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Cold Read
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Camille kissed her husband on the corner of Fifth and Market. His lips pressed hers quickly. No heat. Just habit.

"Good luck today," he said.

"Thanks. You too."

His hand squeezed hers once before he turned toward the subway entrance. She watched him disappear into the crowd. Dark suit. Briefcase swinging. Gone.

She adjusted her bag on her shoulder and headed the opposite direction. The morning sun hit the pavement hard. Heat rose from the sidewalk in waves. She dodged a man with a coffee cart, sidestepped a woman pushing a stroller, kept her pace quick.

The city smelled like exhaust and warm bread. A bakery had its door propped open. The scent of butter and sugar mixed with taxi fumes. Horns blared somewhere behind her. Voices overlapped in a dozen conversations she couldn't track.

Her phone buzzed in her bag. She pulled it out without slowing. Callback reminder. Ten thirty. A Streetcar Named Desire. She had fifteen minutes.

Camille turned left at the next block. The theater district opened up ahead. Older buildings with marquees and iron fire escapes. Fewer pedestrians here. Quieter.

She thought about Blanche DuBois. The role she wanted. Fragile woman hiding behind delusions and silk scarves. Desperation wrapped in southern charm. She'd read the play twice in college and once last week when the audition notice went up.

A bus hissed past her. The gust of hot air lifted her skirt slightly. She pressed it down with her free hand and kept walking.

The theater came into view. Red brick. Black awning. Glass doors reflecting the street. She slowed her steps, caught her breath, wiped the sweat from her upper lip.

Her phone buzzed again. A text from her husband. "Forgot to grab lunch. Gonna buy something."

She typed back quickly. "Ok."

Camille shoved the phone into her bag and pulled the theater door open. Cold air hit her face. The shift from heat to air conditioning made her skin tighten. She blinked as her eyes adjusted to the dim lobby.

The space smelled like old carpet and coffee. A folding table sat near the entrance with a clipboard and a tired-looking assistant scrolling on her phone. Voices drifted from somewhere deeper inside. Low murmurs. Nervous laughter.

Camille walked to the table. The assistant glanced up.

"Name?"

"Camille Dorsey."

The assistant scanned the list, made a checkmark, handed her a number on a slip of paper. "They'll call you. Have a seat."

Camille nodded and turned toward the rows of folding chairs lining the wall. Actors sat scattered across them. Some with scripts open. Some staring at phones. A few stretching or pacing.

She chose a seat near the back corner. Set her bag down. Pulled out her script and flipped to the scenes she'd marked. Her pulse ticked steady in her throat.

Camille read the same line three times before she actually absorbed it. The words swam on the page. Her mind kept drifting to the other actors.

A blonde woman two chairs down had her eyes closed, lips moving silently. Rehearsing. A man near the door did lunges in place. His knees cracked each time he dropped low.

She glanced at her phone. Ten twenty-eight. Her leg bounced without her meaning to. She pressed her palm flat against her thigh to stop it.

The assistant stood and called out four names. None of them hers. The actors got up and followed her through the double doors into the theater. The doors swung shut with a soft thud.

Camille went back to her script. Scene three. The poker night. Blanche interrupting Stanley's game. The tension thick enough to choke on. She'd always loved that scene.

A woman across from her leaned forward and smiled. "First callback?"

"Second," Camille said.

"Nice. What role?"

"Blanche."

The woman nodded. "Me too. Good luck."

"You too."

They both looked back down at their scripts. Camille's stomach tightened. Competition. She knew how this worked. Only one Blanche.

The doors opened again. The four actors filed back out. One woman looked pleased. The others looked neutral. Hard to tell.

The assistant checked her clipboard. "Next group. Camille Dorsey, Nina Grant, Marcus Lee, Landon Reyes."

Camille stood. Her bag stayed on the chair. She carried only her script. The woman who'd wished her luck stood too. Nina, apparently.

They walked together through the double doors. The theater opened up in front of them. Rows of red velvet seats sloping down toward a wide stage. Work lights hung overhead, casting everything in harsh white. The director sat in the fourth row with a laptop and a coffee cup.

"Come on down," he called. His voice echoed.

Camille walked down the aisle. Her shoes made soft taps on the worn carpet. Two men were already near the stage. One lean and tall, the other shorter with glasses. Marcus and Landon. She didn't know which was which yet.

The director looked up from his laptop. "Alright, folks. We're doing cold reads today. Camille and Nina, you're both reading for Blanche. Marcus, you're Mitch. Landon, Stanley."

Camille's eyes flicked to the two men. The shorter one nodded. That was Marcus. The other one looked at her directly.

Landon.

Tall. Broad shoulders under a faded black t-shirt. Dark hair pushed back from his face. Stubble along his jaw. His eyes held hers for a beat longer than necessary before he looked away.

Her stomach did something she didn't expect.

"Camille, you're up first," the director said. "Landon, take the stage with her. Scene three, starting from 'I can hardly stand it.'"

Camille climbed the steps to the stage. The wood creaked under her feet. Landon followed behind her. She could hear his footsteps. Heavy. Deliberate.

The lights overhead felt hot already. She stopped center stage and turned to face him. He stood a few feet away. Close enough that she could see the faint scar above his left eyebrow.

"Take a minute to find your marks," the director called from his seat. "Then go when you're ready."

Camille opened her script. Flipped to scene three. Her fingers felt stiff. She flexed them once and scanned the lines. Blanche, drunk and desperate, trying to cling to her fantasy. Stanley, blunt and cruel, tearing it apart.

Landon moved closer. Not touching. Just nearer. She could smell him now. Something clean. Soap maybe. And sweat underneath.

"You ready?" he asked. His voice was low. Rough around the edges.

She nodded. "Yeah."

He looked down at his script. Then back at her. "Let's do this."

Camille took a breath. Dropped into character. Her posture shifted. Shoulders back. Chin lifted. Blanche's mask sliding into place.

"I can hardly stand it when he is away for a night," she said. Her voice came out breathy. Fragile. "He's so protective of me."

Landon's expression changed. His jaw tightened. Stanley. All coiled energy and contempt.

"Protective?" He stepped forward. The word came out sharp. "That's one way to put it."

She moved back instinctively. The script said to. But her body wanted to anyway.

"He admires me," she continued. Her voice wavered just right. "He respects me."

Landon laughed. Short and ugly. "Respects you?"

He closed the distance between them in two strides. His chest nearly touched hers. She could feel the heat radiating off him. Her heart kicked hard against her ribs.

"You think I don't know what you are?" he said. His eyes bored into hers. "You think I can't see right through you?"

Camille's breath caught. She forced herself to hold his gaze. "You're cruel," she whispered.

"I'm honest."

His hand came up. She flinched before she could stop herself. But he didn't strike. His fingers caught her wrist instead. Firm. The grip sent a jolt up her arm.

"Don't touch me," she said. The line came out weaker than she intended.

"Or what?" He leaned in. His breath brushed her cheek. Warm. She could see the stubble on his jaw up close. The way his throat moved when he swallowed.

Her pulse hammered under his thumb. She knew he could feel it. The script said to pull away now. She didn't.

"Or I'll scream," she said.

His mouth curved into something that wasn't quite a smile. "Go ahead."

The theater went silent. No one moved. Not the director. Not Nina or Marcus watching from below.

Landon's grip tightened just slightly. Her skin burned where his fingers pressed.

"Alright, hold there." The director's voice cut through the silence. "Good. Really good tension."

Landon released her wrist. Slowly. His fingers dragged across her skin as they let go. Camille stepped back. Her legs felt unsteady.

She looked down at her script. The words blurred. Her wrist still tingled where he'd held it. She pressed her thumb against the spot without thinking.

"Camille, that was strong," the director said. "You found real vulnerability there. Landon, same. You're bringing the right edge."

Landon nodded. He didn't look at her. Just stood there with his arms loose at his sides. Breathing steady.

"Let's run it again from 'You think I don't know,'" the director said. "This time, Camille, don't pull back so fast. Let him corner you. Make us feel the threat."

Her stomach tightened. She swallowed and nodded. "Okay."

Landon shifted his weight. Rolled his shoulders once. Then his eyes found hers again. Something flickered in them. Amusement maybe. Or challenge.

"Ready?" he asked.

"Yeah."

He moved into position. Closer this time. Right in front of her. She could see the rise and fall of his chest under his shirt. The faint dampness at his collar from the stage lights.

"You think I don't know what you are?" His voice dropped lower. Rougher. "You think I can't see right through you?"

Camille held her ground. Her heart thudded hard. "You're cruel."

"I'm honest."

His hand came up again. This time it didn't go for her wrist. His palm pressed against the wall beside her head. Trapping her. The heat of his body radiated against hers.

She tilted her chin up. Defiant. But her breath came faster now.

"Don't touch me," she said.

"Or what?" He leaned in. His mouth hovered near her ear. She could feel the words more than hear them. "Or I'll scream."

"Go ahead."

His other hand came up. Not to her wrist this time. To her jaw. His thumb brushed along the line of her cheekbone. Rough skin against soft. Her lips parted on a breath she couldn't control.

The space between them disappeared. His chest grazed hers. She could feel the hard muscle underneath the thin fabric of his shirt. Her nipples tightened against her bra. A pulse started low in her belly.

Landon's eyes dropped to her mouth. Lingered there. Then back up to meet hers.

Her throat went dry.

"Excellent," the director called. "That's the energy I want. Hold that."

Landon pulled back. His hand fell away from her face. The cool air rushed in where his body had been. Camille blinked. Her pulse hammered in her ears.

She stepped to the side. Put distance between them. Her legs felt shaky. She looked down at her script again but couldn't focus on the words.

"Nina, you're up next," the director said.

Camille descended the stage steps. Her hand gripped the rail harder than necessary. Nina passed her on the way up. They exchanged a quick glance. Nothing more.

She walked to the side of the theater and leaned against the wall. Her script hung loose in her hand. The cool plaster felt good against her back through her thin blouse.

On stage, Nina took her position. Landon reset. Same stance. Same intensity. Camille watched him shift back into character like flipping a switch.

The director called action. Nina started her lines. Her voice had a different quality. Softer. More affected. Camille could see the director frown slightly.

Landon moved through the blocking. The same steps he'd taken with Camille. But it looked different now. Mechanical. Nina hesitated when he got close. Pulled back too soon.

"Hold on," the director said. "Nina, you need to stay in it. Don't break the tension."

"Sorry," Nina said. "Can we try again?"

They ran it twice more. It didn't get better. Camille could see Nina's discomfort. The way she kept a half step of distance. The way her eyes darted away from Landon's face.

"Alright, that's good for now," the director finally said. "Thanks, everyone. We'll be in touch by Friday."

The group dispersed. Marcus headed straight for the exit. Nina gathered her things quickly, nodded at the director, and left without looking at anyone.

Camille pushed off the wall. She started toward the aisle. Her bag was still upstairs in the lobby.

"Hey."

She turned. Landon stood a few feet behind her. Script tucked under his arm. His hair was damp at the temples from the heat of the lights.

"Yeah?" she said.

"That was good up there." He tilted his head slightly. "You didn't break."

"Thanks." Her voice came out steadier than she felt. "You too."

He smiled. Just a slight curve of his mouth. "You think you'll get it?"

"I don't know. Maybe."

"You will."

The certainty in his voice caught her off guard. She didn't know what to say to that.

He stepped closer. Not crowding her. Just closing some of the space. "If we both get cast, this could be fun."

Her stomach tightened. "Fun."

"Intense," he corrected. His eyes held hers. "That scene's got layers. Takes the right chemistry to pull it off."

"We managed," she said.

"Yeah." His gaze dropped briefly to her mouth. Then back up. "We did."

Heat crawled up her neck. She shifted her weight. Her thighs pressed together without her meaning to. The dampness between her legs hadn't gone away. It had gotten worse.

"I should go," she said.

"Sure." He didn't move. "See you around, Camille."

The way he said her name made something tighten low in her belly. She nodded once and turned toward the exit.

Her phone buzzed in her bag as she climbed the stairs to the lobby. She pulled it out. A text from her husband. "How'd it go?"

She stared at the screen. Her thumb hovered over the keyboard. Finally she typed back. "Good. I think it went good."

She shoved the phone away and pushed through the theater doors into the bright afternoon heat.
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Blocking Heat

[image: ]


Camille's husband pulled up to the curb outside the theater. The car idled. He leaned over and kissed her cheek. Quick. Routine.

"What time should I pick you up?" he asked.

"Seven. Maybe seven thirty if it runs long."

"Text me." He squeezed her knee once. "Break a leg."

She smiled. Grabbed her bag from the floor and opened the door. "Thanks."

The car pulled away before she reached the theater entrance. She watched it disappear around the corner. Then she turned and pushed through the glass doors.

The lobby smelled the same as it had at callbacks. Old carpet and stale coffee. A few cast members stood near the bulletin board. She recognized Marcus from the audition. He waved. She waved back.

The call sheet taped to the wall said table read in the main theater. She headed down the aisle. Voices echoed from the stage. Chairs scraped against wood.

A long folding table sat center stage. Scripts stacked at each seat. Water bottles and coffee cups scattered across the surface. The director stood at the head talking to the stage manager.

Camille climbed the steps. Scanned the name cards propped in front of each chair. Found hers halfway down the right side. She set her bag on the floor and sat.

Across the table, Landon Reyes was already seated.

His chair was angled slightly toward the director. Sleeves rolled up to his elbows. Forearms resting on the table. Dark hair still damp like he'd just showered. He looked up as she settled into her seat.

Their eyes met.

He nodded once. "Camille."

"Landon."

His mouth curved slightly. Not quite a smile. "Guess we both got it."

"Guess so."

She looked down at her script. Flipped it open to the first page. Her pulse ticked faster than it should.

The rest of the cast filtered in over the next ten minutes. Nina wasn't among them. Someone else had been cast as Stella. A petite brunette named Claire who looked younger than Camille. Marcus took the seat beside Landon.

The director clapped his hands once. "Alright, everyone. Welcome to Streetcar. Let's get started."

He talked for a while. The vision for the production. The rehearsal schedule. Six weeks until opening. Three nights a week plus weekends closer to the date. He emphasized the rawness of the play. The intimacy. The need to trust each other.

"This isn't a comfortable piece," he said. "Stanley and Blanche especially. You two are going to get very close. Physically and emotionally. If anyone has boundaries we need to discuss, now's the time."

Silence. No one spoke.

Camille's eyes flicked across the table. Landon was watching her. Not the director. Her.

Her throat felt tight. She looked away.

"Good," the director said. "Let's read."

They started from the top. Scene one. Blanche's arrival. Camille found her rhythm quickly. The fragile voice. The affected mannerisms. Around the table, the other actors fell into their roles.

When Landon's first line came, his voice dropped into Stanley's rough edge. The sound vibrated across the table. Low and guttural. It settled somewhere in Camille's chest.

The table read stretched past two hours. By the end, Camille's throat felt dry. Her script had notes scribbled in the margins. The director thanked everyone and dismissed the group.

Chairs scraped. Actors stood and stretched. Marcus grabbed his jacket. Claire chatted with the woman playing Eunice.

"Camille, Landon, stick around," the director called. "I want to block the poker night scene while we have the stage."

Camille's stomach tightened. She nodded and stayed in her seat. Landon didn't move either.

The others filed out. The theater grew quieter. Just the three of them now, plus the stage manager hovering near the wings with her clipboard.

"Alright." The director stood and walked onto the stage. "This scene is the turning point. Stanley stops tolerating Blanche. She realizes he's dangerous. The physicality matters here. I need you both comfortable getting close."

He gestured for them to stand. Camille rose. Landon did the same. They moved to the center of the stage.

"Landon, you enter from stage left. Camille, you're already here. Drunk. Vulnerable." The director positioned her near an imaginary table. "Stanley comes in angry. He's had enough of her games."

Landon walked to his mark. Rolled his shoulders once. His eyes locked on Camille. The shift happened fast. Stanley sliding into place.

"You cross to her," the director said. "Direct. No hesitation."

Landon moved. Three long strides and he was in front of her. Close. The heat of his body hit her immediately. She tilted her head back to meet his eyes.

"Good," the director said. "Now, Landon, put your hands on her waist. Guide her back against the table."

His hands came up. Settled on her hips. The grip firm. Not rough, but sure. Her breath hitched. She felt the pressure of his palms through the thin fabric of her skirt.

He stepped forward. She stepped back. Her thighs hit the edge of the table.

"Perfect." The director circled them. "Camille, you're trapped. But you're not scared yet. You still think you can control him."

She nodded. Her heart thudded against her ribs. Landon's thumbs pressed into the soft flesh just above her waistband. His fingers spread wide. Covering more of her than necessary.

"Landon, lean in. Invade her space. Make her feel small."

He did. His chest grazed hers. She could smell him again. Soap and something darker underneath. Sweat. Male. Her nipples tightened into hard points against her bra. She prayed he couldn't tell.

His face hovered inches from hers. His breath warm on her lips. She swallowed. Her mouth went dry.

"This is the moment," the director said. "The threat is real now. Hold this."

Landon didn't move. Neither did she. His hands stayed on her waist. One thumb shifted slightly. Slid higher. Brushed the bare skin where her blouse had ridden up.

The touch sent a spark straight down her spine. Heat pooled low in her belly. Between her legs, wetness gathered. She pressed her thighs together.

His eyes flicked down. To her mouth. Then back up. Something flickered in his expression. Recognition maybe.

"Great," the director said. "That's exactly the energy I want. Let's run it again from the top."

They ran the blocking three more times. Each one felt more charged than the last. By the third, Camille's skin buzzed everywhere Landon touched her.

"Take five," the director finally said. "We'll move on to the bathroom scene after."

Camille stepped away from Landon quickly. Her legs felt unsteady. She grabbed her water bottle from the table and headed toward the side exit. The bathroom was down a narrow hallway backstage.

The fluorescent lights hummed overhead. She pushed into the women's room and locked the door behind her. Leaned against the sink. Stared at her reflection.

