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Foreword

Some marriages are quiet. Some are flooded.

When the basement filled with water, my wife Lyn never expected her world to be filled with something far more powerful. What started as a helpful neighbor turned into the most intense, eye-opening weekend of our lives.

This story is raw, explicit, and unapologetic. It’s for readers who crave the moment a respectable wife discovers just how deep her desires can run when a dominant Black Bull steps in and takes control right in front of her husband.

If you enjoy watching reluctant hunger turn into shameless craving, size contrasts that stretch every limit, and a cuckold husband who can’t look away, then settle in.

The flood is just beginning.

— Joseph Robert


Chapter 1: The Sudden Claim

Lyn’s palms slipped against the cold metal of the washing machine as Max’s massive black cock slid heavily between her soaked folds, the thick head nudging insistently at her entrance. Her yoga pants were bunched around her ankles, her full, heavy breasts swaying inside her damp white blouse, nipples stiff and aching. At fifty, she had never felt anything this overwhelming pressing against her body. The sheer size of him made her stomach flutter with nervous heat even as her pussy clenched with raw, traitorous need.

“Please… I don’t think I can take it,” she breathed, voice shaky, but her hips pushed back anyway, coating his dark length with her slickness. Only minutes ago the basement had been chaos—rainwater rushing in, boxes floating, Jon cursing under his breath. Their tall, muscular Black neighbor Max had shown up unasked, sleeves rolled up, moving furniture like it weighed nothing. He had grinned when Lyn bent over to grab a floating photo album, his deep voice rumbling, “Damn, that shirt looks even better wet.” Jon had laughed it off. Then he had run upstairs for more towels.

The second Jon’s footsteps faded, Max had stepped behind her, strong hands gripping her wide hips, yanking her pants down in one smooth motion. Now here she was, bent over the machine, heart hammering, while his enormous cock continued its slow, teasing glide along her dripping slit.

Max leaned over her back, his broad chest warm against her shoulders. “You’re soaked, Lyn. Your body already knows what it wants.” One large hand reached around, thick fingers finding her swollen clit and circling it with perfect pressure. A helpless whimper escaped her throat.

Her mind spun. This was insane. She was married. Jon could walk down any second. But the contrast of his dark skin against her pale curves, the way his sheer size dwarfed everything she had ever known, sent liquid fire racing through her veins. Years of quiet curiosity she had buried deep suddenly roared to life.

Max turned her gently yet firmly, towering over her. “On your knees first, beautiful. Let me see that pretty mouth.” His tone left no room for debate. Lyn sank to the damp concrete, her thick thighs spreading slightly as she stared up at the heavy, veined shaft swaying in front of her face. It was easily twice as long and thick as Jon’s modest four inches. She wrapped both soft hands around the base, still amazed at how much remained uncovered, and leaned in.

Her lips parted wide. The moment she took him inside, the salty warmth filled her mouth and she moaned around the thick head. Her tongue swirled hungrily as she bobbed deeper, eyes locked on his. Soft, wet gagging sounds rose each time she pushed forward, trying to take more than she ever had. Saliva coated his length, dripping down her chin and onto the deep valley of her cleavage. Every time she pulled back for air, she looked up at him with glassy, hungry eyes, then dove back down, sucking harder, faster, lost in the filthy thrill of worshipping something so much bigger than her husband.

Max groaned low, one hand resting lightly on the back of her head. “That’s it… good girl. Keep those eyes on me.”

After several long, eager minutes, he pulled her up and spun her around again, bending her firmly over the washing machine. “Time to feel it for real.” He rubbed the broad, blunt head up and down her soaked lips until she was panting and pushing back desperately.

“Max… please,” she whispered, voice cracking with need. “Put it inside me.”

He pressed forward. The first inch stretched her open in a slow, burning pressure that made her gasp sharply. Her walls resisted, then yielded, fluttering wildly around the invading thickness. Inch after thick inch sank into her, forcing her body to open wider than it ever had. When his heavy balls finally rested against her, Lyn’s mouth fell open in a silent cry, eyes wide with shock and pleasure.

“So fucking tight,” Max growled, voice rough with restraint. He began to move—long, firm strokes that dragged against every sensitive spot inside her. Each thrust sent jolts of intense pleasure radiating through her core. Her large natural breasts swung heavily beneath her, nipples brushing the cold metal with every rock of her body.

