your wife's pussy." He wrapped his hand around his own cock. Stroked it slow. Wet. Shining with me.

"Eat her out while I'm fuckin' her. I wanna feel that tongue on my dick every time I go in."

Diego looked at me. His eyes searching my face. His cock still in his hand, still hard, still leaking.

I could see the question — the same one he'd been asking all night with his body and his eyes and the trembling in his hands. Are we really doing this.

I grabbed the back of his neck. Pulled him forward. Pulled him down between my legs.

"Hazlo," I said. Do it. My voice came out raw. Wrecked.

I was on the edge of an orgasm that had been ripped away and I needed someone's mouth on me and I needed it now and my husband was right there and for once in six years his mouth was going to be useful.

Diego went.

His face between my thighs. His breath hot against my pussy.

And then his tongue — warm, soft, familiar, the tongue that had kissed me goodnight every night for six years — pressed flat against my clit.

"Ahh — unh — fuck—"

My hips bucked. My hand gripped his hair. His tongue moved — slow at first, finding me, tasting me, then faster.

Flicking my clit in tight circles the way he used to before the bedroom died. He knew how to do this. He'd always known how to do this. Eating pussy was never the problem.

It was the rest of it — the staying hard, the lasting, the wanting to be there in the first place.

Tyrone pushed back in.

I screamed. My back arching off the mattress, my hand fisting Diego's hair, pulling him into me. Tyrone's cock sliding into my pussy an inch above where Diego's tongue was working my clit.

Both of them. At the same time.

My husband's mouth and another man's cock and I could feel everything — the tongue on my clit and the shaft stretching me open and the two of them so close together that Diego's lips were brushing against Tyrone's cock on every thrust.

"Ahh — oh fuck — oh God — Diego — unh — mmph—"

Tyrone fucked me slow. Deliberate. Long strokes that pulled almost all the way out — his cock dragging over Diego's tongue on the way back — and drove deep.

Each thrust pushed me against Diego's mouth. Each pull-back gave Diego access to the shaft. I could feel him licking it.

My husband's tongue leaving my clit and tracing up the side of Tyrone's cock as it slid out of me. Tasting my wetness on another man's dick.

Then back to my clit as Tyrone pushed in.

"Mmh — mmh—" Diego moaning against me. Against Tyrone. His face buried between his wife's legs and another man's cock, his tongue going from pussy to dick to balls in sloppy, hungry circles.

I could feel the vibration of his moans on my clit.

Could hear the wet sounds of his mouth — the slurping, the licking, the desperate sounds of a man tasting everything he'd been wanting from two directions at once.

"There you go." Tyrone grunted. His pace picking up. The thrusts coming harder now, his cock plunging into me while Diego's tongue worked underneath.

"Good boy. Lick that shit." A hard thrust that made me scream. "Taste your wife on this Black dick." Another. "Lick them balls while I'm in her."

Diego obeyed. I felt his mouth drop lower — off my clit, down to Tyrone's balls, sucking one into his mouth while Tyrone's cock pistoned into me overhead.

The sensation changed — the tongue gone from my clit but the cock still pounding into me and my husband's face pressed between Tyrone's thighs while he fucked his wife.

The image alone almost made me cum.

"That's it." Tyrone's voice was thick. Strained. "Husband lickin' my nuts while I fuck his wife. Goddamn." He slammed into me hard enough to rock the bed frame.

"This the most useful either of y'all been all night."


Chapter 30

I came first.

The orgasm that had been sitting on the edge since Tyrone pulled out — the one he'd denied me, held me on, made me beg for — it came back.

Diego's tongue on my clit and Tyrone's cock buried deep and both of them working me from two directions and the wall broke. The pressure in my pelvis ruptured outward and my body seized.

"AHH — FUCK — UNH — AHH—"

My back arched off the mattress. My thighs clamped around Diego's head. My pussy clenched so hard around Tyrone's cock that he grunted — a sharp, surprised sound — and his hips stuttered. I squirted.

A hot gush that sprayed against Diego's chin, his mouth, his face. He didn't pull away.

His tongue kept working — lapping at me, lapping at the base of Tyrone's shaft, licking up everything my body was pushing out. His face soaked.

My cum and my wetness running down his cheeks and dripping off his jaw onto the sheets.

"Unh — unh — oh God — unh—"

Wave after wave. My body convulsing around Tyrone's cock. My pussy gripping him in rhythmic pulses, squeezing, releasing, squeezing. My legs shaking so hard the bed was vibrating.

My hands fisting the sheets above my head. My mouth open. Screaming. Not words. Just sound. Raw, animal sound that filled the room and bounced off the walls.

"Yeah — that's it — cum on this dick—" Tyrone didn't stop fucking me through it. His pace picking up. Harder. Faster.

Each thrust punching into my clenching pussy, the wet sounds getting louder — obscene, squelching, the sound of a pussy that had already squirted being fucked hard and fast. His cock was coated in me.

Every stroke pulling wetness out of me and pushing it back in. The sheets under my ass were ruined. A puddle spreading underneath me. I could feel it warm against my skin.

"Again," Tyrone grunted. "You gon' cum again."

"I can't — ahh — I can't—"

"Yeah you can." He shifted his angle. Hit that spot. The deep one. The one Diego couldn't reach. The one that made my vision go white.

I came again. Smaller. Sharper.

A tight, clenching spasm that ripped through my core and squeezed another gush of wetness out of me and I was crying now — not sad, not happy, just overwhelmed, my body pushed past every limit it had and my eyes leaking the way my pussy was leaking, everything pouring out of me at once.

Diego pulled his mouth off my clit. His face was a mess. Soaked. My cum on his chin, his cheeks, his lips. He was gasping.

Looking up at me from between my thighs with those wet brown eyes and his face painted with his wife's orgasm. He looked destroyed. Beautiful. Pathetic.

His cock still hard and untouched and leaking onto the sheets.

Tyrone grabbed Diego's hair. Shoved his face back down.

"Did I say stop? Get your mouth on that pussy. She's still cumming."

Diego went back. His tongue finding my clit — oversensitive now, almost painful — and I shrieked. A sound I didn't recognize from my own mouth. High. Sharp.

The kind of noise that makes the woman in the next room put her hand over her husband's ear.

"AHH — FUCK — UNH — AHH — TOO MUCH — UNH—"

My hips bucked. Tyrone's hand slammed flat on my stomach and pinned me to the mattress. Kept fucking me. Hard. Relentless.

The wet slapping sounds of his hips against my ass filling the room like applause.

Diego's tongue on my clit and Tyrone's cock splitting me open and my body had stopped being mine — it was theirs, a thing being used from two directions, and every nerve was firing and I was screaming and crying and cumming and I couldn't stop any of it.

"That's it, bitch," Tyrone grunted. A hard thrust. "Take this fuckin' dick." Another. "Scream louder. Let the whole floor hear what a married Latina slut sound like gettin' fucked right."

"AHH — UNH — SÍ — FUCK — MMPH—"

I was screaming. Screaming and moaning and making sounds that weren't words and weren't language. My hand in Diego's hair pulling him into my pussy. My other hand clawing at Tyrone's arm.

The bed slamming the wall. The springs shrieking. Everything loud and wet and filthy.

"Mmh — mmh — mmh—" Diego moaning into me. Whimpering between licks.

His tongue sloppy now — missing my clit, finding it, missing it again — because Tyrone's balls were hitting his chin on every thrust and he was trying to lick everything at once. Pussy. Cock.

Balls. His mouth a wet, desperate mess between my legs.

"Look at your husband," Tyrone said. Still pounding me. Sweat dripping off his chest onto my stomach.

"Face-down in your pussy lickin' my dick while I fuck you. Maricón." He said it wrong — the accent flat, the ó too hard, American mouth butchering it the same way he'd butchered puto — but it landed.

Diego whimpered. A high, broken sound against my clit that made my whole body jolt.

And something cracked open in me. The same place the anger had lived. The same place the six years of dead bedroom had lived. It cracked open and what came out wasn't rage anymore.

It was something meaner.

"Sí." I looked down at Diego between my legs. His face soaked with me. His eyes looking up, wet, desperate. "Sí, that's what he is. Mi maricón." I said it in Spanish first.

Then in English — for Tyrone, for the room, for the version of myself that would never have said this sentence twelve hours ago.

"My faggot husband. On his knees — unh — eating my pussy — ahh — while a real man fucks me."

Diego made a sound. A whimper so broken it cracked in the middle. His hips jerked against the mattress. His cock grinding into the sheets.

The words — from his wife's mouth, in both languages — hitting him somewhere that made his body twitch and his eyes squeeze shut and his tongue push harder against my clit.

"Más," I moaned. More. Not to Diego. To Tyrone. "Harder — más duro — unh — make him watch — make him — AHH—"

Tyrone gave me harder. His hips pistoning. His cock driving into me so deep I could feel it under my navel.

Each thrust pushing my body up the mattress, Diego's mouth chasing me, his face sliding through the mess of cum and spit and sweat between my legs.

"Y'all some freaky-ass people," Tyrone said. Breathing hard now. "Wife callin' her husband a faggot while he eat her out. This some telenovela shit." A grunt. His pace not slowing.

"Dick-drunk husband. Slut-ass wife. And both of y'all on my dick."

"UNH — UNH — SÍ — SÍ — FUCK—"

My body shaking and twitching and I couldn't tell where one orgasm ended and the next began.