Her face was flushed. Pupils dilated. She could see her nipples pressing against the fabric of her blouse. Visible even through her bra.

She turned on the faucet. Cupped cold water in her hands and splashed it on her face. The shock helped. A little.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket. She pulled it out. A text from her husband.

"Picking up Thai for dinner. Your usual?"

Guilt hit her like a fist. She stared at the message. Typed back with shaking fingers.

"Perfect. Love you."

His reply came instantly. "Love you too."

She shoved the phone back in her pocket. Gripped the edge of the sink. Her wedding ring caught the light. Gold band. Simple. She'd worn it for three years.

She closed her eyes. Took a slow breath. This was just acting. Professional. Nothing was happening. Nothing would happen.

The wetness between her thighs said otherwise.

Camille straightened. Smoothed her blouse. Checked her reflection one more time. Then she unlocked the door and stepped back into the hallway.

The stage was empty when she returned. The director stood near the front row talking on his phone. The stage manager flipped through her notes.

Landon sat on the edge of the stage. Legs dangling. He looked up when she approached.

"You good?" he asked.

"Yeah. Fine." She climbed the steps and sat a few feet away from him. Not too close.

"Intense, right?" He leaned back on his palms. Casual. Like his hands hadn't been all over her ten minutes ago.

"It's the role," she said.

"Yeah." He tilted his head. Studied her. "You're really good at it."

"Thanks."

"I mean it." His voice dropped lower. "You don't pull back. Most people do."

Her throat tightened. She looked away. "It's just blocking."

"Sure." He didn't sound convinced.

Silence stretched between them. Not uncomfortable. But heavy. Charged.

She could feel him watching her. The weight of his gaze on her profile. Her pulse kicked faster.

"You married?" he asked.

The question caught her off guard. She looked down at her hand. The ring. "Yeah."

"Thought so."

She didn't ask if he was. Didn't want to know.

The director finished his call. Turned toward them. "Alright, let's keep moving. Bathroom scene. Landon, this one's even tighter. Camille, you ready?"

She stood. Brushed off the back of her skirt. "Ready."

Landon pushed himself up. Stood close enough that their shoulders almost touched. He looked down at her. His eyes dark. Unreadable.

"Let's do this," he said.

The stage manager dragged a wooden door frame to center stage. A prop. Freestanding. Meant to represent the bathroom entrance.

"This is the confrontation," the director said. "Stanley corners Blanche. She's cornered literally and figuratively. Nowhere left to run."

Camille positioned herself in front of the door frame. Her back to it. Landon stood several feet away. Waiting for his cue.

"Landon, you're done playing games. You know what she is. You're going to make her admit it." The director gestured forward. "Move on her. Fast. Don't give her space to deflect."

Landon crossed the distance in two strides. His hand shot up. Palm slammed against the door frame beside her head. The wood shuddered. Camille flinched.

"Good," the director said. "Stay there."

Landon's body caged hers. His other hand came up. Braced on the opposite side of the frame. She was trapped between his arms. The door frame solid against her spine.

He leaned in. Close enough that she could see the faint stubble on his jaw. The small scar above his eyebrow. His chest rose and fell inches from hers.

"You've been lying this whole time," he said. The line rough. Angry.

Camille's breath came faster. "I don't know what you mean."

"Don't play dumb." His voice dropped. Dangerous. "I see you. I know exactly what you are."

Her pulse hammered. She pressed harder against the door. No room to move. His body heat surrounded her. She could smell him. Sweat and something musky. Her thighs clenched.

"You're wrong," she whispered.

"Am I?" He shifted. His hips moved closer. Pressed against hers.

She felt it. The hard ridge in his jeans. Pressing into her belly. Unmistakable.

Her eyes widened. Her breath caught. Heat flooded her face.

Landon's jaw tightened. He didn't pull back. Didn't apologize. His eyes locked on hers. Dark. Intense. She saw the moment he realized she'd noticed. Saw the flicker of something dangerous cross his face.

Her pussy throbbed. Wet. Aching. She wanted to move away. She didn't.

"Excellent tension," the director called. "Hold that position."

Camille couldn't breathe properly. Her chest rose and fell rapidly. Her nipples scraped against the inside of her bra with each breath. Hard and sensitive.

Landon's hand dropped from the door frame. Landed on her hip. His fingers curled into the fabric of her skirt. Gripping. Possessive.

"Say it," he growled. Still in character. Barely.

"No." Her voice shook.

His thumb pressed into her hip bone. Hard enough to bruise. She gasped. The sound escaped before she could stop it.

His eyes darkened further. His cock twitched against her belly. She felt it through both their clothes.

"Time," the stage manager called suddenly. Her voice sharp. Professional. "That's good for today."

The spell broke. Landon stepped back. Slowly. His hands fell away. Cool air rushed between them.

Camille stayed against the door frame. Her legs trembled. She couldn't move yet. Couldn't trust herself to stand without support.

The director thanked them both. Said something about good work. Camille barely heard him. She grabbed her bag from the floor and headed for the exit without looking back.

Her hands shook as she pushed through the theater doors. The evening air hit her face. Still warm. The sun hung low over the buildings.

She walked to the curb and pulled out her phone. Her husband had texted twenty minutes ago. "Running late. Be there by 7:15."

She checked the time. Seven oh five. She had ten minutes.

"Camille."

She turned. Landon stood behind her. Hands in his pockets. Shirt untucked.

"Yeah?"

"You need a ride?" He tilted his head toward a truck parked across the street. Black. Lifted. Exactly what she'd expect him to drive.

"No. I'm good." She held up her phone. "My husband's picking me up."

He nodded. Didn't move. "That got intense in there."

"It's fine." She slipped her phone back in her bag. "It's what the scene needed."

"Right." His voice was closer now. He'd stepped nearer. Close enough that she could smell him again. "Just making sure you're okay with it."

"I'm okay with it."

"Good." His eyes held hers. Dark brown. Unreadable. "Because it's only going to get more intense."

Her stomach tightened. She knew what he meant. The scene later in the play. The assault. Implied but visceral. They'd have to rehearse it. Over and over.

"I can handle it," she said.

"I know you can." His mouth curved slightly. "You're tougher than you look."

She didn't know what to say to that. A car turned the corner down the block. Not her husband's.

Landon's hand came up. Touched her arm. Just his fingertips. Light. Barely there. But it sent a jolt through her skin.

"See you Thursday," he said.

"Thursday." Her voice came out steadier than she felt.

He stepped back. Turned and walked toward his truck. She watched him go. Watched the way his shoulders moved. The way his jeans hung low on his hips.

Her husband's sedan pulled up to the curb two minutes later. She opened the passenger door and slid inside. The air conditioning blasted cold. He leaned over and kissed her cheek.

"How was it?" he asked.

"Good. Really good." She set her bag at her feet.

Between her legs, she was soaked. Her panties stuck to her pussy. Uncomfortable and impossible to ignore. She pressed her thighs together.

"I picked up Thai," he said. "Your usual."

"Perfect." She forced a smile.

He pulled away from the curb. Started talking about his day. Something about a meeting. A client. She nodded at the right moments. Made sounds of agreement.

Her hand rested on her thigh. She pressed down slightly. The pressure made her breath catch. She shifted in her seat. Rubbed her legs together.

"You okay?" he asked.

"Yeah. Just tired." She looked out the window. "Long rehearsal."

The smell of pad thai filled the car. Her stomach twisted. Not from hunger.

They pulled into the driveway. She got out fast. Grabbed her bag and headed for the door.

"I'm starving," she lied.
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After Hours
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The director stood on stage with his hands on his hips. The full cast sat scattered across the first three rows. Tuesday night. Third week of rehearsals. Camille sat beside Marcus. Landon leaned against the armrest two seats down.

"I want to talk about scene ten," the director said. "The assault."

The theater went quiet. Camille felt her stomach tighten.

"Most productions handle it with a blackout. Quick. Implied." He shook his head. "That's a cop out. We're going expressionist."

He walked to the edge of the stage. Gestured toward the wings.

"We're installing a frosted glass partition. Floor to ceiling. Stanley drags Blanche behind it. The rest of you freeze on stage. Tableau. You become the witnesses. The complicit."

Claire shifted in her seat. "We just stand there?"

"You hold your positions. Poker game frozen mid-hand. Stella turned away. Mitch staring at nothing. You pretend not to see. But you know. The audience knows you know."

The director's voice dropped lower.

"Behind the glass, we see shapes. Shadows. Bodies. The struggle. But no explicit detail. The horror is suggested. Psychological. More devastating that way."

Camille's pulse kicked faster. She glanced at Landon. He was already looking at her.

"How long?" Marcus asked.

"Three minutes. Maybe four. Extended. Raw. The audience hears Blanche. Hears Stanley. Sees the movement through frosted glass. But the frozen witnesses on stage remind them this isn't just about two people. It's about everyone who lets it happen."

The director turned to face Camille and Landon directly.

"This needs intensive choreography. The timing has to be perfect. The physicality has to read through the glass without being explicit. You two need to rehearse this privately. Work out the mechanics."

Camille nodded. Her throat felt tight.

"When?" Landon's voice was steady.

"Thursday night. After regular rehearsal. The tech crew will have the partition installed by then. We'll set the lighting. Then I'll leave you to figure out the movement." The director looked between them. "I need you comfortable getting rough. This isn't gentle. Stanley's done pretending."

Heat crawled up Camille's neck. Her wedding ring felt heavy on her finger.

"We can handle it," Landon said.

"Good." The director clapped his hands once. "The rest of you, we'll block your frozen positions tomorrow. For now, let's run scene seven."

The cast stood and moved toward the stage. Camille stayed in her seat an extra moment. Her phone buzzed in her pocket. A text from her husband. "Dinner at 8?"

She typed back. "Might be late Thursday. Extra rehearsal."

His reply came quickly. "No problem. Love you."

"Love you too."

She stood and slipped the phone back in her pocket. It was just rehearsal. Work. Nothing more.

Landon appeared beside her seat. Held out his hand to help her up the stage steps. She took it. His palm was warm. Rough. He pulled her forward and didn't let go right away.

"Thursday," he said.

"Thursday."

His thumb brushed across her knuckles once before he released her hand.

Thursday night came faster than Camille expected. Regular rehearsal ended at seven. The rest of the cast filtered out. Marcus waved goodbye. Claire left with the woman playing Eunice. Their voices faded down the hallway.

Camille stayed in her seat. Fourth row center. Her bag sat at her feet. She heard footsteps on the stage. The tech crew rolling something heavy across the floor.

The glass partition stood ten feet tall. Frosted. Translucent. Two crew members secured it to the stage floor with metal clamps. The lighting designer adjusted the work lights behind it. Warm gels over the bulbs. Amber and gold.

Landon appeared from the wings. Grey sweatpants. Black t-shirt. His hair still damp from the bathroom sink. He nodded at her once.

The director climbed onto the stage. Walked around the partition. Tested the angle. He stepped behind it and raised his arms. His silhouette appeared on the frosted surface. Dark shape against glowing light.

"See?" he called out to Camille. "From the audience, you get suggestion. Movement. But no detail."

She stood and moved closer to the stage. Watched his shadow shift. When he lowered his arms, the shape changed. When he turned sideways, his profile sharpened.

"Landon, get back there with me."

Landon stepped behind the partition. Two shadows now. The director positioned himself in front of Landon. Pressed close. Their silhouettes merged into one dark mass.

"Bodies read clearly," the director said. "Contact reads. But faces? Expressions? Hidden. You have freedom back here."

Camille's stomach tightened. She understood what he meant.

"Let's try it with Camille." The director emerged from behind the glass. "Come up."

She climbed the stage steps. Her throat felt dry. The lights behind the partition radiated heat. She could see Landon's shape waiting on the other side.

"Go ahead," the director said. "Stand with him."

Camille walked behind the partition. The light hit her immediately. Bright. Warm on her face and arms. Landon stood a foot away. His eyes met hers. The frosted glass separated them from the director but she could see his outline watching from the front.

"Closer," the director called.

Landon stepped forward. His chest nearly touched hers. Heat radiated off his body. She smelled soap and clean sweat. Her pulse kicked faster.

"Put your hands on her shoulders. Camille, resist."

His palms settled on her shoulders. Firm. Warm through her thin shirt. She pushed back against his chest. Felt the hard muscle underneath. Her fingers spread across his sternum.

"Perfect," the director said. "That reads as struggle. Work through the scene blocking. Test different positions. I want you comfortable by next week."

The lighting designer packed up his kit. Footsteps descended the stage stairs.

"I'll be back in an hour," the director said. "Figure out what works."

The theater door opened. Closed. The sound echoed through the empty space.

Camille stepped back from Landon. His hands fell away from her shoulders. She could still feel the heat where his palms had been.

"We should change," she said. "Into costume. So we know how it reads."

He nodded. "Yeah. Good idea."

She walked to her bag at the edge of the stage. Pulled out the slip she'd brought from home. Ivory silk. Thin straps. It fell to mid-thigh. She'd worn it under her wedding dress three years ago.

The dressing room door closed behind her. She stripped quickly. Bra off. Panties stayed on. The slip slid over her head. Cool silk against her bare breasts. Her nipples pressed visible through the fabric. She looked at herself in the mirror. Swallowed hard.

When she returned to the stage, Landon was already behind the partition. Grey sweatpants hung low on his hips. Black t-shirt stretched across his chest. No shoes. Bare feet on the wood floor.

She joined him behind the glass. The lights warmed her skin immediately. The slip felt even thinner under the heat.

"How do we start?" she asked.

"He grabs you." Landon's voice was rough. "Pulls you back here."

"Okay."

His hand caught her wrist. Firm. He tugged her toward the glass partition. She stumbled forward. Her free hand shot out. Palm pressed flat against the frosted surface. Cold. The shock made her gasp.

Landon moved behind her. His body heat surrounded her immediately. His chest grazed her back. She felt his breath on her neck.

"Like this?" His voice dropped lower.

"Yeah." The word came out breathless.

His other hand settled on her hip. Fingers curled into the thin silk. Her ass pressed back against him without her meaning to. She felt it instantly. The hard ridge in his sweatpants. Thick. Pressing into the curve of her ass.

Her breath caught. Heat flooded her face. Between her legs, wetness gathered fast.

Landon went still. His grip on her hip tightened. His cock twitched against her. Growing harder.

"We should try different angles," she whispered.

"Right." He didn't move.

She pushed harder against the glass. Her nipples scraped the cold surface through silk. The sensation shot straight to her pussy. She bit her lip to stop the moan.

Landon's hips shifted forward. His erection dragged along her ass. Slow. Deliberate. His hand slid from her hip to her stomach. Splayed wide. Pulled her back against him.

"The audience sees this," he said. His mouth near her ear. "Sees you trapped."

"Yes." Her voice shook.

His hand moved higher. Stopped just below her breasts. Thumb brushed the underside of her left breast through silk. She arched into the touch. Her ass ground back against his cock.

Both of them breathing hard now. His hips rocked forward. Her body answered. Pushed back. The friction sent sparks through her core.

"Camille." Her name came out like a warning.

Her hands pressed flat against the glass. Fingers spread wide. Her head fell forward. Hair curtained her flushed face.

His cock was fully hard now. Thick and hot against her ass. Grinding slow circles. His hand cupped her breast. Squeezed.

She turned her head. Looked back at him over her shoulder. His eyes were dark. Pupils blown wide. Jaw tight.

"We need to try it on the floor," she said. Her voice shook. "That's where it happens in the script."

Landon nodded. Released her. Stepped back. His cock stood thick and obvious against the grey fabric of his sweatpants. A dark spot wet at the tip. She stared at it. Couldn't look away.

He moved to the padded mat behind the partition. Dropped to his knees. Looked up at her. Waiting.

Camille walked over. Her legs trembled. The slip clung to her damp skin. Her full breasts swayed with each step. Nipples hard and visible through ivory silk.

She knelt beside him. The mat soft beneath her knees.

"How does it start?" Her breath came fast.

"He pushes you down." Landon's hands came up. Settled on her shoulders. Firm. "Like this."

He pushed. She fell back. The mat caught her. His body followed. Covered hers. Weight pressing her down. Heat everywhere.

His cock ground against her hip. Hard. Thick. She felt every inch through the thin layers between them. Her pussy clenched around nothing. Wetness soaked through her panties.

Landon's mouth found her neck. Teeth scraped skin. She gasped. Her head tilted back. Exposed more throat. He bit down harder. Sucked the tender flesh.

A moan tore from her. Raw. Desperate. Not acting. Not Blanche. Just her.

His hips thrust forward. Ground his cock against her. The friction made her whimper. Her legs spread wider. Wrapped around his waist. Pulled him closer. Harder.

"Fuck." The word ripped from his throat. His hand grabbed her breast. Squeezed rough. Thumb found her nipple through silk. Pinched.

She cried out. Arched up into him. Her hips bucked. Met his thrusts. The slip bunched around her waist. Her thighs spread wide. Bare skin against his sweatpants.

Landon's movements turned frantic. His cock dragged along her inner thigh. Up. Down. Grinding hard against the soaked fabric of her panties. His breath came in harsh grunts against her ear.

"Yes." She gasped the word. Again. "Yes. Yes."

His mouth crashed against her neck. Biting. Sucking. Marking her pale skin. His hand tightened on her breast. The other gripped her thigh. Holding her open. Spreading her wider.

She writhed beneath him. Moaning his name. Not Stanley's. His.

His whole body went rigid. Muscles locked. Breath stopped. A guttural groan tore from deep in his chest.

Heat spread across her thigh. Wet. Warm. Growing. She felt it soak through his sweatpants. Felt the pulsing throb of his cock as he came. The grey fabric darkened. Spreading wider with each pulse.

He collapsed on top of her. Dead weight. Both of them panting. Hearts hammering. The smell of his cum thick in the air between them.

Her pussy throbbed. Empty. Aching. Desperate. She squeezed her thighs around his hips. Felt the wetness on her skin where his cum soaked through.