“Oh my God,” she moaned, louder than she meant to. The sensation was overwhelming—deep, full, almost too much, yet not enough. Her reluctance cracked wide open, replaced by a flooding hunger she couldn’t control.

Jon stepped into the doorway right then, arms loaded with towels, and froze.

His wife was bent over the washing machine, thick ass rippling with every powerful thrust from their younger Black neighbor. Lyn’s face was twisted in pure ecstasy, mouth open, eyes half-lidded as wave after wave of shattering pleasure tore through her. Her moans grew louder, uncontrollable, even as her gaze locked onto Jon’s stunned face. She didn’t look away. She couldn’t. Another climax crashed over her, her entire body convulsing, inner muscles squeezing rhythmically around Max’s thick shaft as she cried out.

Max kept driving into her, steady and dominant, drawing out every spasm until Lyn was trembling, legs shaking, barely able to stay upright. A second powerful orgasm followed right on the heels of the first, then a third, each one stronger, ripping moans from her throat that echoed through the flooded basement.

Jon stood rooted, his small cock straining painfully hard inside his pants. Humiliation burned hot in his chest, but so did a dark, confusing arousal that made his pulse thunder in his ears. He couldn’t look away from his wife’s face—innocent Lyn, lost in pleasure so intense it looked almost painful.

Max finally buried himself deep and growled, flooding her with pulse after heavy pulse of heat. The feeling pushed Lyn into one final, mind-melting orgasm that left her gasping, body limp against the machine, eyes still locked on her husband’s.

As the last tremors faded, Lyn’s mind reeled. Shame flickered somewhere distant, but a new, bolder hunger was already rising fast. She didn’t want this to end.

She wanted more.


Chapter 2: Morning After Cravings

Sunlight cut sharp through the half-closed kitchen blinds the next morning, painting warm stripes across the tile floor. Lyn stood at the counter in a loose tank top and soft cotton shorts, her thick thighs still faintly marked with faint fingerprints from the night before. Every subtle shift of her hips reminded her how deeply Max had stretched her, how her body had opened and clenched around something far larger than her husband’s modest length. A secret, satisfied smile played at the corners of her mouth as she poured coffee, the rich aroma doing nothing to quiet the low, steady throb still pulsing between her legs.

Jon moved around her in uneasy silence, smaller frame tense, stealing glances at her flushed cheeks and the way her heavy breasts moved freely beneath the thin fabric. He kept replaying the image of her face twisted in ecstasy while their neighbor claimed her right there in the basement. The memory made his stomach twist with humiliation, yet his small cock twitched traitorously at the thought. He wanted to say something, anything, but the words stuck in his throat.

By early afternoon, Jon left for a quick run to the hardware store to deal with the lingering flood damage. The moment the front door clicked shut, Lyn’s fingers trembled only slightly as she picked up her phone and typed a single message: “Last night left me aching in the best way. Come over. Now.”

Max’s reply buzzed back almost instantly: “Living room. On your knees the second I walk through the door.”

Her heart raced as she hurried to the front of the house, pulse fluttering wildly between her thighs. When the door finally opened twenty minutes later, Lyn was already waiting exactly as instructed—kneeling on the soft living-room carpet, thick curves on full display, large natural breasts rising and falling with each nervous breath. Max filled the doorway, tall and powerfully built, his dark skin gleaming under the afternoon light. He didn’t speak at first, simply unzipped and let his heavy cock spring free, already thickening at the sight of her.

“Good girl,” he rumbled, stepping closer until the warm, musky scent of him surrounded her.

Lyn didn’t hesitate this time. She leaned forward, wrapping both soft hands around the thick base, and guided the broad head between her lips. The moment he filled her mouth she moaned deeply, eyes lifting to lock onto his with open hunger. She sucked him in with wet, eager pulls, tongue swirling around the underside while she bobbed deeper, taking more with each forward glide. Soft choking sounds rose from her throat as she pushed herself further, saliva coating every inch in shiny warmth that dripped down her chin and onto the tops of her heaving breasts. She kept her gaze steady on him the entire time, tears gathering at the corners of her eyes from the stretch, yet she never slowed, lost in the filthy thrill of pleasuring a man so much bigger and stronger than her husband.

Max watched her with dark, approving eyes, one hand resting lightly on her brunette hair. “Look at you… already so much greedier than yesterday.”