It was all one thing now — one continuous wave of clenching and gushing and crying and screaming and Diego's tongue and Tyrone's cock and the sounds we were making filling the room until there was no air left.

Tyrone's rhythm changed.

Faster. Rougher. The long, deep strokes gone — replaced by short, hard, pounding thrusts. His hips snapping. The bed frame banging the wall. His breathing turning ragged. Heavy. His chest heaving.

Sweat dripping off his body onto mine.

"Fuck — ahh—" A grunt from deep in his chest. His hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise.

His cock swelling inside me — I could feel it, the shaft getting thicker, the head expanding, the pulse getting stronger.

He was close.

"Where you want it?" he said. Not to me. To Diego. Looking down at my husband between my legs. "Where you want me to nut, huh? Answer me, bitch." A thrust that made me shriek.

"In your wife's pussy? You want me to breed this bitch?"

Diego whimpered. His mouth still on my clit. His eyes looking up at Tyrone. His whole face was trembling.

"Dile," I moaned. Tell him. Looking down at Diego through the haze. My hand gripping his hair. Tyrone's cock slamming into me inches from his face.

"Dile que sí, maricón. Tell him — unh — tell him to cum inside me — AHH—"

Diego whimpered again. Louder. The sound vibrating against my clit. His eyes going from Tyrone to me and back.

His mouth opening — trying to speak, trying to form words with his swollen lips while his face was buried in his wife's pussy.

"Mmph — sí — I—" The words choking in his throat.

"Louder," Tyrone said. His thrusts slowing. Going deep. Grinding. "Can't hear you with your face in your wife's pussy. Speak the fuck up. Tell me what you want."

"I said answer me."

Diego pulled off. His lips swollen. His chin dripping. He looked at Tyrone's cock pistoning into his wife's pussy an inch above his face.

He could see it — the shaft glistening, the thick veins, the cream ring at the base, the dark skin stretching his wife's pink pussy wide open.

"Sí," he whispered. "Adentro." Inside.

"Say it."

"Cum inside my wife." His voice was barely there. Broken English. His accent so thick the words almost didn't sound like English. "Please — cum inside her — por favor—"

Tyrone slammed in deep. Held. His whole body locking up — abs clenched, thighs rigid, his cock buried to the root inside me. I felt the first pulse.

Hot. Thick. A flood of warmth spreading deep inside me. Filling me.

The first rope of cum hitting my cervix and I gasped — "ahh" — and my pussy clenched around him and the clench milked the second pulse out of him and then the third and he was cumming hard.

Harder than yesterday. His cock throbbing in long, heavy pulses, each one pumping more into me, each one filling me fuller.

"Fuck — FUCK—" Tyrone's voice breaking. His hips grinding. Still cumming.

His hands locked on my hips pulling me onto him, keeping himself buried as deep as he could get while he emptied everything he had into me.

I could feel it pooling. That's the thing about a man who cums like Tyrone — it's not a dribble. It's not the thin, watery nothing my husband produced. It was thick. Heavy.

I could feel the weight of it settling deep inside me. Feel it filling the space around his cock.

Feel it leaking out around the shaft because there was too much — he was pumping more into me than my body could hold and it was squeezing out, warm and thick, running down the crack of my ass.

Diego watched it leak.

His face still between my thighs. His eyes locked on the base of Tyrone's cock where the cum was seeping out around the shaft. White on dark. Thick. Slow. Running down toward his mouth.

Tyrone's hips gave one last grind. A final pulse. Then he exhaled — long, heavy, from the bottom of his lungs — and held still. Buried. His cock still throbbing in soft aftershocks.

My pussy full. Overflowing. His load settling in me like it belonged there.

"Goddamn," he breathed. His chest heaving. Sweat running down his stomach. "Goddamn."

He pulled out slow. The head dragging against my swollen walls. A wet sound — obscene, thick — and then he was out and I was empty and I felt the flood.

His cum pouring out of me. A thick, warm rush that ran between my lips and down my ass and pooled on the sheet beneath me. I could feel the volume of it. Heavy. Real.

The cum of a man who had just bred another man's wife while her husband watched from between her legs.

Diego was staring at it. His face six inches from my pussy. Watching Tyrone's cum run out of his wife. His mouth open. His eyes wide. His cock twitching against the sheets.

***

The room smelled like cum and sweat and pussy. Three people breathing hard. The fan clicking above us. The ocean pushing against the shore outside.

Tyrone sat back on the bed. Leaned against the headboard. His cock resting against his thigh — softening, still thick, still shining with my wetness and his cum.

He looked at Diego. Still between my legs. Still staring.

"You just gon' look at it?" Tyrone said. "Or you gon' clean your wife up?"


Chapter 31

My body was still reeling.

I couldn't hold still. My thighs were spasming — little involuntary jerks, the muscles firing and releasing in patterns I had no control over. My toes were curled so tight they ached.

My calves were cramping. The sheets under me were soaked and warm and my skin was sliding against them every time a tremor rolled through me.

I was sweating. Under my arms, between my tits, in the creases of my thighs. The kind of full-body sweat that only comes from being fucked past the point where your body can regulate itself.

My tits were swollen — heavier than normal, flushed, the nipples standing hard and dark and so erect that the air from the ceiling fan made them ache. My lips were chewed raw.

I'd been biting them — through the screaming, through the orgasms, through the moments when the pleasure got so sharp it crossed into pain and I needed something to clamp down on.

I could taste blood. Faint. Copper. The inside of my lower lip torn where my teeth had dug in.

My clit was quivering. Pulsing. Exposed and swollen and throbbing in the open air now that Tyrone had pulled out. Every heartbeat sent a throb through it.

Even the air moving over it made me twitch. I was humming — a low, constant sound in my throat that I wasn't choosing to make.

"Mmh... mmh... mmh..." My body making noise because it couldn't be quiet. Couldn't come down.

Still buzzing from three orgasms and a pussy full of cum and the raw, overloaded state of a woman who had been fucked into a different person.

Diego's mouth found me.

Not slow. Not tentative. He dove in. His tongue pushing between my lips, sliding through the cum — thick, warm, Tyrone's cum — and licking it out of me. Scooping it. Swallowing it.

His mouth sealed over my pussy and he was sucking and licking and swallowing another man's load out of his wife and the sounds he was making — wet, guttural, hungry — were the sounds of a dog lapping water from a bowl.

"Ahh — unh — fuck — Diego—"

My hand found his hair. Grabbed it. Not gently.

My fingers twisted into the dark, sweat-damp strands and I held his face against me and he licked deeper and his tongue pushed inside me — past my lips, into the hole that was still stretched and swollen and overflowing — and I felt him tongue-fucking the cum out of me.

Scooping it onto his tongue and pulling it into his mouth and swallowing.

My husband was eating another man's cum out of my pussy like it was the best thing he'd ever tasted.

And there was so much of it.

Tyrone hadn't cum like Diego. Tyrone had pumped. Thick, heavy ropes that I could still feel shifting inside me every time Diego's tongue pushed in.

It wasn't the thin, watery dribble I was used to — the kind that barely registered, that I had to check for in the morning because I wasn't sure it had happened.

This was real cum. Substantial. I could feel the weight of it. Could feel it sitting in me in a warm, heavy pool that Diego's tongue was slowly, methodically emptying.

He licked deep. His tongue curling inside me, scooping a thick mouthful, pulling it back into his mouth. I heard him swallow. Audible.

A wet gulp that his throat made and the sound of it — the sound of my husband swallowing another man's cum out of my body — sent a throb through my clit so sharp my hips twitched.

"Mmph—" Diego. Muffled. Going back in. His tongue pushing through the mess, searching for more. His lips sealed over my pussy, sucking gently, drawing the cum out the way you'd suck juice from a fruit.

Another mouthful. Another swallow. His throat bobbing. His nose pressed against my clit. His chin dripping — cum and my wetness running down his jaw, falling in thick drips onto the sheets between my thighs.

I could see it on his face. Every time he pulled back for air — just a second, just a gasp — I could see the white. On his lips.

In the corners of his mouth. Smeared across his chin and cheeks. Tyrone's cum coating my husband's face. White on brown.

The same way it looked on me yesterday — white on brown, white on dark, the contrast that made the whole thing filthy and real and impossible to look away from.

He wasn't just cleaning. He was feasting.

His tongue moving in long, slow strokes from the bottom of my pussy to the top, collecting everything, pausing to push inside me for another scoop, then dragging upward. Over and over.

Each pass pulling more cum out of me. Each swallow louder than the last. His breathing fast and ragged through his nose, his body trembling, his eyes closed. Lost in it.

"Mmh — mmph — mmh—"

The sounds were obscene. Wet, slurping, sucking sounds punctuated by the thick gulps of him swallowing. The sound of a man on his knees eating cum. Not reluctantly. Not because he was told to.

Because he wanted it.

Because this was the thing his mouth had been built for — not the broken English, not the fumbled restaurant orders, not the words he couldn't find in a language that wasn't his. This.

A mouth full of cock. A mouth full of cum. A mouth sealed over his wife's pussy lapping up another man's load with the desperation of a man who'd been starving for years.

It took him minutes. Not seconds. Minutes of licking and sucking and swallowing because Tyrone had pumped so much into me that Diego's tongue kept finding more.