Landon rolled off her slowly. Sat up. His chest heaved. Sweat dripped down his temples. The grey sweatpants clung dark and wet to his crotch. The stain spread wide across the fabric. Obscene.

Camille pushed herself up on her elbows. Her slip stuck to her damp skin. Hair tangled across her flushed face. She stared at the wet patch on his sweats. At the outline of his softening cock visible beneath the soaked cotton.

Her mouth watered.

She crawled forward on her hands and knees. The mat rough beneath her palms. Her full breasts swayed under thin silk. Nipples still hard. Still aching.

Landon watched her approach. His eyes dark. Breath ragged. He didn't speak.

Camille reached him. Placed her hands on his thighs. Pushed him back against the base of the glass partition. He let her. Fell back. Arms braced behind him.

She lowered her face to his lap. Pressed her nose against the wet fabric. Inhaled. Salt and musk and something darker. Male. The scent made her pussy clench.

Her tongue dragged across the stain. Slow. Deliberate. The cotton rough against her tongue. She tasted him through it. Bitter salt. She licked again. Covered more of the wet patch. Traced the outline of his cock beneath.

Landon groaned. Deep. His hand tangled in her hair. Gripped tight. Not pushing. Just holding.

She opened her mouth wider. Sucked the soaked fabric between her lips. Drew it in. Tasted more of his cum. The cotton saturated on her tongue. She worked her mouth over the length of him. Found where his cock pressed softer now against the grey fabric. Sucked there. Hard.

His hips jerked up. His fingers tightened in her hair. "Fuck. Camille."

She didn't stop. Licked and sucked the entire stain. Cleaned him through his sweats. Her wedding ring glinted on her left hand where it pressed against his thigh.

The sound of the theater door opening echoed through the space.

Both of them froze.

"How's it going?" The director's voice carried from the entrance.

Camille jerked back. Wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Scrambled to her feet. Her slip fell back down her thighs. Landon stood fast. Turned slightly to hide the wet stain.

Footsteps approached the stage.

They stepped out from behind the partition together. The lights bright after the dim glow behind the glass. Camille's face burned hot. Her lips felt swollen. She could still taste him.

The director climbed the stage steps. Looked at them both. His eyes narrowed slightly. "You two look like you worked hard."

"Yeah." Landon's voice came out rough. "We found some good positions. Think it'll read well."

"Good." The director nodded. Glanced at his watch. "Let's call it for tonight. We'll run it with the full cast tomorrow."

Camille grabbed her bag from the edge of the stage. Her phone buzzed inside. She pulled it out. A text from her husband. "Home soon?"

Her fingers shook as she typed back. "On my way."

She didn't look at Landon as she left.
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Camille's husband pulled up to the curb. The theater marquee glowed above them. Opening Night. She felt her stomach flutter.

He leaned over and kissed her. Longer than usual. His hand cupped her face. "I'm so proud of you."

"Thanks." Her voice came out soft.

"I've got third row. Dead center. My brother's meeting me there." He grinned. "Can't wait to see you shine."

She forced a smile. Grabbed her bag from the floor. "I should go. Call time was twenty minutes ago."

"Break a leg." He kissed her once more. Quick. She tasted coffee on his lips.

Camille pushed through the stage door. Backstage hummed with energy. Actors warming up in corners. The smell of hairspray and sweat thick in the air. Someone laughed too loud. Nervous energy.

She headed to the dressing room. Her opening costume hung on the rack. Blanche's traveling suit. Pale blue with pearl buttons. She stripped and pulled it on. The fabric settled against her skin. Professional. Put together.

Down the hallway, Landon's voice carried. She paused outside the men's dressing room.

"Front row center, babe. You'll have the best seat in the house." A pause. "Yeah, I'm nervous. But good nervous." Another pause. "Love you too. See you after."

His wife. Front row. Camille's pulse kicked faster. She kept walking before he emerged.

The stage manager called places. The cast gathered in the wings. Camille found her mark. Took a breath. The lights went dark. The audience settled. Silence.

Act One unfolded. She slipped into Blanche's skin. The desperate southern belle. Faded glamour and cracking composure. Her husband's face appeared in row three during a pause. Smiling. Proud. She looked away fast.

The poker scene. The bowling alley. Scene after scene. Time blurred. Then intermission.

Camille rushed to the dressing room. Fifteen minutes to change for Act Two. The ivory slip hung waiting. Thin silk. She stripped fast. Reached for her underwear bag.

Empty.

She'd forgotten to pack it. Panic flared. She looked at the slip. At the clock. Ten minutes left.

The slip slid over her head. Cool silk against her bare breasts. Her nipples peaked immediately. Visible through the fabric. She turned to the mirror. The hem hit mid-thigh. Her full curves showed through the thin material. No bra. No panties. Just skin and silk.

Five minute call echoed down the hallway.

Camille walked back to the wings. Her thighs brushed together with each step. Bare pussy slick already. The slip clung to her hips.

Landon stood near the prop table. His Stanley costume. Tight undershirt stretched across his chest. Work pants low on his hips. He turned. His eyes found her. Dropped to the slip. Lingered.

She saw his throat move as he swallowed. His jaw tightened. Their eyes met.

The stage manager called places for Act Two.

The scenes passed. Scene seven. Scene eight. Camille moved through each one on autopilot. Her body knew the blocking. Her mouth formed Blanche's words. But her mind raced ahead to what came next.

The slip clung to her with every movement. Silk against bare skin. No barrier. She felt exposed even though the fabric covered her. Her full breasts swayed as she crossed the stage. Her nipples scraped the thin material.

She caught a glimpse of the audience through the stage lights during scene eight. Her husband sat in row three. Leaning forward. Absorbed. She looked away fast.

The poker scene setup approached. Marcus and the other actors arranged themselves around the card table. Claire took her position as Stella. The blocking required her to stand frozen near the doorway.

Camille waited in the wings. Scene ten came next. Her pulse hammered in her throat. The slip felt thinner by the second. Her full breasts rose and fell with each breath. Nipples hard against the silk.

Landon appeared beside her. Close. His shoulder brushed hers. He smelled like stage sweat and the cologne he wore for Stanley. Clean and male.

"You ready?" His voice stayed low.

She nodded. Couldn't trust her voice yet.

"Your husband out there?" he asked.

"Row three."

"My wife's front row." He paused. "Blue dress. She's been smiling the whole time."

Camille's stomach tightened. Both of them out there. Watching. Waiting for this scene.

"We've rehearsed this," Landon said. "Just like always."

"Right." She forced herself to breathe steady. "Just like always."

His hand found hers in the darkness of the wings. Squeezed once. Warm. Rough. Then released.

The stage manager pointed. Their cue.

The poker players froze in tableau. Cards held mid-deal. Marcus locked in position reaching for his drink. Claire turned her face away toward the audience. Frozen witnesses.

Landon grabbed Camille's wrist. Hard. The choreography they'd practiced. He yanked her across the stage. Her bare feet stumbled on the wood. The slip swayed around her thighs.

The frosted glass partition stood waiting. Backlit. Glowing amber. He dragged her behind it.

The audience disappeared behind the frosted surface. Only shadows visible now. Shapes and movement. Her silhouette. His.

Landon spun her to face the glass. Shoved her against it. The cold surface shocked her palms. Her cheek. Her breasts pressed flat through thin silk. She gasped.

His body covered hers from behind. Weight and heat. His hands gripped her hips. Exactly like rehearsal. His breath came hard against her neck.

But this time felt different. The slip bunched under his hands. Riding up her thighs. His fingers found bare skin above her hips. He froze for half a second. Realized.

No underwear.

His cock pressed against her ass through his costume pants. Already hard. Thick. She felt him twitch. Grow harder.

The stage lights burned behind them. The frozen cast stood just feet away on the other side of the glass. The audience watched the shadows. Her husband. His wife.

Landon's grip tightened on her bare hips. Pulled her back against him

The script demanded they move to the floor. Stanley throws Blanche down. Landon's hands shoved her shoulders. Camille stumbled back. Her knees hit the padded mat behind the partition.

She fell. The silk slip twisted around her thighs. Bare legs exposed. Her full breasts heaved against the thin fabric with each ragged breath.

Landon dropped on top of her. His weight crushed down. Exactly like rehearsal. His hands pinned her wrists above her head against the mat. The stage lights burned behind them. The frozen actors stood just beyond the glass. The audience watched shadows struggle.

His cock pressed hard against her hip. Thick. Straining against his costume pants. The waistband sat loose. Standard for physical scenes. Movement flexibility. She felt the heat of him through the fabric.

The choreography required struggle. She thrashed beneath him. Her legs kicked. Her hips bucked. The slip rode higher. Bunched at her waist. Her bare pussy exposed against the mat.

Landon's grip tightened on her wrists. His breath came harsh against her neck. Hot. She could smell his sweat. Male and sharp. His hips ground down. The movement they'd rehearsed a hundred times.

But something shifted. His pants. Too loose. The violent motion of the scene. His cock pushed free from the loosened waistband. Thick and hard. Bare.

Camille felt it. Hot skin against her inner thigh. Not fabric. Flesh.

Her eyes went wide. Her breath stopped.

Landon froze for half a second. Realized. His bare cock pressed against her bare thigh. Just inches from her wet pussy.

They couldn't stop. Mid-scene. The audience watching. Their spouses. The frozen cast feet away. The dialogue continued around them. Mitch's voice from beyond the partition. Claire's frozen gasp visible through the glass.

The choreography demanded forward motion. Stanley claiming Blanche. Dominating. Taking.

Camille's legs spread wider. The blocking they'd practiced. Her thighs opened. The slip completely bunched above her hips now. Her wet pussy bare and exposed beneath him.

Landon's cock slid along her inner thigh. Hot. Thick. Leaking. The head grazed her slit. Not penetrating. Just touching. Skin on skin. His bare cock against her married pussy.

A whimper escaped her throat. Quiet. Muffled against his shoulder. But real. Not scripted.

His whole body tensed above her. Muscles locked. His cock twitched against her wet folds. The head pressed right at her entrance. One wrong move. One thrust from the choreography.

The stage lights burned hot. Sweat dripped down his temple. Landed on her cheek. Salt. She could taste it on her lips.

The frozen actors held their positions beyond the glass. Marcus's hand suspended mid-reach for his poker chips. Claire's face turned away in staged denial.

Row three. Her husband watched.

Front row. His wife watched.

Landon's hips shifted. The next movement in the choreographed sequence. His body had to thrust forward. Had to complete the motion. The violent claim.

His bare cock pressed harder against her entrance. Camille's pussy clenched. Wet. Ready. Her legs wrapped around his hips without conscious thought.

The choreography demanded the thrust. Stanley claiming Blanche. The movement they'd rehearsed a hundred times. His hips drove forward.

His bare cock slid into her pussy. One hard stroke. Deep. Filling her completely.

Camille screamed.

The sound tore from her throat. Raw. Agonized. It echoed through the theater. Bounced off the back wall. The frozen actors flinched. The audience gasped.

Landon's eyes went wide. His cock buried balls deep in her married pussy. Hot. Thick. Stretching her. He froze for half a second. Realized what happened.

They couldn't stop. Mid-scene. Opening night. Their spouses watching. The cast frozen just feet away beyond the glass.

His body continued the choreography. Had to. The struggle. The claiming. His hips pulled back. His cock dragged through her tight walls. Then thrust forward again. Deeper.

He was fucking her. Actually fucking her. His bare cock pumping in and out of her wet cunt while the audience watched shadows.

Camille's nails dug into his shoulders. Her legs wrapped tighter around his hips. She bit her lip hard. Drew blood. Anything to stay quiet. The metallic taste flooded her tongue.

Landon's breath came in harsh grunts against her ear. His cock pistoned faster. The wet sounds of him fucking her filled the space behind the partition. Slick. Obscene. The frozen cast had to hear it.

Her pussy clenched around him. Gripping his thick shaft. She was so wet. Soaked. His cock glided through her married cunt easily. Each thrust hit deep. Stretched her wide.

The dialogue continued around them. Stanley's scripted lines. Blanche's whimpers. Landon growled them through gritted teeth. She gasped hers between ragged breaths. The words barely intelligible.

His hand found her breast. Squeezed rough through the silk slip. Her full tit filled his palm. Nipple hard against his thumb. He pinched. She whimpered.

Row three. Her husband watched the shadows struggle. Leaned forward. Captivated.

Front row. His wife's hands covered her mouth. Eyes wide. Tears streaming.

Landon's rhythm turned frantic. His cock swelled thicker inside her. Pulsing. She felt every throb. Every twitch.

"Fuck." The word barely audible. Whispered against her neck. "Camille. I'm gonna..."

She nodded. Couldn't speak. Her pussy clenched tighter. Pulling him deeper. Her body betraying every vow.

His whole body went rigid. Muscles locked. Breath stopped. His cock jerked inside her.

Heat flooded her pussy. Hot. Thick. Pulse after pulse. He came inside her. Emptied his balls deep in her married cunt. His cum filled her. Coated her walls. Leaked around his still-thrusting cock.

The scene's final line came. Stanley's triumphant claim. Landon delivered it through clenched teeth. His cock still twitching. Still pumping cum into her.

Then he collapsed. Dead weight on top of her. Both of them panting. Shaking. His softening cock still buried in her flooded pussy.

The audience erupted in applause.

Landon pulled out. His cock slipped free from her pussy. Wet. Slick. Cum leaked immediately. Hot. Thick. Down her thighs. Pooling on the mat beneath her.

He rolled off fast. Tucked himself back into his costume pants. Stood. Extended his hand. Pulled her to her feet. Both of them shaking. The partition crew already moving to reset the stage.

Scene eleven. The final scene. Camille straightened her slip. The silk clung damp to her thighs. Soaked through. His cum dripped steadily down her legs. She felt it with every step. Warm. Slick. Evidence.

The partition rolled offstage. The poker players unfroze. Marcus dealt cards. Claire moved to her mark. Professional. The show continued.

Camille delivered Blanche's final monologue. The broken woman. Destroyed. Awaiting the asylum. The words came automatically. Her voice cracked in all the right places. Her body trembled for real.

More cum leaked from her pussy. She felt it slide down her inner thigh. Reached the back of her knee. The slip showed dark wet patches where the silk absorbed it. Her full breasts heaved with each ragged breath. Nipples still hard and visible.

Row three. Her husband watched. Mesmerized. His face showing everything. Pride. Emotion. Completely absorbed.

The doctor character arrived. Took Blanche away. Camille delivered the final line. "I have always depended on the kindness of strangers."

Blackout. Thunderous applause. The lights came back up. The cast assembled for curtain call.

They lined up. Supporting players first. Marcus and Claire bowed together. The poker players. Then the leads.

Camille and Landon stepped forward. Center stage. The applause grew louder. Standing ovation. The entire audience on their feet.

She spotted her husband immediately. Third row. Clapping hard. Beaming. His brother beside him doing the same.

Front row. Landon's wife. Blue dress. Tears streaming down her face. Hands pressed to her chest. Overwhelmed. Proud.

They bowed together. Deep. Camille's legs trembled. The slip stuck to her cum-soaked thighs. Another thick trickle leaked from her pussy as she bent forward. She felt it run down to her ankle.

Landon's hand found hers briefly as they straightened. Squeezed once. Then released. Both of them breathing hard. Faces flushed. The audience still roaring.

They bowed twice more. The director joined them on stage. Hugged them both. "Incredible," he shouted over the applause. "Just incredible."

The curtain fell. The cast broke character. Hugs. Congratulations. Energy high.

Marcus grabbed Camille's shoulders. "That scream. Holy shit. That scream when he grabbed you. I've never heard anything so real."

Claire nodded frantically. "You sold it completely. That scream of agony. Jesus. The whole audience gasped."

The stage manager appeared. "Camille. That was gutting. That scream. Perfect. Just perfect."

Camille forced a smile. "Thanks. I just. Got into it."

Landon stood across the stage. His wife had come backstage. Petite. Blonde. Beautiful. She threw her arms around him. Kissed him. "You were amazing."

The stage door opened. Camille's husband pushed through. Found her. Pulled her into his arms. "Baby. You were incredible. I'm so proud."

He kissed her. Deep. She tasted his love. His pride. His complete ignorance.

Another man's cum dripped down her legs inside her slip.
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Her husband drove. One hand on the wheel. The other rested on her knee. Warm. Familiar.

"That was incredible," he said. "The whole theater felt it. When you screamed, I swear everyone stopped breathing."

Camille stared out the window. Streetlights passed in blurred streaks. Her hands folded in her lap. Wedding ring catching the glow from the dashboard.

Between her legs, wetness soaked through everything. Landon's cum leaked from her pussy. Warm. Thick. She felt it slide against the silk slip still bunched under her costume skirt. Her thighs pressed together but it didn't stop the trickle. More leaked. Dripped into her ruined panties. The evidence of what she'd done spread across the car seat beneath her.

"You think so?" she managed. Her voice came out steadier than she felt.

"I know so." He squeezed her knee. His touch gentle. Loving. Nothing like the way Landon had grabbed her on stage. "The way he grabbed you. The intensity. It looked so real."

It was real. She bit the inside of her cheek. Tasted copper.

Her pussy throbbed. Swollen. Used. Her clit pulsed under the damp fabric. Every shift of her hips sent sparks through her core. Wrong. This was so wrong. But her body didn't care. Her nipples stayed hard against her bra. Aching. Sensitive.

She wanted to touch herself. Wanted to feel where Landon had been inside her. Wanted to remember the stretch of his bare cock pushing deep. Filling her. The heat of his cum flooding her married pussy while hundreds of people watched shadows through frosted glass.

"The critics are going to love this," her husband continued. "That rape scene. God. Devastating. You sold it completely."

Her stomach twisted. Nausea rose in her throat. He'd sat in row three. Watched the whole thing. Watched another man pin her down behind that partition. Fuck her. Fill her with cum. And he had no idea. Thought it was art. Performance. Brilliant staging.