After several long, devoted minutes of her sloppy worship, Max lifted her easily onto the wide sectional couch. Lyn straddled him without being told, her thick thighs spreading wide as she reached down to guide his massive length to her slick entrance. She sank down slowly, gasping sharply as the wide head breached her again, forcing her walls to stretch open in that same burning, delicious pressure. Inch after thick inch disappeared inside her until she sat fully seated, a low, throaty moan spilling from her lips at the overwhelming fullness.

“It still feels so much bigger than I remember,” she whispered to herself, eyes fluttering half-closed in pure bliss. She began to rock, then ride him with growing confidence, her full breasts bouncing heavily with every rise and fall. The wet sounds of their bodies meeting filled the quiet living room as she worked herself on his shaft, pleasure building fast and fierce inside her core.

Max let her set the pace for a while, strong hands gripping her wide hips, then suddenly flipped her onto her stomach. He covered her from behind in one smooth motion, pressing her soft body into the cushions as he drove back inside with a single deep thrust. The new angle hit places that made her cry out, her fingers clawing at the fabric while wave after wave of intense pleasure rolled through her. Her moans grew louder, unrestrained, each powerful stroke pushing her closer to the edge until she shattered hard around him, inner muscles fluttering wildly as her first climax of the afternoon crashed over her.

He didn’t stop. He kept moving, drawing out every spasm, then shifting her again so she was on her side, one leg hooked over his shoulder. The deeper penetration made her eyes roll back, another orgasm ripping through her body so intensely her toes curled and her breath caught in short, desperate gasps. Jon had returned home earlier than expected and now stood frozen just outside the living-room doorway, half-hidden by the frame. His small cock strained painfully against his jeans as he watched his wife lose herself completely on their neighbor’s thick length. Humiliation burned hot in his chest, but the sight of Lyn’s face—mouth open, eyes glassy with overwhelming pleasure—sent dark arousal surging through him. He couldn’t look away, hand unconsciously pressing against the front of his pants.

Max finally buried himself to the hilt and released with a low groan, flooding her with pulse after heavy pulse of warmth. The sensation pushed Lyn into one final, body-shaking climax that left her trembling and limp against the cushions, chest heaving, skin flushed and glowing.

As the last ripples faded, Lyn lay there catching her breath, mind spinning with a new, undeniable truth. The reluctance she had felt in the basement was gone. In its place burned a bright, hungry craving she no longer wanted to hide.

She already wondered when she could feel Max inside her again.


Chapter 3: Dinner and Deeper Surrender

The dining room smelled of garlic and roasted herbs, but Lyn barely tasted the food on her plate. Candlelight flickered across the table, casting soft shadows over her full cleavage where the deep V of her blouse dipped low. Every time her eyes met Max’s across the table, a fresh rush of heat pooled between her thighs. Jon sat beside her, his smaller frame stiff, fork moving mechanically while he tried to keep the conversation light—thanking Max again for the basement rescue, laughing too loudly at his own jokes. Lyn could feel her husband’s tension radiating like static, yet underneath it she sensed something else: the same conflicted hunger that had kept him watching yesterday afternoon.

Max leaned back in his chair, tall and relaxed, his dark skin glowing warm under the low light. “Food’s great, but I’ve been thinking about dessert since I walked in,” he said, voice low and smooth, eyes sliding deliberately over Lyn’s body. She felt her nipples tighten against the thin fabric, a silent thrill racing through her at the open promise in his tone.

By the time the plates were cleared, the air had grown thick with anticipation. Max stood first, extending a large hand toward Lyn. “Bedroom. Your husband can come watch how a real man takes care of what’s his now.” Jon’s face flushed deep red, but he rose without protest, following them down the hall like a man pulled by invisible strings.

The moment the bedroom door clicked shut, Lyn dropped to her knees on the plush carpet, heart hammering with eager anticipation rather than nerves. Max unzipped slowly, freeing his heavy, dark cock inches from her face. She didn’t wait for instruction. Both hands wrapped around the thick base as she leaned in, lips parting wide to take him deep into her warm mouth. Her tongue pressed flat along the underside while she sucked with hungry, rhythmic pulls, eyes lifting to hold his gaze the entire time. Wet, rhythmic choking sounds filled the quiet room each time she pushed forward, saliva glistening on her chin and dripping onto the tops of her swaying breasts. She worked him with focused devotion, cheeks hollowing, soft gags rising as she tried to swallow even more, completely lost in the filthy pleasure of pleasuring the biggest cock she had ever known.