Every time I thought he was done — every time the licking slowed and his breathing evened out — his tongue would push back in and find another pocket of warmth and I'd feel the suction of his mouth pulling it out and hear the swallow and my whole body would twitch.

"Ahh — unh — mmh—"

When the cum was gone — when his tongue was pushing into me and coming back clean, when the thick white glaze on his face had been mostly licked off his own lips by his own desperate tongue — he didn't stop.

His mouth shifted up. Found my clit. And started licking.

I held his hair and watched his head move between my thighs and the anger came back. Not the screaming Spanish anger from the floor. Something quieter. Colder. The kind that sits quiet and watches.

I married a faggot.

Not a man who experimented once. Not a man who was confused. A faggot.

A cock-hungry, cum-swallowing, ass-up, papi-whimpering faggot who had spent twelve years on his knees in truck stops and tool sheds and hotel showers while I sat at home wondering why my husband couldn't get hard for me.

While I cried in the bathroom after sex.

While I bought lingerie that didn't work and tried positions that didn't work and blamed my body for a problem that had nothing to do with my body.

The black lace teddy from Valentine's Day. I'd ordered it three weeks early. Tried it on alone in the bathroom twice to make sure it fit right. Shaved everything. Did my hair.

Sprayed the perfume he said he liked — the Dolce & Gabbana, the one I only wore for special occasions — on my neck, my wrists, the insides of my thighs.

Walked out of the bathroom feeling like a woman in a music video. He'd looked up from his phone and said "wow, mami, you look beautiful" and his cock didn't even twitch.

I rode him in that teddy for six minutes. He came soft. I faked an orgasm so loud the neighbors probably heard.

Then I went to the bathroom and washed off the perfume and cried into a towel while he fell asleep.

The dirty talk I'd tried. "Fuck me harder, papi. Stretch me out. I want to feel you tomorrow." Practiced in my head before I said it. Scared of sounding stupid.

Said it anyway — breathless, moaning, giving him my best porno voice — and nothing. Same half-hard cock. Same distracted rhythm.

He'd nodded and said "sí, mami" and kept going at the same pace like I'd told him the weather. I'd put my whole ego into those words and his body didn't even register them.

***

The morning I'd woken up early and given him head. Slow. Wet. The way the magazines said men liked it. Took my time. Swirled my tongue. Moaned around him.

And his four inches had stayed half-hard in my mouth for ten minutes while I worked and worked and worked and finally he'd pulled me up and said "sorry, mi vida, just tired" and I'd smiled and said "it's okay, baby" and gone to make coffee and stared at my reflection in the microwave door and wondered what was wrong with me.

Nothing was wrong with me. Something was wrong with him. And the something was between another man's legs.

He'd rather swallow a stranger's load in a gas station shower than fuck his own wife.

That was the truth. Ugly. Simple. And my husband's tongue pushed deeper into my pussy and came out coated in another man's cum and went back in for more. His nose pressed against my clit.

His lips and chin and cheeks glazed white. His throat working as he swallowed. "Mmph — mmh—" The sounds coming from his mouth desperate and muffled and shameless.

I tightened my grip on his hair. Pulled. Hard enough that his scalp stretched and his eyes looked up at me — wet, red-rimmed, streaming. Tears and cum on his face. His tongue still out.

Still licking. Even with his hair being pulled he couldn't stop.

"Eso es lo que eres," I said through my teeth. That's what you are. Looking down at him.

"Un maricón de mierda que prefiere mamar verga que coger a su mujer." A piece-of-shit faggot who'd rather suck dick than fuck his wife.

He whimpered. His tongue pressing harder against my clit. His eyes squeezing shut. The words landing in him like punches and his body responding by licking me harder. Faster.

His tongue flicking my clit in tight, frantic circles — not technique anymore, just desperation. Trying to make me feel good. Trying to be useful.

Trying to prove that his mouth could do something for his wife and not just for the men he'd been hiding with.

"Mmh — unh — ahh—"

My hips were rocking against his face. Involuntary. My body chasing his tongue.

My hand pulling him in by the hair and my thighs clamping around his ears and the anger in my chest getting tangled up with the pleasure between my legs. He was good at this.

That was the thing I couldn't get away from.

His tongue on my clit — fast, tight, relentless — and the cum still leaking out of me and his face pressed into the mess and he was bringing me there. Again.

The pressure building low in my pelvis. The trembling in my thighs getting worse.

"Unh — unh — Diego — mmph—"

He moaned against me. His hands gripping my thighs. Pulling me onto his mouth.

His tongue circling my clit with the kind of focus he'd never brought to anything in our bedroom — the desperate focus of a man who knew he'd broken something and was trying to fix it with the only tool he had left.

His body was moving. I could feel it through the mattress — his hips rolling, grinding his cock into the sheets beneath him. Short, tight humps. Desperate. The way a dog humps a pillow.

His four inches trapped between his stomach and the wet sheet, leaking, sliding through his own precum with every thrust. He was fucking the mattress while he ate his wife's pussy. Couldn't help it.

His body needed friction and there was nothing else — he couldn't touch himself, both hands were on my thighs, his mouth was on my clit, so his hips took over. Grinding. Humping.

His ass flexing with each little thrust, his spine curving, his whole lower body working in a rhythm that had nothing to do with me and everything to do with the taste on his tongue.

Cum and pussy and the memory of a cock in his mouth. That's what was making his hips move. Not me.

"Mmph — mmh — mmh—" Moaning against my clit with every grind. His voice muffled and thick and the vibrations shooting through me. His shoulders were shaking. His back slick with sweat.

The muscles in his arms trembling from the effort of holding my thighs open while his body tried to fuck itself to orgasm against a hotel mattress.

He was close. I could tell. The way his licking went sloppy — his tongue losing the rhythm, his hips grinding harder, faster, his breathing turning into sharp little grunts against my pussy.

He was going to cum on the sheets. Untouched. Face buried in his wife's freshly-fucked pussy. His four inches wouldn't even need a hand.

Just the taste and the grinding and the shame and it would be enough.

And the anger... shifted.

Not disappeared. Shifted. Moved sideways. Made room.

Because his tongue was on my clit and his tears were on my thighs and his hands were holding me the way they'd held me for six years and he was broken and I was broken and we were both disgusting and neither of us deserved the other and I still loved him.

Through the anger and the cum and the faggot and the puto and the six years of lies — I still loved this pathetic, cock-hungry, sobbing man between my legs.

He was my maricón. Mine.

And he was about to make me cum.


Chapter 32

I could feel it gathering. Low. Deep. Behind my pubic bone where the pressure lived.

Not sharp like the orgasms Tyrone had ripped out of me — those had been violent, sudden, detonations that came from outside my body. This one was building from inside. Slow. Heavy.

Like water rising behind a dam. My clit was the center of it — every flick of Diego's tongue adding another inch of water, another pound of pressure, the dam holding, holding, holding.

"Diego — ahh — right there — unh — don't stop — mmh—"

He was on the spot. The perfect spot — upper left side of my clit, the nerve cluster that made my legs shake. He'd found it our first year.

I'd guided his mouth there on a Sunday morning in our old apartment with the thin walls and shown him exactly what I needed and he'd remembered. Every time since.

Even when the sex died, even when his cock couldn't keep up, his tongue always knew where to go.

"Unh — unh — sí — ahh—"

The pressure built. My thighs trembling. My abs tightening. The humming in my throat getting louder — "mmh — mmh — mmh" — and my hips rocking against his mouth in a slow, grinding rhythm.

Close. Getting close. The water rising behind the dam and the cracks starting to show.

Then his tongue slipped.

He went too low. Missed the spot. His licking went sloppy — I felt it, the rhythm breaking, his hips grinding harder into the mattress, his own orgasm pulling his focus away from mine.

His tongue dragged wide across my whole clit instead of the tight circle I needed. The pressure stalled. Held. The dam stopped cracking.

"No — ahh — arriba — higher — Diego—"

I grabbed his hair. Pulled him up. Angled his mouth back where I needed it. His tongue found the spot again — sloppy, trembling, but there — and the pressure surged. My thighs clamped.

My toes curled. Close again. Closer. The water pushing against the cracks and my body tensing toward it.

"Sí — sí — unh — there — don't move — don't fucking move—"

He held. His tongue on the spot. Tight circles. Fast. His breathing ragged against my pussy. His fingers digging into my thighs hard enough to leave bruises.

I could feel his jaw trembling — tired, overworked, the muscles burning from twenty minutes of nonstop licking — but he didn't stop. Didn't slow. His tongue shaking but the pressure still there. Still building.

"Mmh — mmh — ahh — unh—"

I was on the edge. The very edge. My whole body vibrating.

The orgasm sitting right there — right behind one more flick, one more circle, one more second of his tongue on that exact spot. My vision was narrowing. The room going dark at the edges.

My breathing shallow and fast and my heart pounding in my ears and my clit throbbing under his tongue and I was right there right there right—

His tongue slipped again. Went wide. Sloppy.

"NO — ahh — Diego — FUCK—"

My hand yanked his hair. Pulled him back to the spot. He whimpered — a broken, muffled sound — and his tongue found it and my hips jerked and the edge came back.

Sharper this time. Closer. So close it hurt.

My clit was oversensitive now — every flick almost too much, the pleasure crossing into pain and back, teetering, and my body couldn't decide if it wanted more or less and my mouth was making sounds that weren't decisions — "ahh — unh — mmh — ahh" — just noise, raw noise, the sounds of a woman being held on the edge by a tongue that kept almost losing her.