Her throat tightened. Guilt crashed over her like a wave. Heavy. Suffocating. She'd betrayed him. Let another man's cock inside her. Let him cum deep while her husband applauded.

"Thanks," she whispered.

More cum leaked. She felt it slide down her inner thigh. Cold now.

The car stopped at a red light. Her husband turned to look at her. His face open. Proud.

"You okay? You're quiet."

She forced a smile. "Just tired. Opening night nerves catching up."

He leaned over. Kissed her temple. "Understandable. I'm so proud of you."

The light turned green. He drove on.

Camille shifted in her seat. The friction made her breath catch. Her pussy clenched. Released more cum. She was dripping. Ruined. Marked. Her hand pressed against her thigh. Fingers curled into the fabric of her skirt.

She wanted to slip them higher. Touch herself. Feel the mess between her legs. Landon's cum mixed with her own wetness. Proof of how much she'd wanted it. How wet she'd gotten letting him fuck her. How hard she'd come on his cock while the audience watched.

Her husband talked about the performance. About the technical brilliance. The frozen tableau. Landon's wife crying in the front row. Blue dress. Tears streaming.

Camille's chest tightened. Another spouse. Another person betrayed. What had they done?

The car pulled into their driveway. Her husband turned off the engine. Grabbed her hand.

"I love you," he said. His thumb brushed across her knuckles. The same spot Landon had touched Thursday night before their first private rehearsal.

"I love you too."

The words felt like poison in her mouth.

Inside, he heated leftovers. She excused herself immediately. Locked the bathroom door behind her.

Stripped with shaking hands. The slip peeled away from her skin. Damp. Stained. Her panties worse. Soaked completely. White cotton turned translucent with cum. She stared at them. At the evidence.

Then she looked at herself in the mirror. Flushed face. Swollen lips. A faint bruise on her neck where Landon had bitten her. Her full breasts marked with red finger prints. Between her legs, his cum still leaked. Thick. White. Obscene against her pale thighs.

Her hand dropped. Found herself. Fingers slid through the slick mess. Through his cum. Through her own arousal. She was soaked. Her clit throbbed under her touch.

One circle. Two. Her other hand gripped the counter. Her legs spread wider.

She came fast. Hard. Silent. Her pussy clenching. Releasing more of his cum.

When the orgasm passed, she stared at her reflection. Her hand still between her legs. Coated in evidence.

Camille woke to her husband kissing her forehead. Early morning light filtered through the curtains. His hand brushed her shoulder.

"Heading to work," he whispered. "Love you."

"Love you too."

He left. The door clicked shut behind him. Silence filled the apartment.

The guilt crashed over her immediately. Bright. Harsh. Unavoidable. She'd fucked another man. Let him cum inside her. In front of hundreds of people. Her husband. Landon's wife. The frozen cast just feet away. Marcus. Claire. The director.

She felt sick. Her stomach churned. Panic rose in her throat.

She grabbed her phone off the nightstand. No texts from Landon. Nothing. Just the time. Seven forty-three.

Her hands shook as she scrolled. The theater group chat lit up with messages. Everyone congratulating each other on opening night. Photos from curtain call. Reviews already posted. All praise.

Landon had posted a photo with his wife. Both smiling. His arm around her shoulders. Her blue dress from last night. Caption: "Couldn't have done it without this one."

Camille's chest tightened. She stared at the image. His wife's face. Happy. Proud. Oblivious.

She threw the phone onto the bed. Stood. Paced the bedroom. Her legs unsteady. Her whole body felt wrong. Used. Guilty.

What if someone suspected? What if the cast had heard something? A moan. A breath. The wet sound of him fucking her behind that partition.

Her theater reputation would be destroyed. Years of work. Roles. Respect. Gone. Her marriage over. Professional scandal. Gossip. Shame.

She moved to the kitchen. Made coffee with trembling hands. Burned her tongue on the first sip. Couldn't taste it anyway. Couldn't eat. Her stomach too knotted.

The reviews kept coming. Her phone buzzed on the counter. She picked it up. Read one. Then another.

"Camille Dorsey's visceral performance." "The devastating rape scene." "Raw physicality between leads." "That scream will haunt audiences."

People praising art. Not knowing it was real. Not knowing she'd actually taken his cock. Actually let him cum inside her while they watched.

Her pussy throbbed reading the words. Heat flooded between her legs. Her nipples hardened under her sleep shirt.

No. This was wrong. She shouldn't feel aroused. Shouldn't get wet thinking about it.

She closed the browser. Put the phone face down. Gripped the counter.

Her body betrayed her. Every time she thought about it. His cock sliding inside her. The audience watching. The risk. The danger. She got wet. Ready. Wanting.

She hated herself for it.

A text came through. The director. "You two were phenomenal. That scream will haunt me."

Camille typed back. "Thanks. Team effort."

Her hands wouldn't stop shaking.

She checked the time. Eight seventeen. Twelve hours until call time. Twelve hours until she had to see him again. Face him. Pretend everything was normal.

Twelve hours until they had to do it again.

Her pussy clenched at the thought. More wetness leaked into her panties. She pressed her thighs together. Tried to stop the ache building in her core.

She typed a message to Landon. Deleted it. Typed another. Deleted that too. What could she even say?

The apartment stayed too quiet. Just her thoughts. Her guilt. Her arousal. All twisted together until she couldn't separate them anymore.

She looked at her reflection in the kitchen window. Dark circles under her green eyes. Her long brown hair tangled from sleep. The faint bruise on her neck still visible.

She'd covered it last night. Would have to cover it again today. Hide the evidence. Pretend.

The apartment stayed too quiet all day. Her husband at work. Just Camille and her thoughts.

She tried to distract herself. Opened her laptop. Checked emails. Nothing urgent. Scrolled social media. More posts about the show. More praise. More reviews.

Every single one mentioned the rape scene. "Devastating." "Visceral." "Unforgettable." People dissecting the performance. The physicality. The emotion. How real it looked.

Her pussy throbbed reading the words. Heat flooded between her legs despite the shame twisting in her stomach.

She closed the laptop. Pressed her palms against her eyes.

What was Landon thinking right now? Did he regret it? Was he panicking like she was? Or did he do this kind of thing all the time?

That thought made her stomach drop. Maybe she was just another conquest. Another actress he'd fucked behind the frosted glass. Maybe his wife didn't know because he was careful. Practiced.

Or maybe he was at home right now, feeling the same guilt. The same fear. Wondering if she'd tell someone. If she'd ruin everything.

She grabbed her phone. Stared at his contact. No messages between them. Should she text him? Say what? "Sorry we fucked last night in front of hundreds of people including our spouses"?

She typed. "We should talk." Deleted it immediately.

Typed. "That can't happen again." Stared at it. Her pussy clenched reading the words. She deleted those too.

What did she even want? For it to never happen again? For him to apologize? For him to tell her it meant something?

Or did she want him to tell her it would happen again tonight?

Her hands shook. She put the phone face down on the couch.

She should stop this. Should tell the director she was sick. Miss tonight's show. Give herself time to think. To figure out how to face Landon professionally. How to make sure boundaries stayed in place.

But her body had other ideas. Her nipples hard under her t-shirt. Her pussy wet. Aching.

She hated that her body wanted what her mind knew was wrong.

Stood. Paced the living room. Her bare feet silent on the hardwood. Trying to outrun the thoughts. The memories. The feeling of his bare cock pushing inside her. The heat of his cum.

She stopped in front of the mirror by the door. Stared at herself. Did she look different? Could people tell just by looking at her that she'd cheated on her husband?

Her phone buzzed. She jumped. Grabbed it.

The director. "Incredible reviews coming in. You two are the talk of the theater scene."

You two. Her and Landon. Linked now. Forever connected by what they'd done.

She didn't respond.

Five hours until call time. Five hours to decide if she'd go through with it. If she'd face him. If she'd let it happen again.

Because that's what terrified her most. Not that it had happened. But that she didn't know if she wanted to stop it.

Her hand slid down her stomach. Over her sleep shorts. Pressed against herself through the fabric. Already wet.

She pulled her hand away. Disgusted with herself. Ashamed.

But the ache between her legs wouldn't stop. The curiosity. The shameful wondering of what tonight would bring.

Would he touch her backstage? Would he whisper something? Would his cock get hard again when he grabbed her for the scene?

Would she let him fuck her again?

She didn't know. And that scared her more than anything.

The clock read two fifteen. She had five hours to figure out who she was becoming.

Five hours to decide if she'd walk into that theater tonight or run away from what she'd started.

Her husband dropped her at the theater. Second show. She kissed him goodbye through the car window. Her stomach churned with nerves and something else she didn't want to name.

"Break a leg," he said.

"Thanks."

She watched him drive away. Stood on the sidewalk. The stage door twenty feet ahead. She could turn around. Call him back. Say she was sick. End this before it went further.

Her legs carried her forward instead.

Inside, the hallway smelled the same. Wood and dust and makeup. Everything normal. Like nothing had changed. Like she hadn't betrayed everyone in this building last night. Marcus waved from the green room. Claire ran lines with the Eunice actress near the prop table. Professional. Focused. Routine.

Then she saw him. Landon leaned against the wall by the costume room. Checking his phone. Casual. Like it was any other night.

Their eyes met. Time stopped. Her breath caught in her throat. Her heart hammered so hard she thought it might break through her ribs. What would he say? Would he apologize? Pretend it never happened? Suggest they talk?

His expression stayed neutral. No guilt. No panic. No sign that anything had happened between them. He nodded once. Professional. Distant.

She nodded back. Kept walking. Her legs unsteady. Her whole body shaking. Made it to her dressing room. Closed the door. Leaned against it. Pressed her hand to her chest. Her heart wouldn't slow down.

What did that nod mean? Was he regretting it? Was he panicking inside like she was? Or did last night mean nothing to him at all?

She changed into her first costume. The blue suit. Her hands fumbled the buttons. Took three tries. Her fingers wouldn't cooperate. The whole time her mind raced. Should she text him? Knock on his dressing room door? Force them to acknowledge what happened?

When she emerged, he was gone. The hallway empty except for crew moving props. The pre-show ritual started. Vocal warm-ups. The director's notes. Everyone gathered in a circle. She stood across from Landon. Didn't look at him directly. Couldn't. But she felt him watching her. Felt his presence like heat across her skin. Her nipples hardened under her bra. Her pussy throbbed between her legs. Dampness gathered despite her fear. Despite her shame.

The stage manager called places. Everyone dispersed. Professional. Practiced. Moving to their positions. Camille headed to the wings. Her entrance came in five minutes. She stood in the darkness. Script in hand even though she'd memorized every line weeks ago. Her breathing shallow. Rapid. Her mind wouldn't stop spinning. What if he tried to talk to her? What if he didn't?

Footsteps behind her. She knew without turning. His cologne reached her first. Woodsy. Male. The same scent that had surrounded her last night when he'd pressed against her. Inside her. His body heat radiated against her back. Close. Too close for professional distance.

His hand found her waist. Gentle. Tentative. Not demanding like she expected. His fingers trembled slightly against her.

His mouth near her ear. His breath warm and unsteady against her neck. "Do you regret it?" he whispered. So quiet only she could hear. Vulnerable. Scared even.

She shook her head. Couldn't form words yet. Her throat too tight.

"I haven't been able to think about anything else." His voice broke slightly. Raw. Honest. "All day. Just you. Last night. I don't know what we're doing, Camille. But I can't stop thinking about you."

Her heart twisted. Relief and fear mixing together. She turned her head slightly. Not enough to see him. Just enough that he could hear her clearly.

"I haven't either," she whispered. "I don't regret it. I should. But I don't."

His hand tightened on her waist. Not possessive. Grateful. His forehead pressed against the back of her head for just a moment. A gesture of connection. Of shared confusion.

"What do we do?" he asked. The question hung between them. Heavy. Impossible.

"I don't know."

Her cue light flickered. Thirty seconds. His hand dropped away. She heard him step back. Felt the loss of his warmth immediately.

"After," he said. "Can we talk after?"

She nodded. Then walked onto the stage when her cue came. Delivered her lines. Her voice steady somehow. Professional. But her whole body hummed with awareness. Her pussy wet despite the fear. Despite knowing they were in dangerous territory. Despite everything screaming this was wrong.

Because for the first time since last night, she understood. He felt it too. The confusion. The want. The impossibility of stopping something that had already started.

Scene ten arrived too fast. The poker game scene. Marcus dealt cards at the table. Claire sat turned away. The other actors froze in position. Witnesses pretending not to see.

Landon grabbed Camille's wrist. Dragged her behind the frosted glass partition. The audience watched their shadows merge. Dark shapes against glowing amber light.

He threw her down onto the padded mattress. Hard. Not gentle. Not asking. Her ivory slip rode up her pale thighs. Her full breasts heaved under the thin silk. Her long brown hair spread across the mat.

She looked up at him. Saw the hunger in his eyes. The same need burning in her core. They both knew what was about to happen. What had to happen.

"We shouldn't," she whispered. The words empty. Meaningless.

"I know." He dropped to his knees. Covered her body with his. His weight pressing her down into the mattress. "But we're going to anyway."

His hand yanked the slip higher. Bunched it around her waist. Found her panties. Ripped them aside. Two fingers pushed into her wet pussy without warning. She gasped. Arched into his touch.

"You're soaked," he growled against her neck. "You've been wet all night waiting for this."

"Yes." No point lying. Her body betrayed her truth. Her pussy clenched around his thick fingers. Pulled him deeper.

He freed his cock. She felt the head press against her entrance. Hot. Hard. Bare. His eyes locked on hers. One moment of acknowledgment. Of shared understanding that this changed everything.

Then he thrust deep. Filled her completely. Stretched her married pussy around his thick cock. She screamed. The sound ripped through the theater. Raw. Real. The audience gasped. Thought it was brilliant acting.

His hips drove forward. Pounding into her. The mattress absorbed the impact but she felt every brutal thrust. Felt his cock claiming her. Owning her. Marking her as his despite the gold band on her finger.

Her legs wrapped around his waist. Pulled him deeper. Harder. Her nails clawed at his back. Her pussy squeezed his cock. Taking everything he gave. Demanding more.

"Fuck," he groaned. "You feel so good. So fucking perfect."

"Don't stop." Her voice broke. Desperate. Shameless. "Please don't stop."

Beyond the partition, the frozen cast remained still. Professional. Her husband sat in row three. Landon's wife somewhere in the audience. All of them watching shadows fuck behind frosted glass. None of them knowing the truth.

His rhythm turned frantic. His cock swelled inside her. She felt him getting close. Felt her own orgasm building. Unstoppable.

"I'm going to cum inside you," he warned. "Right here. Right now."

"Yes." She pulled him closer. "Fill me. I want it."

His cock pulsed. Heat flooded her pussy. His cum filled her. Marked her. Claimed her. 

The scene ended. It took less than three minutes. They stood for the final moments. His cum leaked down her inner thigh. Warm. Wet. Obvious to her. Invisible to everyone else.

Curtain call came. The audience stood. Applauded. Cheered. She bowed. Landon beside her. Their hands touched briefly. His fingers hooked hers. Squeezed.

This was how it would be. They both knew it. No more pretending. No more wondering. The lust had consumed them. Made the decision for them.

Tomorrow night. And the night after. And every performance until closing.

They would fuck. And fuck. And fuck.

Because neither of them could stop anymore.
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Backstage Affair
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The routine started the same way every night. Camille's husband pulled up to the curb. Same spot. Same time. He leaned over and kissed her.

"Break a leg, babe. You're going to be amazing."

"Thanks." She grabbed her bag. Smiled. Got out.

His car pulled away. She pushed through the stage door. The smell hit her immediately. Old wood and dust and makeup. Home now.

She signed in at the call sheet. Her handwriting familiar next to all the others. Down the hallway. Past the green room. Toward the dressing rooms.

Landon arrived ten minutes after her. She'd learned to time it. Knew his pattern. Heard his voice at the stage door before she saw him.

She stepped into the hallway at exactly the right moment. They passed near the prop closet. Casual. Professional.

"Hey."

"Hey."

His hand found her waist as they moved past each other. Slid up. Cupped her breast through her shirt. Squeezed once. Firm. Possessive. His thumb brushed her nipple through the fabric.

Her breath caught. Her nipples hardened instantly. But she kept walking. Didn't look back. Like nothing happened.

The women's dressing room door closed behind her. She set her bag on the counter. Pulled out her first costume. Blanche's traveling suit. Pale blue with pearl buttons.

She stripped. No bra underneath. She'd stopped wearing one weeks ago. Her full breasts swayed as she moved. Nipples still hard from his touch.

The skirt slid up her bare legs. No panties either. Hadn't worn them since opening night. The fabric settled against her naked pussy. Already damp. Already knowing what was coming.

She checked herself in the mirror. Buttoned the jacket. Fixed her hair. Professional. Put together. No one would know.

When she emerged, Landon stood near the prop table. Checking something on the clipboard. She walked past him. Close. Her hand dropped.

Found the bulge in his jeans. Palmed his cock through the denim. Felt him already half-hard. Growing thicker under her touch. She squeezed once. Felt him twitch. Kept walking.

Neither spoke. Didn't need to.

The rest of the cast filtered in over the next fifteen minutes. Marcus arrived with coffee. Claire stretched in the corner. The poker players ran lines. Normal pre-show energy.

Vocal warm-ups started. Everyone gathered. Humming. Scales. Tongue twisters. Professional. Focused.

But underneath it all. Electricity. Camille stood across the circle from Landon. Their eyes met once. Brief. Dark. Knowing.

Her pussy throbbed between her legs. Wet. Ready. Her nipples scraped against the inside of her costume. Sensitive. Aching.

His cock pressed visible against his jeans now. Thick ridge she'd felt with her hand. She knew exactly how it would feel in her mouth later. In her pussy during the scene.

The stage manager called places. Everyone moved to their positions. The show about to begin.

The routine established. Their bodies already anticipating what came next.