Jon lowered himself into the armchair beside the bed, small hands gripping the armrests. His modest erection pressed uncomfortably against his slacks as he watched his wife worship their neighbor with such open enthusiasm. Shame twisted in his gut, hot and sharp, but it only made his pulse race faster, his eyes glued to the way her full lips stretched and her heavy breasts jiggled with every forward bob of her head.

Max eventually pulled her up, guiding her onto the bed on her back. He spread her thick thighs wide and settled between them, the broad head of his cock nudging against her slick entrance. Lyn’s breath hitched as he pushed inside in one long, steady glide. The stretch was immediate and intense, her walls yielding to the thick invasion until he was buried to the hilt. A deep, throaty moan escaped her lips, back arching sharply off the mattress. “So deep… I can feel every inch,” she thought, the overwhelming fullness sending sparks shooting through her entire body.

He started slow, deliberate strokes that dragged against every sensitive ridge inside her, building a steady rhythm that made her large breasts bounce heavily with each thrust. Her hands reached out instinctively, one clutching the sheets, the other finding Jon’s smaller hand and squeezing tight. Their eyes met—hers glassy with building pleasure, his wide with a storm of humiliation and arousal. Max drove deeper, pace quickening until Lyn’s moans turned into sharp cries. The first climax hit her hard, her body seizing around his thick shaft, inner muscles fluttering wildly as intense waves rolled through her core, leaving her gasping and trembling.

He didn’t let her come down. Max shifted them both, pulling her up so she straddled him in reverse, her back to his chest. One strong arm wrapped around her waist while the other hand cupped and teased her full breast, rolling the stiff nipple between his fingers. He thrust up into her from below, the new angle forcing even deeper penetration that made her head fall back against his shoulder. Lyn rode him with abandon, thick hips rolling, soft flesh rippling with every powerful upward drive. Another orgasm built fast and broke over her like a sudden storm, her cries echoing off the walls as her body shook uncontrollably.

Jon stayed in the chair, breathing ragged, unable to tear his gaze away from the sight of his wife’s voluptuous body moving so freely on their neighbor’s dark, powerful frame. The stark contrast—pale curves against dark muscle—only deepened the confusing heat flooding his veins.

Max finally flipped her onto all fours, gripping her wide hips and driving into her from behind with firm, commanding strokes. The slap of skin on skin mixed with her rising moans as he hit that perfect spot over and over. Lyn pushed back to meet every thrust, lost in the raw sensation, her large breasts swinging beneath her. A third, even sharper climax tore through her, vision whitening at the edges while her entire body convulsed in pleasure so intense it bordered on overwhelming.

Only then did Max let himself go, burying himself deep and releasing with a low, satisfied groan, flooding her with pulse after heavy pulse of warmth. The feeling triggered one final, shuddering peak that left Lyn collapsing forward onto the bed, chest heaving, skin flushed and slick with sweat.

As the room grew quiet except for their slowing breaths, Lyn turned her head to look at Jon. Her eyes held a new fire—soft love mixed with something bolder, hungrier. The reluctant wife from the basement was fading fast. In her place sat a woman awakening to desires she no longer wanted to deny.

She was ready for whatever came next.


Chapter 4: Risky Afternoon Heat

The backyard patio basked in warm afternoon sunlight, the tall wooden fence offering just enough cover from prying eyes while still letting the distant hum of neighborhood life drift over. Lyn stepped outside in a light sundress that clung to her full curves, heart racing with a mix of nerves and excitement. Max was already waiting by the shaded table, his tall, muscular frame relaxed against the railing, dark eyes tracking her every movement. Jon had dozed off on the couch inside after a heavy lunch, leaving the two of them alone in the open air where anyone might glance over at the wrong moment.

She barely had time to speak before Max pulled her close, large hands sliding down her sides to cup her thick ass through the thin fabric. “Been thinking about this all morning,” he murmured, voice low and commanding. In seconds the dress was hiked up around her waist, and Lyn found herself sinking to her knees on the warm flagstones, the rough texture pressing into her skin. His heavy cock sprang free, and she wrapped both hands around the base without hesitation, leaning in to take him into her eager mouth.