"Más rápido," I gasped. Faster. "Más — unh — Diego — please — ahh—"

He went faster. His tongue a blur on my clit. Frantic. Trembling. His whole face working — jaw, lips, tongue — everything he had thrown at the one spot that could undo me.

His tears wet on my thighs. His moans vibrating against me. "Mmh — mmh — mmh—" His hips still grinding the mattress. His body shaking.

Both of us on the edge — him against the sheets and me under his mouth — both about to break.

"Diego — ahh — más — MÁS — UNH — RIGHT THERE — AHH — AHH — AHHHH—"

His tongue hit the spot one last time and held and the dam broke.

The orgasm hit me like a wall. My whole body clenched.

My thighs clamped around Diego's head — locked, crushing, my muscles seizing with a force I couldn't control — and my hips launched off the mattress.

My back arched so hard my shoulder blades left the sheets. My mouth ripped open and the scream that came out wasn't human. Wasn't language.

A raw, tearing shriek that bounced off the hotel walls and came back.

"AHHH — FUCK — UNH — AHHHH—"

I squirted. Hard. The first gush hit Diego's face like a slap — a hot spray that caught his open mouth, his chin, his closed eyes. It ran down his cheeks in streams.

Pooled in the hollows of his eyes. Dripped off his jaw onto the sheets.

He gasped — mouth open, taking it, my cum flooding into his mouth and spilling over his lips — and his tongue never left my clit. Still licking. Still circling.

My body convulsing around his face and he was drinking it.

A second gush. Weaker but longer. A steady pour that soaked his face and ran down his neck and into the hollow of his throat. His whole face was glazed. Shining.

My cum and the last traces of Tyrone's cum and his own spit and his own tears all mixing together into a slick, dripping mask. His eyelashes were matted. His lips were coated.

Every time he opened his mouth to lick me another wave of it ran in.

"AHH — AHH — UNH — FUCK — MMPH — AHH—"

I was screaming. Convulsing. My hand ripping at his hair so hard strands were coming loose between my fingers.

My thighs crushing his skull — I could feel his jaw being compressed, his cheekbones pressing into my inner thighs — and he kept licking. Kept his tongue on the spot through every spasm.

My body bucking against his face and he rode it. Took every thrash, every jerk, every gush, his mouth sealed over my clit like it was the only thing keeping him alive.

A hand landed on Diego's back. Hard. Open palm.

SMACK.

Tyrone. He'd moved from the headboard. Kneeling beside us on the bed, his softening cock in his fist, stroking lazy. Watching my husband eat the orgasm off his wife's pussy.

The smack echoed in the room and Diego's whole body jerked and a muffled yelp came from between my legs and his tongue stuttered on my clit.

"Don't you fuckin' stop," Tyrone said. He was grinning. I could hear it in his voice.

His hand came down on Diego's back again — lower, the flat of his palm hitting the sweat-slick muscle above his ass. SMACK.

"She cummin' on your face and you better lick every drop. That's your fuckin' job."

"Mmph — mmh—" Diego whimpering. His tongue going harder. Faster. His face grinding into my pussy.

Tyrone's hand found the back of Diego's head. Pushed. Shoved his face deeper between my legs — into the mess, into the wet, grinding his nose against my clit and his mouth against my hole.

Diego moaned — a long, muffled, broken sound — and I felt his tongue push inside me and my body clenched again. Another wave. Another gush. Smaller.

My body running out of things to give but still trying.

"UNH — UNH — FUCK — AHHHH—"

"Yeah," Tyrone laughed. Low. Rumbling. The laugh of a man watching something he'd caused and being entertained by it.

"Look at this married-ass couple. Wife squirtin' all over her husband face. Husband lickin' it up like a hungry-ass dog." He pushed Diego's head harder. "Goddamn. Y'all wild."

The orgasm rolled through me in waves — cresting, breaking, cresting again — and Tyrone's hand held Diego's face against me through every one. Pressing him in. Using him.

My husband's mouth a tool being pushed into his wife's cumming pussy by the man who'd just finished inside her.

When it finally broke — when the last spasm rolled through me and my thighs unclenched and Tyrone let go of Diego's head and my body went completely limp — Diego was still there.

His face between my legs. Destroyed. Soaked. Every inch of skin from his hairline to his chin covered in a shining, dripping glaze of cum and spit and tears and sweat. His eyes still closed.

His lips swollen and raw and pressed against my inner thigh. His breathing in ragged little gasps that were warm and wet against my skin.

Tyrone sat back. Still stroking himself. Slow. His cock twitching in his fist — not fully hard yet, but thickening. Watching the aftermath with that smirk. That same fucking smirk.

I loosened my grip on his hair. My fingers uncurling from the tangled strands. I looked down at him. My husband. This spent, teary, cum-covered man.

"Te amo, pendejo," I whispered. I love you, asshole.

His body shook. A sob. A real one. His forehead pressing into my thigh and his shoulders curling and the sound that came out of him wasn't a word in any language.

"Te amo, mi vida," he said into my skin. "Te amo, te amo—"

I stroked his hair. Wet. Matted. My fingers running through the mess of sweat and cum. My body humming. My clit still throbbing. The ceiling fan clicking above us.


Chapter 33

Her fingers in my hair. Soft. Stroking. The way she did on the couch at home when we watched telenovelas and she wasn't paying attention and her hand just moved on its own. Automatic.

The touch of a woman who loved me even though she'd just seen what I was.

My face was wet. Everything was wet — her cum drying on my cheeks, Tyrone's cum still in the corners of my mouth, my own tears mixing with all of it. My lips were raw.

Swollen. My jaw ached from the inside out. The hinge throbbing.

The muscles that ran from my ears to my chin burning the way they burned after every time — the dull, specific pain of a mouth that had been open too wide for too long.

I could taste everything. Her pussy — familiar, the taste I'd known since I was twenty-four, the taste of my wife that had once been the only taste I needed.

And underneath it, heavier, thicker — him. Tyrone's cum. The salt and the musk and the thick, alkaline taste that coated my tongue and sat at the back of my throat.

Both of them in my mouth at the same time. My wife and the man who had just fucked her.

My cock was hard. Still. Pressed against the sheet. Leaking. I hadn't cum. The rule — if I don't cum, it doesn't count — was still holding. Barely. My body was screaming for it.

My balls tight and full and aching. My shaft so stiff it hurt where it was pressed flat between my stomach and the mattress.

But I hadn't touched it and I wasn't going to touch it because touching it meant this was real and this was still — somehow, in the wreckage of my own logic — something I could come back from.

"Yo."

Tyrone's voice. Low. From the headboard. One syllable that landed on the back of my neck like a hand.

I lifted my head from Camila's thigh. Looked at her first. She was on her back. Arms draped across her face — one over her eyes, the other across her forehead.

Her chest rising and falling in slow, deep heaves.

Her tits flushed and heavy and her nipples still hard and her stomach wet with sweat and the glow of a woman who had been fucked into a different state of consciousness.

Her legs were still open. Lazy. Fallen apart. And between them — her pussy. Pink. Swollen. The lips puffy and parted and glistening.

The wetness everywhere — on her thighs, in the crease where her legs met her hips, pooling on the sheet beneath her. A mix of her and him and me.

Everything we'd done in the last hour sitting there in a slick, shining mess between my wife's open legs.

I looked at it. Couldn't not look at it.

My wife's pussy — the pussy I'd been inside thousands of times, the pussy I'd pushed into this morning with half an erection and a watery load and a body that was somewhere else — stretched and swollen and overflowing with another man's cum.

My four inches had been sliding through that. Disappearing into the mess without leaving a mark.

And now I was looking at it from the outside and my cock was throbbing Harder looking at it from the outside than I'd ever been on the inside.

My cock throbbing at the sight of my wife's pussy wrecked by another man.

"C'mere."

Tyrone. I turned my head. He was leaned against the headboard. Legs spread. His cock resting against his thigh — soft now, heavy, still thick even without the blood. Still shining with Camila. With me.

With everything. His hand was on it. Loose. Not stroking. Just holding. The way a man holds something he owns.

He looked at me. That look. The same one from the gym — steady, unhurried, the look from the gym. The one that didn't need words.

Esto no significa nada. This doesn't mean anything.

The thought came in Spanish. It always came in Spanish — the lying part. The part of my brain that built the wall between what I did and who I was.

English was for the world. Spanish was for the lies I told myself in the dark.

Esto no cuenta. Es la última vez. Después de esta noche, nunca más.

This doesn't count. It's the last time. After tonight, never again.

The same words I'd said in the parking lot of the Marriott in Dallas. On the shoulder of I-10 east of Beaumont with the taste of a stranger dissolving in gas station coffee.

In the truck outside the construction site in Katy with the engine running and my hands shaking on the steering wheel.

The same words. Every time. And every time I believed them a little less and said them a little louder.

I crawled.

Not walked. Not stood up and walked like a man. I crawled across the bed from between my wife's legs to the man sitting against the headboard. On my hands and knees. Naked.

My cock hanging hard and leaking between my thighs, swinging with every movement, leaving a thin trail of precum on the sheet beneath me.

My wife behind me — spent, arms over her face, her breath slowing, her body still humming. I could hear her. Little sounds. "Mmh... mmh..." The sounds of a woman coming down from something enormous.