Act One played out the same way every night. Camille performed her scenes. Blanche's arrival. The meeting with Stella. The slow unraveling. Professional. Precise.

But between scenes. In the darkened wings. The pattern repeated.

She stood waiting for her next entrance. Script in hand. Mouth moving silently through her lines. Landon appeared behind her. No warning. Just his body heat against her back.

His hands slid around her waist. Moved up. Cupped her breasts through the costume. Squeezed. Her nipples hardened under his palms. She leaned back against his chest. Felt his cock already thick against her ass.

Marcus walked past them. Five feet away. Adjusting his tie. Didn't look over. Didn't notice.

Landon's hand dropped lower. Slid under her skirt hem. Up her bare thigh. Found her pussy wet and ready. Two fingers pushed inside her. Deep. Curling.

Camille gripped the curtain fabric. Knuckles white. Bit her lip hard. Her pussy clenched around his fingers. He pumped them slow. Deliberate. His thumb found her clit. Circled.

The stage manager walked by. Clipboard in hand. Headset on. Talking into the mic about a lighting cue. Oblivious.

His fingers fucked her harder. Faster. Her legs trembled. Her breath came shallow and quick. The orgasm built low in her belly. Coiling tight.

Claire appeared at the other end of the wing. Stretching. Preparing for her entrance.

Camille came. Silent. Shaking. Her pussy clenching rhythmically around his fingers. Her cum soaking his hand. He held her upright as her knees buckled.

Then he pulled his fingers free. Wiped them on his jeans. Walked away like nothing happened.

Her cue came. She walked on stage. Delivered her lines. Her thighs wet. Her pussy still pulsing.

Intermission brought the blowjobs.

She'd perfected the timing. Knew exactly how long she had. Fifteen minutes from curtain to places call. Five to change costumes. Ten left.

She found him in different places. Sometimes the men's dressing room. Sometimes the prop closet. Sometimes just the dark hallway near the loading dock where the crew stored equipment.

Tonight it was the dressing room. She pushed through the door. He stood waiting. Already hard. Cock straining against his jeans.

She dropped to her knees. No words. Pulled his zipper down. Freed his cock. Thick. Heavy. The head already wet with precum.

Her mouth wrapped around him. Lips tight. She took him deep. Her tongue worked the underside. Tasting salt and musk. Her full breasts pressed against his thighs as she leaned forward.

His hands tangled in her hair. Gripped. His hips thrust forward. Fucking her mouth. His cock hit the back of her throat. She relaxed. Took him deeper. Swallowed around him.

Footsteps in the hallway outside. Someone walked past. Kept going.

She sucked harder. Her head bobbing. Saliva dripping down her chin. His cock swelled thicker on her tongue. She knew the signs.

He grunted. Low. His cock jerked. Hot cum flooded her mouth. Pulse after pulse. She swallowed fast. Took it all. Licked him clean.

Five minute call echoed down the hallway.

She stood. Wiped her mouth. Left without speaking. Returned to change into the slip for Act Two.

No underwear. Never underwear. The silk settled against her bare skin. Her pussy already wet again. Ready for what came next.

Scene ten arrived the same way every night. The poker players froze in tableau. Marcus mid-deal. Claire's face turned away. Complicit witnesses.

Landon grabbed Camille's wrist. Hard. The choreography they'd perfected. Dragged her across the stage behind the glass partition. The slip swayed around her bare thighs.

Backlit. The audience saw only shadows now. Shapes struggling. Bodies merging. Two hundred people watching. Every single seat filled.

His hands shoved her shoulders. She fell backward. The padded mat caught her. The slip twisted around her hips. Bare legs splayed. He dropped on top of her. His weight crushing down. Exactly like always.

One hand pinned her wrists above her head. The other yanked the slip up. Bunched it at her waist. Her bare pussy exposed. Wet. Ready. His cock already free from his loosened costume pants. Hard. Thick. Leaking.

They knew the timing perfectly now. The exact moment. His hips positioned between her spread thighs. The head of his cock pressing at her entrance.

He thrust forward. One hard stroke. His bare cock buried deep in her married pussy. Stretching her. Filling her completely.

Camille screamed.

Every single night. That scream. Raw. Agonized. Real. It echoed through the theater. The audience gasped. All two hundred of them. Leaning forward. Captivated.

The critics had written about it. "Camille Dorsey's scream of violation will haunt you." "A devastating moment of brutal honesty." "That scream alone is worth the price of admission."

People came specifically to hear it. Returned multiple times. Brought friends. The production had extended its run twice because of ticket demand.

The cast praised it endlessly. "How do you make it sound so fresh every night?" "It's so real." "You sell the horror perfectly."

They had no idea. No fucking idea that the scream was real. That his thick cock was actually penetrating her. That the horror and pleasure mixed indistinguishable.

He fucked her. Hard. Fast. Missionary. His body covering hers. His cock pumping in and out of her soaked cunt. Her pussy clenching around him. Gripping.

Her legs wrapped around his waist. Ankles crossed at his lower back. The position they'd perfected. The wet sounds of flesh slapping flesh hidden behind the glass.

The full house watched the shadows. Two hundred strangers. The thought drove Landon insane. Made his cock swell impossibly thicker. He never lasted long. Couldn't. The knowledge that he was fucking her in front of a packed theater sent him over the edge every time.

A couple of minutes. That's all it took.

They'd joked about it backstage. "Good thing you come fast," she'd whispered after one show. "Can't exactly fuck for twenty minutes behind there."

He'd laughed. Kissed her hard. "The audience does it for me. Knowing they're all watching. All completely clueless."

His rhythm turned frantic now. His cock swelled thicker inside her. She felt every pulse. Every throb.

He grunted the final scripted line. His cock jerked. Heat flooded her pussy. Thick. Hot. Pulse after pulse. He emptied himself deep inside her. Filled her married cunt with his cum while two hundred strangers applauded the art.

The scene ended. He pulled out. Rolled off. Cum leaked immediately down her thighs.

The audience erupted. Standing ovation. Every single night.

The routine complete. Ready to repeat tomorrow.

Backstage after curtain call. After the congratulations and the hugs. She'd return to her dressing room. Lock the door. Peel the slip off carefully. The silk stuck to her thighs where his cum had soaked through. She'd wipe herself clean. Change into street clothes. Calculated. Careful. No panic. Just risk mitigation.

Her pussy throbbed. Empty. Aching. Unsatisfied.

Most nights she didn't cum at all during the scene. Just got worked up. Desperate. Her clit swollen and pulsing. Her pussy clenching around nothing after he pulled out.

So she'd lock herself in the bathroom after changing. The single stall near the loading dock where no one went. Her hand would slide into her jeans. Past the dampness. Her fingers would find her clit. Swollen. Sensitive. She'd rub circles. Fast. Desperate. Biting her lip to stay quiet.

Images flooded her mind every time. His cock sliding into her. The audience watching shadows. Two hundred strangers. All completely clueless. The danger. The thrill. The wrongness of it.

She'd cum hard. Shaking. Her free hand braced against the bathroom wall. Her pussy pulsing around her own fingers. Never as good as his cock. But enough. Finally enough.

Then she'd clean up. Fix her hair. Return to the green room like nothing happened.

The director praised them endlessly. "You two are the reason this production works. That trust. That intensity. People can feel it's real."

It was real. Just not the way he thought.

The affair and the art had become indistinguishable. The performance and the fucking. The scream and the penetration. All one thing now. Routine. Expected. Necessary.

After each show her husband picked her up. Same spot. Same time. She slid into the passenger seat. Her own release still humming under her skin. The memory of Landon's cock fresh in her body.
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Scene ten arrived like every other night. Week three of the run. The poker game froze. Marcus dealing cards mid-shuffle. Claire turned away toward the kitchen. Witnesses who pretended not to see.

Landon grabbed Camille's wrist. His grip firm. Familiar. He dragged her behind the frosted glass partition. Their routine now. Expected. Anticipated by the audience. Anticipated by them.

He threw her down on the padded mattress. The movement choreographed. Practiced. Her ivory slip rode up her pale thighs. Her full breasts heaved under the thin silk. He yanked the fabric higher. Bunched it around her waist. Ripped her panties aside with one hand.

His cock pushed into her wet pussy. She screamed. The sound tearing through the theater. Raw. Visceral. The audience gasped. Perfect acting. Brilliant performance.

But tonight felt different. His thrusts came slower. More controlled. Deliberate. His thick cock hard inside her but not desperate like before. Not frantic. Not consuming.

She squeezed her pussy around him. Tried to pull his orgasm faster. Tried to milk him. Needed to feel his hot cum flooding her. Needed that moment of completion. That evidence.

He kept fucking. His rhythm steady but his face showed concentration. Effort. Working toward something that wouldn't come.

The scene timer ticked in her head. Two minutes. Two and a half. The frozen cast would move soon. Marcus would finish dealing. Claire would turn back. The scene had to end.

His cock drove into her. Again. Again. His breathing harder but controlled. Not losing himself. Not surrendering to the pleasure like he used to.

Her pussy clenched harder around his thick shaft. Trying to coax his release. Trying to make him cum. Nothing changed. He just kept fucking. Mechanical. Distant somehow despite being inside her.

Three minutes. The scene ended. He pulled out. His cock still hard. Glistening with her wetness. But no cum leaking from her pussy. No warmth flooding her. No evidence dripping down her inner thighs.

They stood for the final scene. Her pussy aching. Empty. Unsatisfied. Her body wanting what it didn't get. His cock softening in his pants but no completion. No release.

The play finished. The cast moved through the final moments. Blanche's breakdown. Stanley's victory. The curtain fell.

Then rose again for curtain call. The audience stood. Applauded. Cheered. Camille bowed. Her smile professional. Her body screaming frustration.

Landon stood beside her. His hand found hers for the bow. Their fingers touched. Both slick with sweat. She felt the tension in his grip. The same frustration radiating through his skin.

She caught his eye as they straightened. Saw the need there. The incompletion. The same ache burning in her core reflected in his dark eyes.

He nodded once. Almost imperceptible. A question. A promise.

She nodded back. Understanding without words. They both knew. This wasn't working anymore. Three minutes behind frosted glass wasn't enough. Not nearly enough.

They needed more. And tonight, they would take it.

Everyone left slowly. Too slowly. The usual post-show routine dragging on. Actors removing makeup in their dressing rooms. Costume changes. Goodbyes echoing in the hallway. Voices overlapping. Laughter. Plans for drinks.

Camille stayed in her dressing room. Changed into street clothes. Took her time. Her hands moved deliberately. Slowly. Hanging the Blanche costumes. Wiping down the makeup counter. Anything to look busy. To look normal.

She heard voices fade. Footsteps retreating down the hallway. The stage door opening and closing. Opening and closing. Each time the sound grew more distant. Fewer people remaining.

Marcus called out goodnight. His voice cheerful. Oblivious. Claire's laugh followed. Then the door again. The hallway quieter now.

Camille checked her phone. Her husband had texted ten minutes ago. "Running late at the office. Pick you up in an hour?"

She typed back quickly. "Take your time. Talking to the director about next week."

A lie. Easy now. The lies came easier each time. She hit send. Put the phone face down on the counter.

The theater grew quieter around her. Just the hum of fluorescent lights. The creak of old wood settling. Her own breathing loud in the small dressing room.

She listened. Waited. Another voice. The stage manager saying goodbye to someone. Then the door. Silence stretched longer this time.

Camille emerged into the hallway. Dim work lights cast long shadows. The backstage maze empty. Almost. She felt it more than heard it. Someone else still here. Waiting like she was.

She walked toward the stage. Her footsteps careful. Quiet. Her heart pounding in her chest. Her pussy already wet. Already anticipating what came next.

Landon sat on the edge of the stage. Still in his street clothes. Dark jeans. Black t-shirt. He looked up when she approached. His eyes meeting hers immediately.

No words needed. They both knew why they stayed. Both knew what happened next. The frustration from scene ten still burning between them. Unfinished. Incomplete.

He stood. Walked toward her. His movements slow. Deliberate. Like he was giving her time to change her mind. To leave. To stop this.

She didn't move. Didn't leave. Stood there waiting for him.

His hand found her waist. Pulled her close. The heat of his body immediate. Overwhelming. Her full breasts pressed against his chest. Her breathing quickened.

"I need more than three minutes," he said. His voice rough. Raw with need.

"Me too." Her hands slid up his chest. Felt his heart racing beneath her palms. As fast as hers. As desperate.

"Where?" He looked around. The stage too exposed. The green room visible from the hallway. The costume room too close to the entrance.

His eyes landed on the women's wardrobe. Back corner of the backstage area. Private. Away from the main hallways. Away from anyone who might return for forgotten items.

"There." He took her hand. His fingers interlacing with hers. Led her through the backstage maze. Past dark dressing rooms. Past the prop storage. Past all the familiar spaces made unfamiliar by darkness and intent.

They reached the wardrobe room. He pushed the door open. Rows of costumes hung on racks. A long counter with mirrors. Makeup lights still on. Bright. Exposing everything.

He locked the door behind them. The click loud in the quiet space. Final. No going back now.

He spun her around. His hands firm on her hips. Pressed her forward against the long counter. Her palms flat on the cool surface. The mirror reflecting everything. Her flushed face. Her dilated green eyes. Her full breasts heaving under her shirt.

Behind her, Landon yanked down her jeans. Pulled them to her ankles along with her panties. Both bunched around her feet. His hands gripped her pale hips. Spreading her legs as wide as the jeans would allow.

She watched in the mirror as he freed his thick cock. Already hard. Ready. He positioned behind her. The head pressing against her wet entrance.

He pushed inside slowly. Filled her completely. Stretched her pussy around his thick shaft. She moaned. Her fingers spread on the counter. Taking him. Welcoming him deeper.

He fucked her steadily. His hips driving forward with deliberate rhythm. Each thrust deep. Thorough. Not rushed. Not frantic like on stage. They had time now. Space. Privacy.

She watched his face in the mirror. Eyes open. Looking at her reflection. Watching her watch him. His expression focused but calm. Present. Taking his time.

Her pussy squeezed him. Took every thrust. Her full breasts bounced gently with each movement. Her long brown hair fell forward. He reached up. Brushed it aside. Wanted to see her face clearly.

"You feel good," he said. His voice low. Appreciative.

"So do you." She pushed back against him. Met his rhythm. Their bodies moving together. Synchronized. Practiced now after weeks of scene ten.

His rhythm stayed steady. Not building toward anything urgent. Just fucking. Enjoying the sensation. The connection. His hands slid up her sides. Cupped her full breasts through her shirt. Squeezed gently. Felt their weight. Their softness.

She arched into his touch. Her pussy clenching around his cock. Pleasure rolling through her in steady waves. Good. Satisfying. But not overwhelming. Not consuming.

Minutes passed. Five. Seven. Ten. He kept the same rhythm. Deep strokes. Steady pace. His breathing elevated but controlled. His cock hard inside her. Moving in and out with practiced ease.

She realized something was different. This felt good. Really good. But not electric. Not dangerous. Not like the stage. There was no thrill racing through her veins. No fear of discovery. No audience breathing in the darkness. Just them. Just sex.

Good sex. But just sex.

His hands moved back to her hips. Held her steady. His cock drove deeper. Angled to hit that spot inside her. Considerate. Skilled. Trying to give her pleasure.

She moaned. The sound genuine but muted. Nothing like her scream on stage. Nothing that would tear through a theater and stop hearts.

He kept fucking. His rhythm steady. His cock thick and hard. Filling her. Stretching her. All the physical sensations right. Perfect even.

But something was missing. She felt it in her core. Some spark. Some edge. Some essential ingredient that made scene ten addictive.

She pushed the thought away. Focused on the pleasure. On his cock inside her. On the fullness. The friction. The steady build toward orgasm.

It would come. Eventually. If they kept going long enough. If they worked for it.

She watched their reflection. Two people fucking in a bright wardrobe room. Competent. Connected. Enjoying each other.

But her mind drifted. Wondered. Compared.

He pulled her hips back harder. Drove deeper. Still trying. Still working to recapture something.

They both felt it. The absence. Neither wanted to name it yet.

"Wait." He pulled out. His thick cock slipping free. Wet with her arousal.

She turned to face him. Confused. Wondering what was wrong. If he'd changed his mind.

He lifted her. Strong arms hooking under her thighs. Pressed her back against the wall. Costumes on hangers digging into her spine through her shirt. The fabric rustling. Shifting.

Her legs wrapped around his waist. Her hands gripped his shoulders for balance. A different position. New angle. Maybe that would help. Maybe that would bring back whatever was missing.

His cock pushed inside her again. Deeper this time. The angle making her gasp. Making her feel every inch. Her pussy stretched tight around his thick shaft.

He started moving. Holding her up. Supporting her weight with his body. His hips driving upward into her. Strong thrusts. Deliberate. His muscles flexing with the effort.

She looked down. Watched where their bodies joined. His cock disappearing inside her pussy. Emerging wet. Pushing back in. The visual arousing. Primal. Two bodies fucking. Connected. Using each other.

"Is this better?" he asked. His voice strained from the physical effort. Not from overwhelming pleasure.

"Yeah. It's good." She meant it. The angle hit different spots. Made her breath catch. Made her pussy clench around him involuntarily.

He kissed her. Their mouths meeting for the first time tonight. Tongues sliding together. Tasting each other. Adding intimacy to the physical act. Making it more than just fucking.

She kissed him back. Her hands sliding into his hair. Holding him close. Trying to feel something beyond the physical. Trying to recreate that consuming need from the stage.

But kissing felt wrong somehow. Too intimate. Too much like making love. They didn't make love. They fucked behind frosted glass while audiences watched. This was different. Confusing.

She broke the kiss. Buried her face in his neck instead. Safer. Less complicated.

He kept fucking her. His rhythm steady. His cock hard and full inside her. His hands gripped her ass. Pulled her down onto him with each upward thrust. Coordinated. Efficient.

Her pussy responded. Pleasure building. Her clit grinding against his pelvis with each movement. Friction. Pressure. All the right sensations in the right places.