Her lips stretched wide around the thick head, tongue swirling hungrily as she bobbed forward, taking him deeper with each smooth glide. Soft, wet choking noises rose from her throat while she maintained steady eye contact, tears gathering at the corners of her eyes from the effort. Saliva coated his length in glossy trails that dripped onto her heaving breasts, the front of her dress growing damp where it pressed against her stiff nipples. She sucked with focused hunger, cheeks hollowing, losing herself in the filthy thrill of pleasuring him right there in the open where a neighbor’s voice or a passing car could interrupt at any second.

Max groaned softly, one hand resting on her brunette hair, guiding her rhythm just enough to keep her moving exactly how he wanted. The risk only heightened everything—her pulse thundered, her pussy already slick and aching for more.

After several intense minutes, he lifted her to her feet and turned her toward the sturdy patio table. Lyn bent forward, bracing her palms on the smooth wood, dress bunched high around her hips. Max stepped behind her, rubbing the broad head of his cock along her soaked folds until she was pushing back desperately, whispering, “Please… I need you inside me now.”

He pressed forward slowly at first, the wide tip breaching her entrance and stretching her open in that familiar burning pressure that quickly melted into deep, satisfying fullness. Inch by thick inch he sank in until his hips met her soft ass, drawing a low, throaty moan from her lips. The angle let him hit every sensitive spot as he began to move—long, powerful strokes that made her full breasts sway heavily inside the dress and her thighs quiver.

The first climax rolled through her fast and sharp, her inner walls fluttering around his girth while she bit her lip to stifle the cry. Max didn’t slow. He shifted her leg up onto the table, opening her wider, driving deeper with each thrust. Another peak hit her harder, her body trembling as pleasure spiked through her core, leaving her gasping for air against the warm wood.

Jon had woken and wandered to the kitchen window for a glass of water. The sight outside stopped him cold—his wife bent over their patio table in broad daylight, thick body rocking with every dominant thrust from their Black neighbor. Her face was turned slightly toward the house, mouth open in silent ecstasy, large breasts bouncing freely now that the top of her dress had slipped down one shoulder. Humiliation crashed over Jon like a wave, his small cock twitching hard in his shorts despite the burn of embarrassment. He stayed hidden behind the curtain, hand pressing against his aching length as he watched, unable to tear his eyes away from the raw contrast of pale curves yielding to dark, powerful muscle.

Max pulled out briefly, spun Lyn to face him, and lifted one of her thick thighs high against his hip. He drove back inside in one smooth motion, the new position letting him grind against her most sensitive spot with every deep push. Her arms wrapped around his neck for balance, soft moans escaping faster now as another intense orgasm built quickly. When it broke, her entire body shuddered against him, nails digging into his shoulders while waves of pleasure left her vision sparkling at the edges.

The risk of being seen only fueled her higher. Birds chirped nearby, a lawnmower hummed a few houses down, yet here she was, lost in the overwhelming sensation of being filled so completely in the open air. Max kept his pace steady and commanding, drawing out every spasm until Lyn was nearly limp in his arms, whispering broken pleas for more against his neck.

Finally, he buried himself deep and released with a low growl, flooding her with pulse after warm pulse. The feeling triggered one last powerful climax that left her clinging to him, legs shaking, chest heaving as aftershocks rippled through her thick frame.

As they caught their breath, Max kissed her forehead lightly, a possessive smile on his lips. Lyn glanced toward the house, catching the faint outline of Jon behind the window. Instead of shame, a bold new spark lit inside her. The afternoon sun felt warmer on her skin, the world sharper. She was no longer hiding her hunger.

She was embracing it.


Chapter 5: Weekend Takeover

Friday evening arrived with a quiet click of the front door as Max stepped inside, duffel bag slung over one broad shoulder, his tall, commanding presence filling the entryway like he already owned the space. Lyn met him in the hallway wearing nothing but a sheer black robe that barely contained her heavy breasts and thick hips. The moment the door shut behind him she sank to her knees on the hardwood, hands eagerly freeing his thick cock from his jeans. She took him into her mouth with practiced hunger, lips stretching wide as she bobbed deep, soft choking sounds rising steadily while her eyes locked onto his with open desire. Saliva coated every inch in warm, glossy trails that dripped onto her swaying cleavage, her tongue working relentlessly along the underside as she worshipped him right there in the open foyer.