Not watching me. Not needing to.

I stopped between Tyrone's legs. His thighs on either side of me. The heat of his body close enough to feel through the air. His cock right there — six inches from my face.

Soft and heavy and dark against his thigh. I could smell him. The same smell from the gym. From the shower.

From every time I'd gotten close enough for my brain to shut off and my mouth to open.

Eras un maricón mamando verga todo este tiempo.

Camila's voice. In my head. The words she'd said on the floor — the Spanish, the Miami Spanish, the tía-cursing-in-the-kitchen Spanish. Every word precise and filthy and aimed at the center of my chest.

She'd called me what I was. What I'd been hiding for twelve years. What every dark room and bathroom stall and gym shower had been about.

A cock-sucking faggot.

I put my mouth on his cock.

Soft. Heavy on my tongue. The taste hitting me immediately — Camila's pussy, his cum, sweat, the layered residue of everything that had just happened between her legs.

I closed my lips around the shaft and sucked gently and tasted my wife on another man's cock and my eyes burned and my throat tightened and my cock pulsed so hard a rope of precum dripped from the tip onto the sheet.

Un maricón de mierda que prefiere mamar verga que coger a su mujer.

A piece-of-shit faggot who'd rather suck dick than fuck his wife.

She was right. She was right.

The taste of his cock in my mouth was better than anything I'd ever felt inside her and the shame of that admission — even unspoken, even inside the Spanish, even behind the wall — made my whole body clench.

I sucked. Slow. My tongue working the underside. Coaxing him. Tasting everything. My wife's cum dissolving on my tongue as I licked it off his shaft.

Her juices and his cum and the salt of his skin underneath.

I was cleaning him the way I'd cleaned her — with my mouth, with my tongue, with the hungry desperation of a man who'd spent his whole life pretending this wasn't what he wanted.

My wife was behind me. I could hear her breathing. The little whimpers. The humming. Spent. Wrecked. Her pussy still glistening with the cum of the man I was sucking.

And I was on my hands and knees between his legs with a soft cock in my mouth trying to make it hard again because that's what I was. That's what I'd always been.

No soy gay.

The thought was automatic. Reflex. The same wall. The same lie.

I had a man's cock in my mouth and my wife's cum on my tongue and I was getting harder than I'd been in years and the thought still came. Still formed.

Still tried to hold.

No soy gay. Amo a mi esposa. Esto es solo...

I'm not gay. I love my wife. This is just...

The sentence never finished. It never did.


Chapter 34

His cock was thickening.

Slow. The way a muscle flexes in sleep — involuntary, deep, the blood answering a call the brain didn't make. I felt it on my tongue. The shaft filling out. Getting heavier.

The soft, pliant weight of him stiffening into something denser. The head swelling against the inside of my cheek.

The veins rising under the skin — I could feel them with my lips, ridges forming where there had been smooth.

I sucked harder. My cheeks caving in. My tongue pressing flat against the underside, working the thick vein that ran from the base to the head. I knew this vein.

I'd traced it with my tongue in the shower this morning. Twelve hours ago. A lifetime ago.

When I was still a man who sucked cock in secret and went home to his wife and pretended.

"Mmph—"

The sound came from my throat. Low. Involuntary. The sound my body made when a cock was getting hard in my mouth. I'd made this sound in Dallas. In Katy. On I-10.

In the shower this morning. The same sound every time.

The vibration of it traveling through his shaft and I felt him twitch — a pulse, the cock responding to the hum of my mouth — and another half inch of blood filled him.

I was tasting everything. Not just him — the layers. The top layer was Camila. Her cum.

The specific taste of my wife's pussy that I knew better than any flavor on earth — the salt and the tang and the sweetness underneath. It was all over his cock.

In the folds of his foreskin. In the coarse hair at the base.

She'd been all over him and now I was licking her off him and the taste of my wife's pussy on another man's cock was making my jaw ache with want.

Underneath that — him. Tyrone. The heavier taste. The musk that the shower soap couldn't kill and the sex had amplified. The taste of his skin. His sweat.

The faint bitterness of the cum he'd pumped into my wife leaking back onto his shaft.

I was sucking my wife's cum and her lover's cum off the cock that had just been inside her and my cock was dripping onto the sheets and I wanted more.

Underneath both of them — me. My own spit from the blowjob earlier. My saliva. My tears. The three of us layered on this cock.

Behind me, Camila whimpered.

A small sound. Exhausted. The sound of a woman whose body was still twitching from aftershocks. I heard the sheets shift.

Heard her turn — slow, heavy, the movement of someone whose muscles had been wrung out. Her breathing was still uneven. Little catches. Little moans.

"Mmh... unh..." The sounds leaking out of her the way Tyrone's cum was leaking out of her — involuntary, continuous, impossible to stop.

I could picture her without turning around. Arms over her face. Legs still fallen open. That pussy — pink and swollen and overflowing.

The pussy I'd pushed into this morning with a half-hard cock and emptied my nothing load into while my head was still in the shower with the man I was now sucking off.

The pussy that Tyrone had split open and pumped full and made squirt on my face while I licked his cock inside her.

Three years. Three years of fertility doctors. Three years of ovulation kits and temperature charts and timed intercourse that felt like a chore.

Three years of jerking into cups in clinic bathrooms and waiting for phone calls and hearing "unexplained infertility" in a voice that was supposed to be comforting and wasn't.

The word "unexplained" following us from appointment to appointment like a debt we couldn't pay off.

I knew why.

Not the medical why. The doctors had checked my sperm — count fine, motility fine, morphology fine. Everything on the charts looked like it should work.

But charts don't show a man closing his eyes inside his wife and going somewhere else. The half-hard erections. The watery loads that barely made it out.

The way I'd press into Camila and drift and come back before she noticed.

She always noticed.

My cock was throbbing. The head pressed against my stomach, smearing precum in a sticky line across my skin every time I shifted forward to take Tyrone deeper.

I was harder right now than I'd been inside my wife in years. Harder on my knees. Harder with a cock in my mouth.

Harder tasting Camila on another man's dick than I'd ever been tasting her directly.

Tyrone was getting bigger. I could feel the shaft thickening past the point of half-hard. Filling my mouth. Pushing my jaw wider.

The head pressing into the back of my throat on the deeper strokes — not quite hitting the gag yet, but close. Getting there. I adjusted my angle. Tilted my head.

Took another inch and felt my throat open and the head slip past the resistance and I held there. Nose against the coarse hair. Eyes closed.

The full length of him in my mouth and throat and the stretch of it making my eyes water.

"Mmm." From above. A low rumble. His hand came down on my head. Not pushing. Resting. Heavy. The weight of his palm against my skull and his fingers curling into my hair.

Holding me down while his cock pulsed against my tongue.

"That's it," he said. Quiet. The voice he used when it was just us. No performing. No dirty talk. Just a man getting his cock sucked and liking how it felt. "Right there."

I pulled back slow. My lips dragging along the shaft. Feeling every ridge. Every vein.

The head catching behind my teeth and I sucked it hard — cheeks hollow, tongue working the slit, tasting the first real bead of precum. Fresh. Different from the layers underneath. This was new.

This was his body responding to my mouth. To me.

My cock pulsed. Leaked. A thick drip that ran down the underside and fell onto the sheet.

Seis años y yo pensando que era yo — que algo estaba mal conmigo — que no era suficiente mujer para ti.

Camila's voice in my head again. Six years of her thinking it was her.

Six years of a beautiful woman — my wife, my Cami, five-three with hips that could stop traffic and a laugh that made strangers smile — looking in mirrors and wondering why her husband didn't want her.

Buying lingerie I'd smile at and stay half-hard inside of. Trying dirty talk I couldn't hear over the noise in my own head.

Giving head that I'd pull away from because I couldn't maintain a lie at that angle for that long.

I'd done that to her. Every insecurity. Every tear she thought I didn't know about. Every night she'd lain next to me and felt alone. That was me. My fault.

Because I was on my knees in another man's hotel room with a cock thickening in my mouth and my wife's cum on my tongue and this was the truth of me.

Not the husband. Not the construction worker who held her hand at dinner and kissed her forehead at night.

This. Mouth open. On my knees.

Sucking cock because I couldn't stop and never could and the wall was gone and there was nothing behind it except a man who liked the taste of cock in his mouth.

Tyrone's cock was hard. Almost fully. Thick and heavy and pulsing on my tongue. I could feel the blood filling it with each heartbeat. The shaft rigid. The head flared. My jaw stretched wide.

My eyes streaming. Not from gagging. From everything else.

"Mmph — mmh — mmph—"

The sounds I made around him. Wet. Muffled. Hungry. The sounds of a man who'd been starving for twelve years and finally stopped pretending he wasn't at the table.


Chapter 35

Something broke.

Not in the room. In me. The wall.

The wall I'd been building since I was eighteen — the one made of truck stops that didn't count and showers that never happened and the sentence that never finished.

The wall between what I did and who I was. Between the man who fucked his wife and the man who sucked cock. Between Diego the husband and Diego the —

It broke. Quietly. One second it was there and the next it was gone. Just me. On my knees. Cock in my mouth. Wife behind me. No more walls.

I didn't care anymore.

Not "didn't care" the way I'd told myself in Dallas — the reckless, middle-of-the-night didn't-care that evaporated with the sunrise. This was different.