"Touch yourself," he said. "I want you to cum."

She slid one hand between their bodies. Found her clit. Circled it with her fingers. Added stimulation. Helped herself along. Practical. Functional.

The pleasure increased. Her breathing quickened. Her pussy clenching tighter around his cock. Getting closer. Almost there. Just needed a little more. A little longer.

"That's it," he encouraged. "I can feel you getting close."

She rubbed faster. Pressed harder. Chasing her orgasm. Working for it. Her legs trembling around his waist. Her body tensing. Preparing.

It came. Finally. Her pussy squeezing his cock in rhythmic pulses. Pleasure washing through her. Good. Satisfying. She moaned against his neck. Let him know she'd finished.

"Thank fuck," he muttered. His rhythm changing. Faster now. Chasing his own release. Permission granted. His turn.

His cock swelled. Pulsed. Warmth flooded her pussy. His cum filling her. His body shuddering. Relief more than ecstasy.

He held her there. Both catching their breath. Mission accomplished. Both came. Both satisfied physically.

He lowered her carefully. Her feet touched the floor. Her legs shaky. His cum leaking immediately. Warm. Wet. Trickling down her inner thigh.

They'd fucked. Successfully. Completely. Everything technically correct.

So why did it feel incomplete?

They should leave. Get dressed. Go home. Back to their separate lives. Their separate spouses. Their separate beds where this never happened.

But neither moved. Both standing there. His cum leaking down her thigh. Her pussy still throbbing. Both physically satisfied but emotionally empty somehow.

Camille slid down the wall. Sat on the floor. Her back against the plaster. Her legs stretched out. Her jeans and panties still bunched around one ankle. Too tired to pull them up yet.

Landon sat beside her. Close. His shoulder touching hers. His hand found hers on the floor between them. Fingers interlaced. An intimacy more dangerous than the fucking. More real.

The wardrobe room too bright. The fluorescent lights humming overhead. Exposing everything. No shadows. No mystery. No darkness to hide in.

"That wasn't the same," he said finally. Quiet. Honest. Breaking the silence that had stretched too long.

She nodded. "I know."

Neither needed to explain. They both felt it. The absence. The missing ingredient. The thing that made scene ten addictive. That made her scream real. That made his cock explode inside her in under three minutes.

"We had more time," she said. "More privacy. We could do whatever we wanted."

"Yeah." His thumb brushed across her knuckles. Back and forth. Soothing. Thoughtful. "And it was good. Really good."

"But not the same."

"No. Not the same."

Silence settled between them again. Not uncomfortable. Just heavy. Weighted with realization neither wanted to voice yet.

Camille looked around the wardrobe room. Rows of costumes from past productions. Other shows. Other stories. Other characters who pretended to be people they weren't. She and Landon were supposed to be pretending. But somewhere along the way it became real.

"We need them," she whispered. The truth settling in her chest like a stone. Heavy. Undeniable.

"What?" He turned to look at her.

"The audience." She met his eyes. Saw her own confusion reflected there. "We need people watching. We need the risk. The danger. The chance of getting caught while everyone thinks we're acting."

He stared at her. His expression shifting. Horror. Recognition. Understanding. "That's fucked up."

She laughed. The sound bitter. Sharp. "We're fucked up."

He didn't argue. Couldn't argue. The truth hung between them. Obvious now. They weren't addicted to each other. Not really. They were addicted to the performance. The exhibition. The thrill of fucking in front of hundreds of people who thought it was art.

"The show runs for six more weeks," he said. Calculating. Planning already.

"Forty-two more performances." She'd counted. Of course she'd counted. "Forty-two more times for scene ten."

"It's not enough," he said. Echoing her earlier thought. "Three minutes. That's all we get."

Her pussy clenched at the thought. Still wanting. Still needing despite just being filled. Despite his cum still leaking from her. Her body already anticipating tomorrow night. Already craving that insufficient three minutes more than the twenty they'd just spent fucking in private.

"What do we do after?" she asked. The question hanging between them. After the show closes. After Streetcar ends. After they don't have scene ten anymore.

He squeezed her hand. "I don't know."

Neither did she. But she knew one thing. This. Here. In the wardrobe room. Private. Safe. Hidden. It wasn't what they needed.

Her phone buzzed on the counter above them. Her husband. Five minutes away.

Reality crashed back. She pulled her hand from Landon's. Stood. Yanked up her panties. Her jeans. Straightened her shirt. Covered the evidence as much as possible.

He stood too. Tucked himself back into his jeans. Ran his hands through his hair. Made himself presentable.

They looked at each other. Two people who'd just discovered something terrible about themselves. Something they couldn't unknow. Couldn't ignore.

"Tomorrow night," he said. Not a question.

"Scene ten," she confirmed.

Three minutes behind frosted glass. Forty-one more times after tonight. Then nothing.

She unlocked the door. Stepped into the hallway first. He waited five minutes. Then followed.

Outside, her husband's car pulled up. She got in. Kissed him hello. Talked about her evening. The director's notes. The show going well. All lies. Easy now.

All while knowing tomorrow night she'd do it again. Three minutes of what she really needed. Three minutes that would never be enough but were somehow more satisfying than the twenty she'd just spent trying to replace them.
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Week four of the run. Routine should have settled in by now. The same blocking. The same lines. The same choreography every night. But nothing felt routine anymore.

Scene two. Camille stood in the wings waiting for her entrance. The darkness thick around her. Stage lights bright beyond the curtain. Voices carrying from the set.

Footsteps behind her. She knew without looking. His presence unmistakable now. Her body recognized him before her mind did.

Landon moved close. Too close for professional distance. His chest nearly touching her back. His hand dropped. Found her ass through her costume. Squeezed hard. Possessive. No excuse of adjusting fabric. No pretense.

Her breath caught. Her pussy clenched immediately. Wetness gathering between her thighs.

His mouth near her ear. His breath hot against her neck. "I need you," he whispered. Raw. Desperate. "Can't wait."

Her cue light flickered. Five seconds.

He stepped back. Disappeared into the darkness. Left her standing there. Trembling. Aching. Her full breasts heavy against her costume. Her nipples hard peaks pressing against the fabric.

She walked on stage. Delivered her lines. Her voice steady somehow. Professional. While her pussy throbbed. While wetness soaked her panties.

Scene five. Quick costume change backstage. Behind a curtain. The crew rushing around her. Normal chaos. She stripped off the day dress. Stood in just her slip for three seconds. Reaching for the evening gown.

Landon passed behind her. His hand brushed her bare breast. Deliberate. Intentional. His palm covering her soft flesh. His thumb grazing her hard nipple.

Gone in an instant. Kept walking. Didn't stop. Didn't look back.

She stood frozen. The evening gown hanging from her hands. Her breast tingling. Burning. Her breathing shallow. Her legs weak.

The stage manager called places. She yanked on the gown. Fastened it with shaking fingers. Walked to her mark.

Scene seven. The poker game. Before scene ten. They shared the stage. Marcus dealt cards. Claire watched from her position. The other actors in their places.

Camille crossed past Landon. Her line coming in three beats. Her hand dropped. Found his cock through his costume pants. Already hard. Thick. Ready. She squeezed. Felt him twitch beneath her palm.

Kept walking. Delivered her line. Like nothing happened.

Marcus three feet away. Oblivious. Claire watching the scene unfold. Seeing nothing.

The danger made Camille's pussy pulse. Made her clit throb. Made her want to drop to her knees right there on stage. In front of everyone.

Scene ten arrived. The partition. The mattress. The audience watching shadows through frosted glass.

He threw her down. Yanked up her slip. Ripped her panties aside. His thick cock pushed inside her wet pussy. Stretched her. Filled her. She screamed. The audience gasped.

He fucked her hard. Brutal. His hips driving forward. Her pussy taking every thrust. Both chasing something. Both reaching. Both climbing toward release.

But the scene ended too soon. Three minutes. Always three minutes.

He pulled out. Still hard. She lay there. Empty. Aching. Neither had cum. Both left desperate. Unsatisfied. Needing more.

They stood for the final scenes. His cock hard in his pants. Her pussy dripping. Both wound so tight they could barely function.

The play finished. Curtain fell. Rose again for curtain call.

The audience stood. Applauded. Cheered.

Camille bowed. Found Landon's eyes across the stage. Saw her own desperate need reflected there. Saw the unspoken question. The unspoken answer.

Tonight. After. They would finish what scene ten couldn't.

The cast dispersed slowly. Too slowly. Marcus removed his stage makeup at the counter. Claire chatted with the Eunice actress near the costume rack. Normal post-show routine. Everyone congratulating each other. Professional. Relaxed.

Camille stayed near her dressing room door. Her costume still on. Her pussy throbbing. Wetness soaking through her panties. The dampness from scene ten mixed with fresh arousal. She couldn't go home like this. Couldn't let her husband see her this desperate. This needy.

Marcus walked past. "Great energy tonight."

She forced a smile. "Thanks. You too."

Professional. Calm. Like her whole body wasn't screaming. Like she wasn't planning to fuck Landon the second she could.

Claire emerged with her bag. "See you tomorrow?"

"Yeah. Tomorrow."

Claire left. The stage door closing behind her. Fewer people backstage now. But not empty. Not private enough.

Landon appeared from the opposite wing. Their eyes met across the backstage area. The air between them charged. Electric. He tilted his head slightly. Toward the back hallway. Away from the main areas. Where the single-stall bathroom was located.

Small. Lockable. Risky because anyone could try the door. But private enough for what they needed.

She nodded once. Barely perceptible.

He walked that direction first. Casual. Hands in pockets. Like he was just heading to use the bathroom before leaving. Normal. Nothing suspicious.

She waited. Counted to thirty in her head. Tried to look busy organizing her things. Her hands shook. Her breathing shallow.

The stage manager called goodnight from somewhere. Another person leaving. The backstage area quieter now.

Camille walked toward the back hallway. Her heels clicking on the floor. Trying to look unhurried. Trying to look like she had a legitimate reason to go that direction.

The hallway dimmer than the main backstage. Away from the stage lights and work lights. The bathroom door slightly ajar at the end.

She pushed it open. Stepped inside quickly.

Landon grabbed her immediately. Pulled her fully into the small space. His hands on her waist. Firm. Demanding. He kicked the door shut behind her. The lock clicked. Loud in the quiet space. Final.

The bathroom tiny. Single toilet against the back wall. Small sink with mirror. Bright fluorescent light overhead. Harsh. Exposing everything. No shadows. No darkness to hide in.

His mouth crashed against hers before she could speak. Hungry. Desperate. His tongue pushing between her lips. Tasting her. Claiming her. Hours of stolen touches building to this moment.

She kissed him back. Her hands tangling in his dark hair. Pulling him closer. Needing him. Needing this. Needing the risk and danger and wrongness of fucking in a theater bathroom where anyone could knock. Anyone could discover them.

He broke the kiss. Spun her around roughly. Pressed her forward toward the small sink. Her palms landing flat on the porcelain. Cold against her hot skin.

His hands found her waist. Yanked up her costume skirt. Bunched the fabric around her hips. Exposed her pale ass and thighs.

He hooked his fingers in her panties. Pulled them down. They fell to her ankles. Soaked completely. Evidence of hours of arousal. Of scene ten. Of wanting him.

She heard his zipper. The rustle of fabric. Then felt the head of his thick cock pressing against her wet entrance from behind.

"Someone could hear," she whispered. Looking at their reflection in the small mirror above the sink.

"I know." He pushed inside. One brutal thrust. Filled her completely. Stretched her pussy around his shaft.

His hand covered her mouth. Firm. Silencing her moan before it could escape.

His cock drove into her wet pussy. Deep. Thorough. Each thrust pushing her forward against the sink. The porcelain edge digging into her hip bones. Pressure. Pain. She didn't care.

She watched in the mirror. Saw herself bent over. Her costume bunched around her waist. Her pale ass exposed. Her full breasts swaying with each brutal thrust. Her long brown hair falling forward across her flushed face.

Behind her Landon looked wild. Focused. His dark eyes locked on where his thick cock disappeared inside her. Watching himself fuck her. Watching her take him.

His hand stayed firm over her mouth. Muffling every sound. Every gasp. Every moan that tried to escape. She could barely breathe. Could barely think. Just feel.

His free hand gripped her hip. Held her steady while he fucked her. His fingers digging into her soft flesh. Bruising. Claiming. Using her body.

The angle perfect. His cock hitting that spot deep inside. The one that made her vision blur. Made her knees weak. Made her pussy clench involuntarily around his thick shaft.

Pleasure built steadily. Rising. Growing. Her clit throbbing. Her pussy squeezing him with each thrust. Taking him deeper. Wanting more.

Footsteps echoed in the hallway outside. Distant but approaching. Someone walking past the bathroom door.

Her eyes widened in the mirror. Met his reflection. Terror spiking through the arousal.

He didn't stop. Didn't slow. Just kept fucking her. His rhythm steady. Brutal. His cock driving into her wet heat.

The footsteps grew louder. Closer. Right outside the door now.

Her heart hammered. Her whole body tense. His hand pressed harder over her mouth. Silencing even her breathing.

The footsteps paused. One second. Two. Then continued past. Fading down the hallway. Gone.

Her pussy flooded with wetness. The near-miss igniting something primal in her. Her body responding to the danger. To the thrill. She pushed back harder against him. Desperate. Wanting.

He groaned against her neck. Low. Primal. The danger affecting him too. His cock throbbing inside her. His thrusts becoming harder. More urgent. Both of them chasing that edge together.

The pleasure climbed higher. Her pussy clenching rhythmically around his thick shaft. Every nerve ending alive. Sparking. Electric. This was perfect. This was what they needed. The risk. The danger. The possibility of discovery making every sensation sharper.

His breathing harsh against her ear. Ragged. Close. His body trembling with the effort of holding back. Of making this last.

She was climbing too. Getting closer with each brutal thrust. Her whole body tensing. Preparing. Almost there.

He pulled out suddenly. His thick cock slipping free. Still hard. Still throbbing. But not to stop. To continue. To take this further.

He turned her to face him. His hands on her waist. His eyes dark with lust and need. Both understanding. They needed more. Needed a different position. Needed to push this further before they finally let themselves fall over that edge.

She pushed him backward. Her hands firm on his chest. Demanding. Taking control.

He stumbled back. His legs hit the closed toilet lid. He sat heavily. His thick cock still hard. Still glistening with her wetness.

She kicked off her panties completely. Left them on the bathroom floor. Evidence she didn't care about anymore. Stepped forward. Straddled him.

Her hands gripped his shoulders for balance. Her knees landing on either side of his thighs on the narrow toilet seat. Precarious. Unstable. Perfect.

She reached between them. Gripped his shaft. Positioned him beneath her. The head pressing against her entrance.

Sank down. Took him inside. Her wet pussy stretching around his thickness. Deeper in this position. Fuller. Her whole body accepting him.

Both gasped. The angle different. More intimate. Face to face. Eyes locked. Nowhere to hide.

His hands went immediately to her full breasts. Grabbed them roughly. Mauled them through her costume. His fingers digging into the soft flesh. Squeezing. Kneading. Possessive.

She started grinding. Slow circles. Rolling her hips. Taking him deep. Her breasts filling his palms. Heavy. Sensitive.

He yanked down the top of her costume. Exposed her bare breasts. Her hard nipples. His mouth descended immediately. Latched onto her left nipple. Sucking hard.

She gasped. Her head falling back. Her grinding becoming more urgent. His cock filling her. His mouth on her breast. Perfect combination.

His teeth scraped her nipple. Bit down. Not gentle. Pain mixing with pleasure. She moaned. Her pussy clenching around his thick shaft.

He switched breasts. His mouth finding her right nipple. Licking. Sucking. Biting harder. His hands still mauling her soft flesh. Rough. Demanding. Taking what he wanted.

She ground harder on him. Her clit pressing against his pelvis. Friction building. Pleasure climbing. His mouth and teeth on her sensitive nipples sending sparks straight to her core.

His hands left her breasts. Slid down her sides. Gripped her ass. Both cheeks. Firm. Controlling.

He guided her movements now. Lifted her. Pulled her down hard onto his cock. Faster tempo. Harder impact. Her full breasts bouncing. Her nipples wet from his mouth. Aching.

She matched his rhythm. Bounced on his thick shaft. Rode him hard. Chasing the orgasm that had been building all night. Her pussy squeezing. Her clit throbbing.

His breathing harsh. His eyes locked on hers. Watching her face. Watching the pleasure twist her features. His cock swelling inside her. Getting closer.

She was close too. So close. Her pussy clenching rhythmically around him. Her thighs trembling. Her whole body tensing.

"Don't stop," she whispered. Breathless. Desperate.

"I won't." His voice rough. Strained. His fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass. Pulling her down harder. Faster.

She bounced desperately. Her breasts moving. Her pussy squeezing. Both climbing toward that edge. Both almost there.

The intensity rising with each thrust. Each bounce. Each grind. Her marked nipples sensitive. Her clit throbbing. Her pussy on fire.

His cock hit that perfect spot deep inside. Again. Again. Her vision started to blur. Her breathing ragged. Almost. Almost there.

The door handle rattled.

Both froze instantly. Her mid-bounce. Him buried deep inside her. Their eyes went wide. Terror and excitement exploding through them simultaneously.

The handle rattled again. Someone outside trying to enter. Impatient. Needing the bathroom.

Neither breathed. Neither moved. Completely still. His thick cock pulsing inside her. Her pussy clenching involuntarily around him. Her bitten nipples hard peaks in the cold air.

His hands gripped her ass. Holding her in place. Holding her impaled on his shaft. Both trembling. Both terrified. Both more aroused than they'd ever been.

Seconds stretched. Felt eternal. The person outside tried the handle a third time. Harder. More insistent.

Then finally. Footsteps. Walking away. Fading down the hallway.

Gone.

One second of stillness. Two. Then she moved.

Exploded into motion. Her hips bouncing. Slamming down onto his thick cock. Hard. Fast. Brutal. Her full breasts bouncing wildly. Her bitten nipples aching with each movement.