Jon watched from the living room doorway, smaller body tense, his modest four-inch erection already straining against his pants. The sight of his wife so openly eager sent fresh waves of humiliation rolling through him, yet his hand moved unconsciously to press against the front of his slacks, breathing shallow as conflicting heat built low in his belly.

Max eventually pulled Lyn to her feet and led her upstairs, Jon trailing silently behind like a shadow. In the master bedroom Max wasted no time stripping the robe from her body, exposing every soft, pale curve. He laid her back on the king-sized bed and settled between her spread thighs, rubbing his heavy length along her slick folds until she was arching and whispering urgent pleas. When he finally pushed inside, the slow, stretching glide drew a long, throaty moan from her throat. Her walls yielded to the thick invasion, fluttering around him as he sank deeper than Jon had ever reached. Max started with measured strokes that built steadily, each one dragging against every sensitive spot until Lyn’s large breasts bounced heavily and her nails dug into his shoulders.

The first climax hit her within minutes, her body seizing around his girth, inner muscles pulsing in rhythmic waves that left her gasping and trembling beneath him. He flipped her onto her stomach next, covering her from behind with his powerful frame, driving in with firm, possessive thrusts that made the bed creak. Lyn pushed back to meet every stroke, lost in the deep, rhythmic fullness that sent spark after spark racing through her core. Another peak crashed over her, sharper this time, her cries muffled against the pillow as pleasure bordered on overwhelming.

Jon sat in the corner chair, eyes never leaving the scene. Shame burned hot in his chest at how completely his wife surrendered, yet the sight of her thick body rippling under Max’s dark, muscular form only made his small cock throb harder. He stroked himself slowly, caught in the confusing storm of humiliation and arousal.

Max shifted them again, pulling Lyn up so she straddled him facing away, her back against his chest. One strong arm wrapped around her waist while his free hand teased her stiff nipples, rolling and pinching just enough to make her whimper. He thrust upward from below, the angle forcing even deeper penetration that had her moaning louder, hips rolling desperately. A third intense orgasm tore through her, leaving her shaking and breathless, soft flesh quivering against his darker skin.

Throughout the long night the encounters blurred into a continuous haze of pleasure. In the shower Max took her standing, water cascading over their joined bodies as he lifted one of her thick thighs and drove into her with steady power. Later on the living room couch he had her ride him reverse while Jon watched from across the room, her full breasts bouncing freely with every rise and fall until another climax left her collapsing forward, panting. Early Saturday morning he woke her with his mouth between her legs, tongue working her swollen folds until she came hard against his face, then flipped her onto all fours and claimed her once more from behind, the slap of skin echoing through the quiet house.

By Sunday afternoon the entire weekend had become Max’s domain. Lyn moved through the house glowing, her body marked with faint traces of their passion, a constant low throb reminding her how thoroughly she had been taken. In the final marathon session on the living room floor, Max laid her on her back with pillows under her hips, spreading her wide and driving in with deep, commanding strokes. Lyn’s legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him closer as wave after wave of pleasure built inside her. Her large breasts heaved with every thrust, pale skin flushed against his dark chest. The orgasm that finally broke over her was the most powerful yet—intense, body-wide, leaving her crying out sharply while her inner walls squeezed and fluttered around his thick length in uncontrollable spasms.

Max followed moments later, burying himself deep and releasing with a low groan, flooding her with heavy pulses of warmth that prolonged her climax until she was nearly limp beneath him, chest heaving, skin slick with sweat.

As the aftershocks slowly faded, Lyn turned her head to look at Jon, who sat nearby, spent and flushed from his own quiet release. Her eyes held a mixture of deep love and bright, unapologetic fire. The innocent, reluctant wife who had hesitated in the flooded basement was gone. In her place was a woman fully awakened, her body and desires claimed and reshaped by the powerful man who now moved comfortably through their home.

She reached out, taking Jon’s smaller hand in hers while Max still rested inside her. “This is us now,” she whispered softly, voice husky with satisfaction. Jon squeezed back, the storm of humiliation and arousal still swirling in his chest, but he nodded, unable to deny the new depth of heat their marriage had found.

The floodwaters outside had long receded, but inside their home a far more consuming tide had taken hold—one that would keep rising, week after week, as long as Max kept walking through their door.
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