This was the didn't-care that comes after the worst thing has already happened. Camila knew. She'd seen me naked between a man's legs. She'd heard me say papi.

She'd called me a maricón and a pendejo and a piece of shit and then she'd said te amo.

The bomb had gone off and we were both still alive and the building was rubble but we were standing in it and there was nothing left to protect.

My wife knew I sucked cock. The world hadn't ended. My marriage hadn't ended.

She'd cum on my face and stroked my hair and called me pendejo with love in her voice and whatever happened after tonight — the conversations, the fights, the therapy we'd probably need, the questions she'd ask that I'd have to answer in Spanish because English didn't go deep enough — whatever came after, it would come after.

Not now. Now there was only this.

I took him deeper.

Not careful. Not the measured, survival-mode deepthroat from the shower.

I opened my throat and pushed forward until my nose was buried in the coarse hair at his base and my chin was pressed against his balls and every inch of him was in me.

My throat stretched. My gag reflex kicked — a hard, convulsive clench — and I swallowed through it. Held. My eyes pouring tears that had nothing to do with sadness. My lungs burning.

His cock throbbing against the walls of my throat.

"Fuck—" Tyrone. His hand tightened in my hair. His hips shifted — an involuntary roll, his body pushing toward the heat of my mouth. "Goddamn. You different right now."

I was. He could feel it. The difference between a man sucking cock because he couldn't resist and a man sucking cock because he'd stopped fighting. I wasn't sneaking. Wasn't hiding.

Wasn't performing the shame that made the after-part easier.

I was just sucking his cock because I wanted to and my wife was six feet behind me and the door was unlocked and I didn't care.

I pulled back. Gasped. A thick rope of spit stretching from my lips to the head, catching the lamplight.

I stroked him with both hands — slippery, tight, twisting on the upstroke — and dove back in. Hungry. Greedy.

My head bobbing fast, taking him deep on every stroke, gagging on every third and pushing through. The sounds filling the room — guk, guk, mmph, guk — wet and loud and shameless.

I wasn't being quiet. Wasn't muffling the sounds against his thigh. Let it be loud. Let my wife hear what her husband sounded like when he stopped pretending.

"Unh — mmph — guk — mmh—"

His cock was iron. Fully hard. Throbbing in my mouth with every heartbeat. The head swollen and hot and leaking precum that I swallowed as fast as it came.

I could feel the pulse getting stronger. The shaft thickening past what my jaw could comfortably take.

My mouth was a mess — spit pouring out, dripping down his balls, running down my chin, pooling in the creases of his thighs.

"Shit." Tyrone's abs clenched. His thighs flexed under my hands. "You tryna make me nut again?"

I was. And I wasn't. I was trying to make him hard enough for what came next. The thing he'd told me about before the door opened. The thing I'd whispered papi to.

The thing my body had been building toward since I was eighteen and got on my knees for the first time and realized that sucking was never going to be enough.

I pulled off. Kept stroking. Looked at his cock — dark, shining, standing straight up from his hips. Fully hard. Thick as my wrist. Veins standing out like cable.

A bead of precum sitting on the slit, catching the lamplight.

Ready.

Behind me, Camila moved.

I heard the sheets. Heard her arms come down from her face. Heard the soft exhale of a woman opening her eyes.

I felt her gaze on my back before I turned — the weight of being watched by the person who knows you best in the world while you're doing the thing you hid from them the longest.

I turned my head.

She was looking at me. Not the way she'd looked at me from the doorway — that had been shock, then horror, then the cascade of realization. This was different. Her eyes were half-closed.

Her lips parted. She was lying on her side now, her head propped on one hand, her other hand resting on her stomach. Low. Below the navel.

The pose of a woman watching something she'd decided not to look away from.

Her pussy was still glistening. I could see it — the swollen lips, the pink between them, the shine of cum and wetness catching the lamplight. Her thighs were slick.

The sheet under her was dark with the stain of everything that had poured out of her. She looked spent and satisfied and awake in a way I'd never seen.

She was watching her husband suck cock. And she wasn't crying. Wasn't angry. Wasn't covering her face.

Our eyes met.

I had another man's cock in my fist. My mouth was swollen and wet. My chin was dripping. My eyes were red.

And she looked at me the way she looked at me on Sunday mornings when we were tangled in bed and the light was coming through the blinds and neither of us had anywhere to be.

That look. Sunday mornings. I'm still here.

"No pares, mi amor," she said. Soft. Don't stop, my love.

The same words she'd said in the room. When I was on my knees next to her. When she didn't know what I was doing but somehow knew what I needed to hear. No pares.

Don't stop. From my wife. Not a stranger in a dark room. My wife.

My throat clenched. Not the gag. The other thing. The thing that happens when something cracks open in your chest and the sound that comes out is closer to a sob than a breath.

I turned back to Tyrone. Took him in one last time. Deep. My throat opening. My jaw wide.

The full length of him filling me and I held and swallowed and his cock pulsed against my tongue and he was hard. Fully, completely, ready.

I pulled off. Wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. Sat back on my heels.

Tyrone looked at me. Then past me. At Camila.

"Get on top of your wife," he said.


Chapter 36

I crawled to her.

Across the bed. On my hands and knees. The same way I'd crawled to Tyrone. Except this time I was crawling back. Toward the woman I'd married.

The woman who'd called me a maricón and then said te amo. The woman whose cum was drying on my face and whose lover's cum was still on my tongue.

Camila was on her back. She'd rolled over when she heard him say it. Her legs parted. Her arms reaching up for me.

Her eyes — brown, wet, exhausted, still mine — looking up at me as I moved over her. My hands on either side of her head. My knees between her thighs.

My body lowering onto hers the way it had a thousand times in our bed at home.

But not like this. Never like this.

"Hola, mi amor," she whispered. A tired smile on her exhausted face. Hey, my love.

"Hola, mami."

My voice broke. The words coming out cracked and raw and I didn't try to fix them. I lowered my forehead to hers. Felt her breath on my lips.

Smelled her — sweat and sex and coconut conditioner and Tyrone and me and everything. She smelled like what we were now. Something new. Something without a name.

Her hand found my cock. Wrapped around it. I was hard — fully, achingly hard — harder than I'd been inside her in years. She felt it. I saw her eyebrows lift.

A small sound — "mmm" — half surprise, half something else. She stroked me once. Twice. Her grip exactly right. The same grip from a thousand mornings and a thousand nights. Familiar. Mine.

"Entra," she said. Go in.

I pushed forward. Her hand guided me. The head found her — warm, wet, open. So open. I slid in and there was nothing. No resistance. No grip.

No tight squeeze of her walls around me. I pushed all the way in — all four inches — and it was like pushing into a warm bath. Frictionless. Slick.

Her pussy stretched so wide from what Tyrone had done that my cock just... disappeared into her.

And the cum. Dios mío, the cum.

Thick. Warm. Everywhere. I could feel it — Tyrone's load, the load I'd begged him to pump into her, the load I'd licked out of her and somehow there was still more.

It coated my shaft on the first stroke. Squeezed out around the base on the second. I could feel it leaking down — running over my balls, dripping onto the sheets. The sound was obscene.

Wet. A slick, sucking noise with every stroke that my four inches made as they stirred through another man's cum inside my wife.

"Unh—" My forehead pressed against hers. My eyes stinging. Not from the sex. From the feeling of being inside my wife and barely existing in there.

Of sliding through a mess that someone else had made. Of knowing that the walls gripping nothing around me had been clenching hard around something three times my size an hour ago.

"Estoy aquí," she whispered. I'm here. Her hands on my face. Her palms warm against my jaw. "Te siento." I feel you.

She was lying. Or she was being kind. Or she meant something different by "feel" — not the physical, not the stretch, but the weight of me. The presence.

The husband inside her who was small and watery and half the man she needed but was hers and was trying and was crying and was here.

I was crying.

The tears came without permission. Running down my face and falling onto hers. Warm. Steady.

Behind me, the bed shifted.

Tyrone. Moving. I felt him before I heard him — the mattress dipping, the heat of his body behind mine, the air between us getting smaller. His knees between my legs.

His thighs pressing against the backs of mine. His hands on my hips. Big. Firm. The same hands from the shower. From the doorway. From every moment that had led to this one.

I stopped breathing.

His cock pressed against me. The head — hot, wide, slick — finding the space between my cheeks. Pressing. Not pushing in. Just there. Resting against me.

A question my body had been refusing to answer for twelve years.

Every truck stop. Every tool shed. Every shower. I'd gotten on my knees and sucked and swallowed and left before this could happen. Before the mouth became something else.

Before the "I give but don't receive" rule broke. I'd pushed hands away. Turned down offers. Walked out of rooms when the conversation shifted from oral to more. Because sucking cock was a pressure valve.

It was something that happened to my mouth. I could compartmentalize a mouth. I could file it away. But this — a man inside me — this was something that happened to my body.

To the core of me. And if I let that happen, if I let a man into the place I'd been guarding since I was eighteen, then the wall wasn't just cracked. It was gone.

The wall was already gone.

Camila held my face. Her thumbs on my cheekbones. Her eyes locked on mine.

"Mírame," she said. Look at me. "Diego. Baby. Mírame."

I looked at her. My wife. Through the tears and the cum and the sweat and the twelve years of lying.

I looked at her and she looked at me and her eyes said the thing her mouth didn't need to.