"Fuck me," she growled against his mouth. Raw. Desperate. "I want your cum. Deep inside me. Now."

Her ass slapped against his thighs. The sound obscene in the small bathroom. Loud. She didn't care anymore. Didn't care who heard. Didn't care about anything except his cock inside her. His cum filling her.

His hands gripped her ass harder. Helped slam her down. Both fucking frantically. Chasing what the near-discovery had pushed them toward. The terror still singing in their veins. Making everything sharper. More intense.

"Give it to me," she demanded. Her voice rough. Commanding. "Fill my pussy. I need it."

His cock swelled inside her. Throbbing. Close. His breathing harsh against her neck. Ragged. Desperate.

She bounced harder. Faster. Her clit grinding against him with each impact. Her pussy squeezing his thick shaft. Taking everything. Demanding more.

The pleasure climbed. Higher. Higher. Her whole body tensing. Reaching. Almost there.

Then it hit.

Her orgasm crashed through her. Violent. Consuming. She froze mid-bounce. Completely still. Him buried deep inside her. Her body locked in that position.

She quivered. Her whole body shaking. Convulsing. Her pussy clenching around his cock in violent rhythmic pulses. Squeezing. Milking. Her mouth open in a silent scream. No sound escaping. Just her body betraying everything she felt.

The thrill of almost getting caught spiraling her into the most intense orgasm of her life. The terror. The danger. The wrongness. All of it converging. Destroying her.

His cock pulsed. He came with her. His hot cum flooding her pussy. Filling her. Marking her. His hands crushing her ass. Holding her impaled. Both frozen. Both shaking. Both coming harder than ever before.

Her body wouldn't stop quivering. Couldn't stop. The orgasm rolling through her in waves. Each one stronger than the last. Her pussy milking every drop from him. Her bitten nipples aching. Her whole being consumed.

Finally it passed. She collapsed against him. Her forehead against his shoulder. Both breathing hard. Both destroyed.

They stayed like that. Connected. His softening cock still inside her. His cum already leaking where they joined. Neither wanting to move. Neither ready to face what just happened.

What they'd become.

She climbed off slowly. His cock slipping free. His cum poured from her pussy. Ran down her thighs. Dripped onto the bathroom floor. So much. Evidence everywhere.

She pulled up her costume. Covered her marked breasts. Her hands shaking. Her legs barely supporting her weight.

He tucked himself back in. Straightened his clothes. Both avoiding the mirror. Not wanting to see their reflections. Not wanting to acknowledge the wild desperate people they'd just been.

She grabbed paper towels. Cleaned herself. Wiped the floor. Her panties stayed under the sink. Too soaked. Too ruined.

He unlocked the door. Checked the hallway. Empty.

She left first. He followed minutes later. Both returning to normal. Professional. Separate.

But everything had changed. They both knew it.

The danger was what they needed. The risk of discovery. The terror making everything perfect.

And there was no going back.
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Landon's cock buried deep inside Camille. She wrapped her legs tighter around his waist. Pulled him deeper. Her back pressed against the set bed. The actual bed where scene ten happened every night. Where hundreds watched them pretend.

This was different. They had the whole theater. Empty. Dark. Just dim work lights casting shadows across the stage. Everyone supposedly gone. No rushing. No stolen minutes. No frantic scrambling.

"Finally," Camille gasped. Her green eyes bright with excitement. "We can actually fuck on this thing properly."

Landon grinned against her neck. His teeth scraped her pale skin. "About fucking time."

They'd stripped completely. Clothes scattered across the stage floor. His shirt near the wings. Her skirt draped over a chair. No barriers between them. Just naked skin against naked skin. Hot. Slick with sweat.

They'd done it so many times behind the frosted glass. Quick brutal fucks while the cast froze on stage. Always rushed. Always desperate. Always ending before they wanted. This bed had felt their bodies writhing. Heard their muffled moans. Absorbed the heat of every performance.

Now they could take it. Use it. Make it theirs without three minutes and a blackout.

Landon's hips thrust harder. His thick cock dragging through Camille's wet walls. She arched up to meet him. Her full naked breasts bouncing with each impact. Nipples hard pink peaks. He watched them move. Groaned. Dropped his mouth to catch one.

Camille cried out. Her fingers tangled in his dark hair. Held him there while he sucked. His tongue worked the sensitive flesh. Teeth grazing. Pulling gasps from her throat.

"Yes," she moaned. "God, Landon. Yes."

His hand found her other breast. Squeezed rough. Kneaded the soft naked flesh. Her body responded instantly. Pussy clenching around his cock. Hips bucking up harder.

Landon pulled back. His cock sliding almost all the way out. Camille whimpered at the loss. Then he slammed back in. Hard. Deep. The force shook the bed frame.

"Fuck," Camille gasped. Her nails dug into his bare shoulders. "Again."

He did. Harder this time. His hips driving forward with brutal force. The sound of flesh hitting flesh echoed through the empty theater. Bounced off the walls. Filled the space. Skin slapping against skin. Wet. Obscene.

Camille's legs tightened around his waist. Her heels dug into his naked ass. Urged him deeper. Faster. She wanted everything. Wanted him to wreck her on this bed.

Landon's hand slid down her naked body. Found where they joined. His thumb pressed against Camille's clit. Circled. Applied pressure. The added sensation made her gasp. Made her pussy flood with more arousal.

"You're so fucking wet," Landon groaned. "Feel how wet you are for me."

Camille felt it. Felt her pussy clenching around his thick shaft. Felt the slickness coating them both. Heard the obscene sounds their bodies made. Wet slapping. Flesh on flesh. Her moans mixing with his grunts.

Landon's rhythm turned wild. His cock pounding into Camille with abandon. No measured pace now. No careful choreography. Just raw fucking. Taking what they both needed.

"Harder," Camille demanded. Her voice breathless. Wild. "Fuck me harder, Landon."

He growled. His hands gripped her naked hips. Held her steady while he thrust deeper. Faster. The bed frame creaked beneath them. Wood protesting. Springs squeaking. The sounds of their fucking filling the empty theater.

Sound echoed from the wings.

Footsteps. Heavy. Echoing across the empty theater.

Camille froze mid-thrust. Her green eyes went wide. Locked on Landon's dark ones. Both their bodies tensed. His cock still buried deep inside her. Her legs still wrapped around his waist.

Too late to hide. Too late to separate. Too late to pretend this was anything but what it was.

Diane emerged from the darkness of the wings. Stepped onto the stage. Stopped at the edge of the set. Her face shifted through emotions too fast to track. Confusion. Shock. Horror. Understanding.

Silence stretched. All three frozen. A tableau none of them wanted.

Camille's heart hammered against her ribs. Landon still inside her. His cock thick and hard. Neither moving. Neither breathing. The stage lights casting harsh shadows across their naked bodies. Exposed. Caught. Everything they'd hidden now visible.

Diane's mouth opened. Closed. No words came. She should leave. Should turn and walk away. Give them privacy. Pretend she saw nothing.

She didn't move. Frozen. Watching. Unable to look away from the sight of Camille and Landon joined on the set bed. The bed where scene ten happened every night. Where everyone thought they acted.

Something broke inside Camille. Something wild. Something she didn't understand.

Diane's presence ignited her. The shame and thrill mixing into something explosive. This was what they'd truly needed. Not an empty theater. Not privacy. A real witness. Someone who knew. Someone who saw them for what they really were.

Landon felt it too. She saw it in his eyes. Felt it in the way his cock twitched inside her. The way his hands tightened on her naked hips.

He started moving again. Thrust once. Hard. Deep. Camille gasped. The sound echoing through the silent theater.

His hips pulled back. Slammed forward. Harder this time. Brutal. Her full breasts bounced with the impact. Nipples hard. Visible.

Camille responded. Pulled him deeper with her legs. Met his thrust. Her pussy clenching around his thick shaft. Welcoming the invasion.

Their fucking turned wild. Aggressive. Nothing slow or intimate now. Just desperate grabbing. Brutal thrusts. The bed frame shaking beneath them.

Landon's fingers dug into Camille's soft flesh. Holding her steady while he pounded into her. His cock swelling thicker. Harder. Driving deeper with each thrust.

Camille's nails clawed his back. Raking down his skin. Leaving marks. Drawing blood maybe. She didn't care. Neither did he.

The shame consuming them. The thrill of being caught. Of being watched. Of Diane standing there frozen. Unable to look away from their addiction. From their need. From the truth they'd hidden for weeks.

Diane's horrified face watching them fuck. Watching Camille's naked body writhe beneath Landon. Watching his muscular ass flex with each brutal thrust. Watching them prove every dark thing she'd probably suspected.

This was real. This was them. No acting. No pretending. Just raw fucking on stage with a witness who knew. Who understood. Who saw what they'd become.

The pleasure built faster now. Harder. More desperate. Both of them chasing something beyond orgasm. Chasing validation. Chasing proof that someone else saw their addiction and confirmed it was real.

Landon's cock pounded into Camille. Relentless. Brutal. The bed frame shook with each thrust. Springs screamed beneath them. Wood protesting the violence of their fucking.

Camille's nails clawed down his back. Drew blood. Left trails of red on his skin. Her full naked breasts bounced wildly. Nipples hard. Pink. Visible to Diane standing frozen at the edge of the set.

"Fuck," Landon growled. His voice rough. Strained. "Fuck."

His hands gripped Camille's hips hard enough to bruise. Held her steady while he drove deeper. Faster. His thick cock swelling inside her. Getting closer. Both of them racing toward something explosive.

Camille's eyes locked on Diane's shocked face. Couldn't look away. Didn't want to. That horrified expression pushed her higher. Made her pussy clench rhythmically around Landon's shaft. Made the pleasure build faster. Harder. More intense than anything behind the frosted glass.

Diane saw them. Saw what they really were. Two addicts feeding their need. Two people consumed by something dark and shameful. Two performers who'd been fucking on stage for weeks while everyone thought it was art.

The witness made everything real. Made the addiction tangible. Confirmed. No more hiding. No more pretending. Just the raw truth exposed under stage lights.

"Close," Camille gasped. Her green eyes still fixed on Diane. "So close."

Landon's hand found her throat. Wrapped around it. Squeezed. Not crushing. Just firm. Possessive. Holding her in place while he fucked her.

The pressure made Camille's eyes widen. Made her breath catch. Made the pleasure spike sharp and sudden through her core.

"Come," Landon demanded. His voice breaking. His hand tightening on her throat. "Come for me. Let her see you."

His words shattered her. Camille's orgasm hit violent. Sudden. Her pussy clenched hard around his thick cock. Pulsing. Squeezing. Milking him. Her whole body convulsing with the force of it.

She screamed. Loud. Raw. Shameless. The sound echoing through the empty theater. Bouncing off the walls. Filling every seat where audiences sat every night. Where her husband sat. Where Landon's wife sat.

Her eyes never left Diane's face. Watched that expression shift from horror to disgust to something like pity. The most intense orgasm because Diane knew. Saw them for what they truly were.

One more brutal thrust and Landon followed. His cock pulsing inside Camille. Filling her. His body shaking. Convulsing. His breath harsh against her ear. A guttural groan tearing from his throat. His hand releasing her throat.

They collapsed together. Sweating. Panting. Hearts hammering. Camille's legs still wrapped around Landon's waist. His cock still buried inside her. Both their naked bodies slick with sweat and arousal.

Diane's face showed everything. Disgust clear. Horror evident. Pity unmistakable. She'd witnessed their addiction. Confirmed what they'd been doing. Seen the truth no one else knew.

The theater silent except for their ragged breathing. The stage lights harsh on their naked skin. The bed soaked beneath them. Evidence everywhere of what they'd done. What they were.

Diane turned slowly. Started to leave. Her footsteps echoing across the stage.

Panic flooded through Camille. Sharp. Immediate. She scrambled up. Pulled away from Landon. His cock sliding out of her. She grabbed her skirt desperately. Her shirt. Pulled them on with shaking hands.

"Diane," she called. Her voice breaking. "Wait."

Camille chased Diane into the wings. Her shirt half buttoned. Her skirt twisted. Panic flooding through her veins. Sharp. Immediate. Overwhelming.

She grabbed Diane's arm. Spun her around. Her mouth opened to beg. To plead. To threaten maybe. Whatever words might keep her secret safe.

But Diane's face stopped her. Not disgust. Shock yes. But something else underneath. Something Camille couldn't quite read.

"That scream," Diane whispered. Her voice low. Stunned. "In scene ten. Every night."

Camille froze. Couldn't speak. Her throat tight. Her heart hammering against her ribs.

"You're actually..." Diane's eyes widened further. Realization dawning across her features. "The whole time... oh my god."

Camille's hand fell away from Diane's arm. She stood there. Exposed. Nowhere to hide. No words to deny what Diane had just witnessed.

"You two have been fucking on stage for weeks."

Not a question. A statement of fact. Diane's voice colored with something like awe. Like she couldn't quite believe it but knew it was true.

Camille nodded. Tears threatening. Waiting for judgment. For disgust. For the moment Diane would walk away and destroy everything.

But Diane shook her head. Almost laughed. The sound disbelieving. "That's... that's insane. That's brilliant. That's completely insane."

The awe clear in her voice now. Not disgust. Not horror. Genuine admiration mixed with shock. Like she'd discovered something she never expected. Something fascinating and terrible at once.

Then Diane's face hardened. Her expression shifting serious. She grabbed both Camille's shoulders. Looked her directly in the eyes.

"You need to be more careful. If anyone else finds out..."

She listed consequences. Marriages destroyed. Careers ruined. The theater scandal. Professional blacklisting. Both their reputations gone forever. Everything they'd built crumbling. Families broken. Lives demolished.

Camille felt each word like a blow. Felt the reality crashing down. The danger they'd been courting. The risk they'd been taking every night behind the frosted glass.

"I won't tell anyone," Diane said. Her voice firm. Certain. "Your secret's safe."

Relief flooded through Camille. Sharp. Sudden. Her knees went weak. She exhaled hard.

"Thank you," she gasped. "God, thank you."

Diane glanced back toward the stage. Toward where Landon waited in the shadows. She leaned close to Camille's ear. Whispered so only she could hear.

"I'm jealous. Landon is... he's a stud."

She pulled back. A small smile on her face. Not judgmental. Something almost conspiratorial. Like they shared a secret now. Like she understood something about the addiction. About the need.

"Just be smart," Diane said. "Be careful. Don't let anyone else catch you."

She walked away. Her footsteps echoing down the hallway. Leaving Camille shaking but relieved. Standing in the wings with her shirt half buttoned and her life still intact.

Landon appeared from the shadows. His jeans pulled on. His shirt still missing. Concern clear on his face.

"What happened?" he asked. His voice tight. "What did she say?"

Camille looked at him. Processing everything. The discovery. The conversation. The ally they'd just gained.

"She knows," Camille said. Her voice steadier now. "She figured it out. Scene ten. Everything."

Landon's face went pale. Panic flashing in his dark eyes. "And?"

"She won't tell. She's... she's actually impressed."

Camille looked at Landon and grinned. "And she thinks you're a total stud."

Landon blinked. Then laughed. The sound sudden. Shocked. Relief breaking through the tension. Camille laughed too. Both of them standing in the wings. Half dressed. Caught and somehow safe.

The laughter felt good. Released the pressure. Made the whole impossible situation somehow lighter. They'd been caught. Their secret exposed. And instead of destruction they'd found an ally.

They stood there. Both processing. Reality sinking in. They had an ally now. Someone who knew their secret. Someone who could destroy them but wouldn't. Someone who understood.

The danger more real than ever. But also validation somehow. Someone witnessed what they did and understood. Didn't judge. Admired even. The thrill complicated now with this new reality.

They weren't alone in their secret anymore.
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Final Performance
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Final show. The words hung in Camille's mind like a death sentence. She stood backstage adjusting her costume. The ivory slip that had become a second skin over the past six weeks. Her hands shook slightly as she smoothed the fabric.

Her husband sat in the fifth row. Same seat he'd chosen opening night. Same proud smile when he'd kissed her cheek before taking his place. Same complete ignorance of what happened behind the frosted glass every night.

Landon's wife was out there too. Somewhere in the darkness. Watching. Unknowing. Adoring her husband the actor. Never suspecting the truth.

Scene nine finished. Camille waited in the wings. Her heart hammering. Her throat tight. This was the last time. The final performance. After tonight, no more stage. No more frosted glass. No more Landon inside her while hundreds watched.

He appeared beside her. Close enough that she felt his body heat. Their eyes met. Something passed between them. Unspoken. Devastating. They both felt the ending approaching.

The cast took their positions on stage. Marcus and the others settling into the frozen poker game tableau. Claire standing near the wings. Diane catching Camille's eye briefly. A small nod. Understanding.

Camille walked onto the stage. Into the light. Behind the frosted glass partition. Landon followed. The audience settling into silence. Waiting.

This time felt different. Heavier. The weight of finality pressing down on both of them.

Landon grabbed her. Harder than usual. His hands rough on her naked skin. Pulling her against him. His mouth finding hers. Kissing her desperately.

Camille kissed back. Her fingers tangling in his dark hair. Holding on. Not wanting to let go.

He pushed her against the glass. His cock already hard. Thick. Pressing against her belly. She gasped at the contact. The familiar heat flooding through her.

His hands gripped her hips. Lifted her. She wrapped her legs around his waist. Opened for him.

Landon thrust inside her. One brutal stroke. Buried completely. Camille cried out. The sound raw. Real.

He fucked her harder than ever. Desperate. Urgent. Like he was trying to fuck away the ending. Trying to make this last. Trying to burn the memory into both their bodies.

His cock pounded into her. Relentless. Claiming. His hands everywhere. Gripping her ass. Her thighs. Her full naked breasts pressed against the cold glass.

Camille arched. Her body responding. Her pussy clenching around his thick shaft. Taking everything he gave her. Meeting each brutal thrust.