I'm here. I'm not leaving. Let go.

Tyrone pushed in.

The head breached me and my mouth opened and the sound that came out was not a sound I'd ever made. Not a moan. Not a grunt. A cry. High. Raw.

Torn from somewhere behind my ribs.

My whole body locked — every muscle, every nerve, every cell — and my fingers clawed at the sheets and my back arched and the pain and the fullness and the pressure were so far past anything I'd imagined that my vision went white at the edges.

"Ahh — AHH — unh — Cami — ahh—"

"Estoy aquí," she said. Her hands holding my face. Her thumbs wiping my tears. "Estoy aquí, mi amor. Respira." Breathe.

He pushed deeper. Another inch. The stretch burning. My body trying to reject it and accept it at the same time.

My hole clenching around the shaft and the clench making it worse — tighter, fuller, the thick head pressing deeper into me. My cock jumped inside Camila. A hard twitch.

A pulse of something leaking out of me into the mess already there.

"Fuck—" Tyrone. Behind me. His hands gripping my hips. Holding me steady. "Tight as fuck."

Another inch. I was shaking. Full-body tremors. My arms barely holding me up. My forehead pressed against Camila's. My tears falling on her cheeks. My mouth making sounds that weren't language.

"Unh — ahh — mmph — unh—"

Camila kissed me. Soft. Her lips catching my moans. Her tongue sliding against mine. The taste of both of us — her pussy, his cock — still in both our mouths.

She swallowed the sound I was making and replaced it with her breath and I held onto her face.

Tyrone bottomed out.

His hips flush against my ass. All of him inside me. Every inch. The fullness was — I don't have a word. English doesn't have a word. Spanish doesn't have a word.

The fullness of a man inside you for the first time when you've been running from it since you were eighteen and your body has been wanting it every second of the running.

My cock was throbbing inside Camila. My hole was stretched around Tyrone. I was full from both ends. Pinned between my wife and the man who'd fucked us both. The chain.

"Estoy bien," I whispered against Camila's lips. I'm okay. "Estoy bien, mami. Estoy—"

Tyrone pulled back and pushed in again. Deep. Slow. And the sentence fell apart. Just air. Hot against my wife's mouth. And I was crying and I was full and I was home.


Epilogue — Part One

Sunlight hit my face and I didn't know where I was.

That lasted about two seconds. Then I felt the arm across my waist, the hand cupping my ass even in sleep, and the soreness between my legs that went deeper than skin.

The sheets smelled like sweat and coconut and sex — hours of it, layered on top of itself like paint.

Room 314. Playa del Sol. Tyrone's bed.

I opened my eyes slow. The balcony door was cracked and the Caribbean was right there, blue and flat and sparkling like nothing had happened.

Like three people hadn't torn each other apart in this room six hours ago.

Tyrone was on his back in the middle of the king bed, taking up most of it because of course he was. One arm under me, hand on my ass.

The other arm stretched out the other direction, and I lifted my head just enough to see Diego.

My husband was curled against Tyrone's side, his face pressed into Tyrone's shoulder, one leg thrown over Tyrone's thigh. He looked small next to him.

Diego's 5'8" and solid — he carries drywall up stairs for a living — but next to Tyrone he looked compact. Held. His face was slack and smooth and there was no tension in his jaw, no furrow between his eyebrows.

I hadn't seen him sleep like that in years.

He looked twenty. Free.

I put my head back down on Tyrone's chest and listened to his heartbeat. Slow and steady.

My body was a mess. My thighs ached. My hips ached. My throat was raw and I had beard burn on my neck and my inner thighs and probably my ass too.

I could feel where Tyrone had been — in me, on me, gripping me hard enough to bruise.

And I could feel the places that were sore from just watching, from being so turned on for so long that my muscles had locked up and I hadn't even noticed.

I needed water. I needed coffee. I needed to check what time checkout was.

I didn't move.

Tyrone's chest rose and fell under my cheek, and the ocean pushed against the shore outside, and Diego breathed soft against Tyrone's shoulder, and I just lay there. Letting it be what it was.

A night that fixed something in my marriage that I'd been trying to fix for three years with conversations and tears and fights that went nowhere.

Tyrone's hand squeezed my ass. Not a sleep twitch — a squeeze. Deliberate.

"Morning," he said. His voice was deep and rough from sleep and it rumbled through his chest into my ear.

"Morning."

He didn't move to sit up or check his phone or do any of the awkward morning-after things.

He just lay there, one hand on my ass, one hand on my husband's ass, king of the bed, comfortable as hell.

His other hand must have moved too because Diego stirred. Made a soft sound — mmm — and pressed closer into Tyrone's side before his eyes opened. I watched him come back to consciousness.

The moment he remembered where he was and who he was pressed against. His face — I looked for panic or shame.

Nothing. He blinked, looked up at Tyrone, and smiled.

"Papi," Diego said, quiet. And leaned up and kissed him.

It was a slow kiss. Morning breath and all. Tyrone's hand came up to the back of Diego's neck, held him there for a second, then let him go.

Diego's eyes were wet but he wasn't crying. Just full.

Tyrone looked at me. Raised an eyebrow. I leaned up and kissed him too. His mouth was warm and he tasted like sleep and I didn't care.

He cupped the back of my head, same way he'd done with Diego. Firm. Easy. Like he'd been kissing both of us for years and this was just Tuesday.

When I pulled back, Diego was watching. My husband. On the other side of the man who'd fucked both of us last night. And he wasn't jealous and he wasn't ashamed and he wasn't spiraling.

He was just there.

I leaned across Tyrone's chest and kissed Diego.

His hand found my face and he held my jaw and the kiss was tender in a way we hadn't been with each other in a long time. Soft. Grateful.

Tyrone watched us from below, hands behind his head now.

"Mmhm," he said, when we broke apart. "Y'all cute."

Diego laughed. An actual laugh. I couldn't remember the last time he'd laughed in the morning.

"What time is it?" I asked, because someone had to.

Tyrone reached for his phone on the nightstand. "Nine forty-two. Checkout at noon."

"Shit."

"Nah, you good. Ain't like you gotta pack this whole room." He stretched, and the sheet slipped down to his waist, and I'm not going to pretend I didn't look. Neither did Diego.

Tyrone caught both of us and grinned. "Down, boy. Down, girl. Y'all gon' make me late for my flight."

"What time your flight?" Diego asked. His English was rougher in the morning, the accent thicker. He hadn't had coffee yet and his brain was still in Spanish.

"Four something. Got time." Tyrone sat up against the headboard and rubbed his face.

He looked at the room — clothes on the floor, a pillow somehow across the room by the TV stand, the comforter kicked entirely off the bed at some point in the night.

"Damn. We did some damage."

"You did the damage," I said.

"I ain't hear nobody complainin'."

"Nobody is complaining."

He looked at both of us and something crossed his face. Something real. A man looking at two people he'd been inside of and respecting what he saw.

"Real talk," he said. "This the best trip I been on in my whole life. And I been to Cancun twice."

Diego snorted. I covered my mouth.

"I'm serious. Divorce had me fucked up. Came down here thinkin' I was gon' lay on a beach and be miserable for a week. Instead I got —" He gestured at both of us.

"This. Whatever this was."

"Was good," Diego said simply.

"Yeah. It was good."

***

We showered. Not together — the bathroom wasn't big enough for three and nobody had the energy for round whatever-we-were-on. Tyrone went first because it was his room. Then me. Then Diego.

I stood under the water and let it sting all the raw places on my skin and I felt my body the way you feel it after a day of hard labor. Sore and alive.

I found my dress from last night on the floor by the desk. Wrinkled to hell. My underwear was somewhere — I didn't look that hard.

I pulled the dress on and finger-combed my hair and that was going to have to be enough for the walk of shame back to our room.

Diego got dressed in his shorts and the linen shirt he'd worn to dinner, buttoning it wrong the first time, fixing it without being told.

Tyrone was dressed already. Basketball shorts and a white tee that fit the way it should on a man built like that.

He was leaning against the desk, arms crossed, watching us get our shit together with a look on his face that was mostly amusement.

"A'ight," he said, when we were both dressed and standing by the door like two kids leaving a friend's house after a sleepover. "Y'all gon' be alright."

It wasn't a question. He was telling us.

Diego stepped forward and put his hand out. Tyrone looked at it, looked at Diego, and pulled him in. Not a handshake. A full hug. Both arms.

Diego's face against his chest, his hands gripping the back of Tyrone's shirt, holding on.

Tyrone's arms wrapped around him, one hand on the back of his head, and for a few seconds neither of them moved. Just held.

Diego's shoulders shook once — just once — and then he pulled back and looked up at Tyrone and kissed him.

Full on the mouth. His hands on Tyrone's jaw, standing on his toes to reach, and Tyrone kissed him back, slow, one hand still on the back of Diego's neck.

My husband kissing a man in the daylight with his wife watching and not a single part of him trying to hide it.

When they broke apart Diego's eyes were wet. He wiped them with the back of his hand and laughed at himself.

"Gracias, papi," he said. His voice was rough. "For everything."

"Ain't gotta thank me." Tyrone's thumb brushed Diego's cheek. Quick. Then his hand dropped. "You good, bro. You always was. Just needed somebody to show you."

Diego nodded. Couldn't speak for a second. Stepped back.

Then me. I wrapped my arms around him as far as they'd go and he smelled like hotel soap and himself and I breathed it in one last time.

He kissed the top of my head. Then tilted my chin up and kissed my forehead. Dry. Firm.

"Take care ya man," he said.

"I will."

"He a good one. Don't let him get in his head."

"I know."

He grabbed his phone off the nightstand and held it out to Diego. "Put ya number in. Both of y'all."

Diego typed his number in with his thick fingers, hitting the wrong keys twice before getting it right. I took the phone and added mine.

Tyrone looked at the screen, saved them both, and slid the phone in his pocket.

"I'm in Atlanta," he said. "Y'all ever in the area. Or if y'all ever wanna do another trip." He shrugged. Left it open. No pressure.

"We in Houston," Diego said.

"Houston ain't far."

"No," I said. "It's not."

Tyrone grinned. The same grin from the swim-up bar.

"A'ight. Get outta here before I change my mind about that flight."

He opened the door. Hallway light flooded in. The resort was waking up — a cleaning cart rattling somewhere, a kid yelling about the pool.

***

We walked out. Diego's hand found mine before the door even closed.

The hallway carpet was cool under my bare feet. We walked to the elevator without talking.

The resort looked different in the morning — bright and ordinary, families heading to breakfast, a guy in a staff polo watering plants by the lobby window.

Nobody looked at us. Nobody knew. Just a couple walking to their room, a little rumpled, holding hands.

The elevator opened. We stepped in. Diego hit the button for our floor and leaned against the wall, and I leaned into him, and he put his arm around me.

"We should pack," I said.

"Si. Flight is at six."

"You hungry?"

"Starving."

"Buffet first, then pack?"

He kissed the top of my head. "Si, mi amor."

The elevator hummed. The numbers climbed. And we rode up to our floor quiet. No secrets left between us.


Epilogue — Part Two

Six months later.

The backyard smelled like carne asada and cheap citronella candles. Streamers everywhere — pink and blue because we'd kept it a surprise from everyone, including ourselves. Diego's idea.

He wanted the whole family there when we found out.

And the whole family came.

His mom had driven in from Katy at six in the morning to start cooking. My mom flew in from Bogotá. Tía Rosa brought three trays of empanadas and her opinions about everything.

Kids chased each other through the grass while the men stood around the grill arguing about something — fútbol, probably, or politics, same thing in this family.

I sat in a lawn chair with my hands on my belly and let them fuss over me.

"Mija, ¿ya comiste?" My mom, for the fourth time.

"Sí, Mami. Ya comí."

"Come más. Estás comiendo por dos."

Tía Rosa squeezed my shoulders from behind and kissed the top of my head. "Tres años esperando este bebé," she said. Three years. "Dios sabe lo que hace." God knows what He's doing.

She wasn't wrong.

Diego's mom had been crying on and off since she arrived. Happy tears. She kept touching my belly and whispering prayers I couldn't fully hear. Health, blessings.

She'd wanted a grandchild so badly you could see it in her face when other people's daughters-in-law got pregnant first.

Now she couldn't stop smiling.

"¡Ya, ya, ya!" Tía Rosa clapped her hands. "¡El momento! Vamos."

Everyone gathered around the table. Diego came up behind me and put his arms around my waist — or what was left of my waist — and rested his chin on my shoulder.

His hands settled on my belly, warm and steady.

"Ready?" he said, quiet enough that only I heard it.

I nodded.

My mom held up her phone to record. Diego's mom had her rosary in one hand and a napkin in the other. The kids pushed to the front.

Diego picked up the knife. I put my hand over his. We cut the cake together.

Blue.

***

The backyard erupted. Diego's brother screamed "¡VARÓN!" and bear-hugged Diego so hard he almost knocked me sideways. My mom started crying. His mom started crying harder.

Tía Rosa crossed herself and looked up at the sky like she was personally thanking God.

"¡Un niño! ¡Un varoncito!"

"Ay, tiene que salir morenito como tu abuelita," my mom said through her tears, squeezing my face in both hands. Dark like your grandmother. "¿Te acuerdas lo linda que era? Ese color tan bonito."

"Sí, Mami." I smiled. "Ojalá."

It was the thing about my family that made all of this possible. Abuelita Nena — dark skin, coarse hair, wide nose. Beautiful. Nobody in this backyard would think twice about a brown baby.

They'd point to old photos and say he had her mouth, her color, her spirit.

Diego's hand found mine. He laced his fingers through and squeezed once.

Around us, the family toasted. His brother poured aguardiente. Someone turned up the vallenato. Kids screamed. Tía Rosa was already telling everyone she'd predicted a boy from how I was carrying.

I leaned back into Diego's chest and watched all of it — the noise, the love, the ordinary chaos of a family celebrating something they'd waited years for.

Nobody asked whose eyes the baby would have.

And the two of us standing there, his hand on my belly, smiling for the cameras — we were never going to tell them.


Epilogue — Part Three

The airport was bright and cold and smelled like floor cleaner.

We sat at the gate with our carry-ons between our feet and watched planes taxi through the window. Diego had his boarding pass folded in quarters. He kept unfolding it, reading it, folding it again.

I scrolled my phone without seeing anything on the screen.

"You want the window seat?"

"Okay."

The flight was two and a half hours. He fell asleep before the drink cart came around. I watched him sleep with his head against the plastic wall of the cabin. His face slack.

His mouth slightly open. The stubble on his jaw catching the overhead light.

I ate the pretzels. He didn't want his. I drank a ginger ale and read the same paragraph of a magazine four times and then closed it and looked out the window at nothing.

Houston was gray. Overcast. The heat hit us the second we stepped onto the jetbridge — that damp, heavy, Gulf Coast heat that sticks to your skin and doesn't let go.

"Baggage claim this way," Diego said, pointing at a sign.

"I see it."

We waited at the carousel. Watched the same bags circle three times before ours came out. Diego grabbed both suitcases without asking. I carried the tote.

***

The Uber was a gray Camry. The driver had talk radio on low.

Diego put the suitcases in the trunk and held my door and I got in and he walked around and got in the other side. Six inches of leather between us.

Neither of us closed the gap.

"Traffic's bad," the driver said.

"Yeah," I said.

The 610 loop was packed. Twenty minutes of stop-and-go in silence. Diego's hand on his knee. My hand in my lap. The radio murmuring about interest rates.

We pulled up to the apartment off Bissonnet at quarter past seven. Second floor. Same building. Same cracked stucco. Same yellow porch light buzzing with moths.

Diego carried both suitcases up the stairs. I unlocked the door.

The apartment was exactly how we'd left it. Dishes in the drying rack. The throw blanket bunched on the couch.

A water glass on the coffee table with a ring of dried residue at the bottom. Mail piled on the counter. The ceiling fan turning slow. The AC humming.

***

We stood in the hallway with our suitcases. The door swung shut behind us. The deadbolt clicked.

Everything the same — Pine-Sol and the faint trace of vanilla from the candle I'd burned the night before we left.

I set the tote down. Diego set the suitcases against the wall.


Epilogue — Part Four

Diego kissed her first.

No lead-up. No soft look across the hallway.

He turned and his hands were on her face and his mouth was on hers and she made a sound against his teeth — a short, punched-out breath — and her back hit the wall.

His fingers pushed into her hair. Gripping. Pulling her head back. His mouth open and wet and pressed so hard into hers that their teeth clicked together.

Camila's hands grabbed the front of his shirt and pulled — fists full of cotton, knuckles white, dragging him into her. His body flush against hers. Chest to chest. Hips to hips.

His thigh between her legs and her back grinding against the wall and the framed photo next to her head rattling on its nail.

They breathed into each other. Hot. Fast. Mouths sliding — his bottom lip caught between her teeth and she bit down and he groaned against her mouth and his hands tightened in her hair.

His tongue pushed into her mouth and she sucked on it and they were making sounds — wet, thick, sloppy sounds. Saliva on chins. Lips sliding off lips and finding them again. Noses mashed together.

Breathing through whatever gap they could find.

Camila's hand went to his neck. His jaw. Scratching through his stubble. Diego's hand dropped from her hair to her throat — not squeezing, just holding. His thumb on her pulse.

His palm spanning her throat. She swallowed against his hand and pulled his mouth harder into hers.

His other hand found the hem of her shirt. Slid under it. His rough palm — calluses, construction hands — flat against her stomach. Her skin jumping under his touch.

She gasped into his mouth and he swallowed it and pushed her harder into the wall and his hand slid up her ribs.

Camila reached down between them.

Her hand moved past his belt. Past the waistband of his jeans. She pressed her palm flat against him through the denim.

He was hard.

Not half-hard. Not the slow, reluctant thickening she'd learned to coax out of him with her mouth and her hands and twenty minutes of effort. Hard. Straining against the zipper.

All four inches of him pushing into her palm through the fabric. Hot through the denim. Pulsing.

Her fingers wrapped around the shape of him. Squeezed. Felt him throb against her grip. His hips jerked forward — involuntary, urgent — and he groaned into her mouth. A deep sound. From his chest.

Camila held him there. Her husband. Hard in her hand. For the first time in over a year.

His forehead dropped against hers. Their mouths still touching. Still breathing the same air. His cock straining against her palm. Her fingers tight around him through the jeans. The hallway dark. The deadbolt locked.

The suitcases on the floor. His cock throbbing in her hand.

Hard. For her.

***


THE END
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