The audience watched shadows. Silhouettes moving behind frosted glass. Bodies writhing. Not knowing this was real. Not knowing it was ending.

Both of them desperate. Frantic. Chasing something they couldn't keep.

Camille's pleasure built fast. Too fast. Her pussy clenching rhythmically around Landon's thick shaft. The orgasm rising like a wave threatening to crash over her.

Landon's hand found her throat. Wrapped around it. Squeezed. The pressure making her gasp. Making her eyes widen. Pushing her closer to the edge.

But something felt wrong. Different. The pleasure peaked but didn't break. Her body trembling. Desperate. Chasing something that wouldn't come.

Tears streamed down her face. Hot. Unstoppable. Not from pleasure. From frustration. From grief. Not acting. Not Blanche's fragile breakdown. Just Camille crying because this was ending and she couldn't stop it.

Landon thrust harder. Faster. His cock swelling inside her. But he couldn't finish either. Both of them chasing something just out of reach. The finality killing what they'd always found together.

The three minutes ended. The scene over. Landon pulled out. Rolled off. Both breathing hard. Both unsatisfied. Both broken.

They lay there behind the frosted glass. The cast still frozen on stage. Maybe thirty seconds before the blackout. Before they had to stand for the final scene.

Camille turned her head. Looked at Landon in the dim amber light. His dark eyes found hers. Both their faces wet. His from sweat. Hers from tears.

She whispered. So quietly only he could hear. "I don't want this to end."

The words broke something between them. Made the ending real. Final. Undeniable.

Landon stared at her. His chest rising and falling. His jaw tight. Everything he felt reflected in his eyes.

"Neither do I," he said. His voice rough. Cracking. "But it has to."

The truth hung between them. Heavy. Devastating. Impossible to escape.

The blackout came. Three seconds of complete darkness.

Camille scrambled to her feet. Pulled on her slip with shaking hands. Fixed her hair. Wiped her face. Became Blanche again. Broken. Defeated. Being taken away.

Landon dressed quickly. Became Stanley. The victor. The man who destroyed her.

The lights came back up. The final scene. Camille played it through tears. Real ones streaming down her pale face. The audience gasped. Whispered. They thought it was brilliant acting.

The doctor led her offstage. She went willingly. Blanche's famous line delivered with genuine heartbreak. "I have always depended on the kindness of strangers."

Landon stood there. Watching her disappear into the wings. His face showing something the audience read as triumph. But Camille saw the truth. Saw something dying in his dark eyes.

The curtain fell. The audience erupted. Applause thundering through the theater. Standing ovation. Flowers thrown onto the stage.

Curtain call. The cast lined up. Holding hands. Bowing together.

Camille took her bow. Her green eyes finding her husband in the fifth row. Clapping. Beaming with pride. Completely unknowing.

Landon's hand briefly touched hers as they bowed. His fingers squeezing once. Letting go.

The final bow. The cast exiting. Both knowing it was ending.

The club downtown pounded with music. Bass shaking the walls. Lights flashing red and blue across sweating bodies on the dance floor. The entire cast celebrating closing night. Success. Six weeks of sold-out shows. Critical acclaim. Everyone drunk on alcohol and accomplishment.

Camille arrived with her husband. His arm around her waist. Proud. Telling everyone who'd listen how talented his wife was. How he'd seen every performance. How moving her final scene had been tonight.

She smiled. Nodded. Accepted compliments. Felt hollow inside.

Landon came with his wife. Her petite frame pressed against his side. She wore a tight green dress. Her dark hair curled. Makeup perfect. Adoring eyes fixed on her husband the actor. The star. The man everyone praised for his powerful Stanley.

The space between Camille and Landon felt impossible. The club too crowded. Too many witnesses. Too many spouses standing guard without knowing they were guards.

Camille's husband went to the bar. Pushed through the crowd to get drinks. She stood alone near the DJ booth. Scanned the room without meaning to.

Her green eyes found Landon across the dance floor. Standing with Marcus and Claire. Listening to some story the director was telling. Laughing at the right moments.

But his dark eyes found hers. Held the look. Said everything they couldn't say. The unsatisfied ache from scene ten still pulsing between them. Both left wanting. Both left broken.

Her husband returned. Handed her a vodka tonic. Kissed her cheek. Asked if she was having fun.

"Yeah," she lied. "It's great."

The director stood on a chair. Called for attention. The music lowered. Everyone gathered around. He raised his glass. Made a toast. Thanked the cast. Praised the production. Singled out specific performances.

"Camille and Landon," he said. His voice carrying over the crowd. "Scene ten is what made this show special. You two brought something I've never seen before. That visceral realism. That raw emotion. It's what the reviews kept mentioning. What audiences came to see."

Everyone cheered. Glasses raised. Applause echoing through the club.

Camille's husband squeezed her hand. Beaming. "You were amazing," he whispered in her ear.

Landon's wife wrapped her arms around his neck. Kissed him. Happy. Proud. Completely unknowing.

No one knew the truth. No one understood that the realism came from reality. That every scream behind the frosted glass was genuine. That the reviews praised actual fucking disguised as art.

The music shifted. Something slower. More intimate. Bodies pressed closer on the dance floor.

Camille's husband pulled her into the crowd. Held her. Moved with her. She went through the motions. Let him guide her.

Over his shoulder, she saw Landon holding his wife. Dancing. His chin resting on top of her head. Going through his own motions.

Their eyes met again. The longing visible. The need. The unfinished business from scene ten pulsing between them across the crowded room.

Camille excused herself. Needed air. Needed space. The club too hot. Too crowded. Too much pretending.

She pushed through bodies on the dance floor. Headed toward the bathrooms in the back. Her husband didn't notice. Too busy talking to Marcus about sports. Something about playoffs.

The bathroom was a single stall. She pushed inside. Locked the door. Leaned against the sink. Stared at her reflection in the mirror.

Her makeup smudged. Her green eyes red-rimmed from the tears during the final scene. Her pale skin flushed from dancing and vodka and the heat of too many bodies pressed close.

A knock at the door. Hard. Urgent.

She froze.

"It's me." Landon's voice. Low. Rough. Desperate.

Camille stared at the locked door. Her heart hammering. She should tell him to leave. Should walk away. Should end this now before it got worse.

She unlocked the door.

Landon pushed inside. Locked it behind him. His dark eyes found hers. Both breathing hard already. Both feeling the unfinished ache from scene ten.

No words. Just need. Desperation. Both reaching for something they couldn't name.

His mouth crashed against hers. Kissing her hard. Tasting vodka and need. Her hands pulled at his clothes. His shirt. His belt. Trying to get closer. Trying to finish what they'd started on stage.

Landon spun her around. Bent her over the sink. Her palms flat against the counter. Her dress hiked up around her waist.

He pushed inside her. One brutal thrust. His thick cock filling her. Stretching her. Home.

But it felt different. Wrong somehow. The bathroom mirror shaking with each thrust. Her reflection watching. Sad. Desperate. Not thrilling. Just aching.

This wasn't the stage. Wasn't the frosted glass. Wasn't hundreds watching while they pretended. Just two people fucking in a club bathroom while their spouses waited outside. Nothing special. Nothing worth destroying their lives for.

Landon fucked her hard. His hands gripping her hips. His cock pounding into her. Both chasing the high they'd always found together. The thrill. The danger. The addiction.

But it wouldn't come. The pleasure built but felt hollow. Empty. Like fucking through grief. Like trying to hold onto something already gone.

Camille's pussy clenched around him. Her body responding even though her mind knew this was wrong. This was the ending. This was them without the performance.

Landon thrust harder. Faster. Desperate. Trying to find what they'd lost. Trying to make this feel like it used to.

Her orgasm hit quiet. No scream. No violent shaking. Just a broken gasp. A whimper. Pleasure mixed with pain.

Landon followed. His cock pulsing inside her. His forehead pressed against her back. Both of them broken. Both knowing.

The silence after felt heavy. Final. The music thumping through the bathroom door. The party continuing without them. Reality waiting outside.

They stood there. Landon still inside her. Both breathing hard. Neither moving.

Music thumped through the bathroom door. Voices laughing. The party continuing. Everyone celebrating. Oblivious.

Landon pulled out slowly. Stepped back. Fixed his jeans. Buckled his belt. His hands shaking slightly.

Camille straightened. Pulled down her dress. Wouldn't look at him. Couldn't. If she looked at him she'd start crying again and wouldn't stop.

"Camille." His voice broke on her name.

She turned. Met his dark eyes in the mirror. Both their reflections looking back. Two people who'd shared something they couldn't name or keep.

Landon moved behind her. Wrapped his arms around her. Pulled her back against his chest. Held her. Not sexual. Not possessive. Just holding. The first time they'd done this. The last time they'd do this.

"We can't keep doing this," he said against her hair. His voice rough. Final. "The show is over."

Camille nodded. Tears threatening but she held them back. Swallowed hard.

"I know," she whispered.

They stood there. Holding each other in the locked club bathroom. The ending settling around them. Real. Undeniable. The addiction broken not by discovery or consequence but by simple brutal truth.

Without the stage, without the audience, without the frosted glass, they were just two married people fucking behind their spouses' backs. Nothing special. Nothing worth destroying everything for.

The magic was the performance. And the final curtain had fallen.

"I'll never forget this," Landon said. His arms tightening around her. "What we had. What we did."

"Me neither." Camille's voice barely audible over the music.

Landon released her. Stepped back. Their eyes met one more time in the mirror. Something passed between them. Acknowledgment. Grief. Acceptance. Goodbye.

He unlocked the bathroom door. Checked the hallway. Empty. Looked back at her one final time.

"Take care of yourself, Camille."

Then he was gone. Door closing behind him. Leaving her alone with her reflection and the ending.

Camille stood there. Stared at herself in the mirror. Fixed her makeup. Smoothed her hair. Adjusted her dress. Became the woman her husband married. The actress who'd just finished a successful run. The person she'd been before Landon. Before the addiction. Before scene ten.

She took a deep breath. Unlocked the door. Stepped out into the hallway.

Her husband found her immediately. Came toward her smiling. "There you are. I was starting to worry."

"Sorry," she said. Managed a smile. "Line for the bathroom."

He pulled her close. Kissed her forehead. "Ready to dance some more?"

"Yeah. Let's dance."

Across the room, she saw Landon with his wife. His arm around her petite shoulders. Talking to the director. Laughing at something. Not looking at Camille. Not acknowledging her.

They didn't speak again that night. Didn't even make eye contact. Two strangers who'd shared a stage and nothing more.

The party continued. Music. Dancing. Celebration. Everyone drinking and laughing and reliving favorite moments from the six-week run.

But for Camille and Landon, it was already over. The show had ended. The addiction broken. The magic gone.

They were just actors now. Nothing more. Nothing less.

The final curtain had fallen. And there would be no encore.
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Epilogue
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Six weeks later.

Morning sunlight filtered through the kitchen window. Camille sat at the breakfast table. Her husband across from her reading the news on his tablet. Coffee steaming between them. Toast cooling on plates. Normal life resumed.

She hadn't thought about Landon in three days. A record. The longest stretch since closing night.

The first two weeks after the show ended had been brutal. Her body aching for something it couldn't have. Her pussy wet at random moments. Remembering his cock inside her. His hands on her throat. The thrill of being watched.

But time dulled even addiction. Normalcy crept back in. Breakfast with her husband. Auditions for commercials. Teaching acting classes twice a week. Life before Streetcar. Life without the stage. Life without Landon.

Her phone buzzed on the table. Email notification. She glanced at the screen. Her agent's name.

"Work stuff?" her husband asked without looking up.

"Probably." Camille picked up the phone. Opened the email.

Subject: Role Offers - Your Streetcar Scream Made Waves

Her heart kicked faster. She scrolled.

"Camille, darling. You're hot right now. Every director in town saw that final performance. That scream. That raw emotion. They want your intensity. I have two solid offers and three more interested. Let's discuss rates. Details attached."

Camille opened the first attachment. A rom-com. Supporting role. Good money. Boring.

She scrolled past it. Opened the second.

Miss Julie - Modern Production

Her green eyes scanned the description. Modern adaptation. Set in contemporary New York. A powerful businessman's daughter and his chauffeur. Midsummer night. Sexual tension. Power dynamics. Class warfare.

Director: Marcus Hale.

She knew the name. Avant-garde. Controversial. Known for explicit staging. He'd done a production of Blue Room where the actors actually fucked on stage. No simulation. Real sex. Real orgasms. The theater world had talked about it for months.

Camille kept reading.

"Hale's vision: This production will not imply the sexual encounter between Julie and Jean. We will stage it explicitly. Tastefully lit but real. We need actors comfortable with genuine physical intimacy. Your performance in Streetcar proves you can handle the intensity required."

Her pussy pulsed. Sudden. Unexpected. Heat flooding through her body.

She scrolled down to the cast list.

Julie: Camille Dorsey (offered)

Christine: Diane Matthews (offered)

Jean: Landon Reyes (confirmed)

The phone nearly slipped from her hand. Her breath caught. Her whole body went hot.

Landon.

Six weeks of normalcy shattered instantly. Her pussy clenched. Wet. Aching. Remembering.

"Everything okay?" Her husband looked up from his tablet. Concern on his face.

Camille forced a smile. Set down the phone. Her hand shaking slightly.

"Yeah," she said. Her voice steadier than she felt. "Just got a couple role offers."

"That's great!" He reached across the table. Squeezed her hand. "Anything good?"

"One of them is Miss Julie. Modern production. Good director."

"Miss Julie." Her husband nodded. "I think I saw that in college. Isn't there a sex scene?"

Camille's heart hammered. "Sort of. It's usually just implied."

"Well, that scream you did in Streetcar definitely got their attention." He grinned. Proud. Oblivious. "You were amazing. I'm not surprised directors want to work with you."

She laughed. The sound coming out forced. Hollow. "Yeah. That scream."

Her husband stood. Grabbed his coffee mug. Kissed her forehead. "I've got to get ready for work. Let me know what your agent says about rates. I'm proud of you, babe."

"Thanks."

He disappeared down the hallway. Shower running moments later.

Camille picked up her phone again. Stared at Landon's name on the cast list. Heat flooded through her immediately. Her pussy throbbed. Wet already. Just from seeing his name.

She knew exactly what this production meant. Explicit staging. Real physical intimacy. Her and Landon fucking on stage again. Different play. Different characters. Same addiction.

Eight weeks of his cock inside her. Eight weeks of audiences watching. Eight weeks of the thrill she'd been craving since closing night.

Camille scrolled back to her agent's email. Started typing a response.

"I'm interested in Miss Julie. Send me the full script and contract details. When do rehearsals start?"

She hit send. Her hands shaking with excitement. Her pussy already wet thinking about it.

The reply came back within minutes.

"Perfect! Knew you'd go for it. Rehearsals start in two weeks. Eight-week run at the Warehouse Theater. Same deal as Streetcar but better pay. Hale specifically requested you. Said your Blanche was the most visceral performance he'd seen in years."

Two weeks. Camille's thighs pressed together. The anticipation already building.

Her phone buzzed. A text this time. Unknown number.

"Saw the cast list. You in?"

Landon. Her breath caught. Her pussy clenched.

She typed back fast. "Just said yes. You?"

"Yesterday. Been thinking about it since."

Camille bit her lip. Typed with one hand. Her other hand sliding down her stomach. "Thinking about what?"

"You. On stage. Eight weeks of fucking you while everyone watches."

Her pussy throbbed. She pressed her thighs together harder. "Me too."

"I've been hard all morning. Can't stop thinking about your pussy."

Camille's hand slipped between her legs. Rubbed through her pajama pants. Already soaked.

"I'm wet right now."

"Fuck. Two weeks is too long."

"I know."

"Your husband going to come to the shows?"

"Probably. Yours?"

"Definitely. She loved Streetcar."

Camille's fingers pressed harder against her clit. The thought making her wetter. Their spouses watching. Not knowing. Never knowing.

"Can't wait to have your cock inside me again."

"Two weeks. First rehearsal. I'm fucking you the second we're alone."

"Promise?"

"Promise."

Camille moaned quietly. Her fingers working faster. Close already just from texting him.

The shower shut off. Her husband would be out any second.

"Have to go. Talk later."

"Two weeks, Camille."

She deleted the message thread. Pulled her hand out of her pajamas. Stood from the table. Her legs shaky. Her pussy aching.

Her husband emerged from the bedroom. Dressed for work. Tie knotted. Briefcase in hand.

"You figure out which role you want?" he asked. Kissed her cheek.

"Miss Julie," Camille said. Her voice steadier than she felt. "Modern production. Really good director."

"That's great, babe." He grabbed his keys from the counter. "Who else is in it?"

Her heart kicked. "Diane from Streetcar is playing Christine. And Landon got the role of Jean."

"Landon." Her husband nodded. "That guy was great. You two had good chemistry on stage."

Camille forced a smile. "Yeah. We work well together."

"Well, I'll definitely come see it. Maybe bring some people from work this time." He kissed her again. "Love you. Have a good day."

"Love you too."

The door closed behind him. Camille stood alone in the kitchen. Her pussy throbbing. Her mind racing.

Two weeks.

She walked back to the bedroom. Climbed into bed. Her hand immediately sliding back between her legs. Fingers finding her clit. Wet. Aching.

She thought about Landon. His cock. His hands. The stage lights. The audience watching. Eight weeks of performances. Eight weeks of fucking while everyone thought it was art.

Her other hand grabbed her full breast. Squeezed hard. Mauled the soft flesh. Her fingers finding her nipple. Pinching. Pulling. The pain mixing with pleasure.

She imagined Landon above her. His thick cock pounding into her. The stage lights hot on their naked bodies. Hundreds of eyes watching. Her husband in the fifth row. Landon's wife somewhere in the darkness. All of them watching. None of them knowing.

Camille's fingers thrust inside her pussy. Two. Then three. Fucking herself hard. Her palm grinding against her clit. Her other hand still working her breast. Twisting her nipple. Making herself gasp.

She imagined the reviews. The praise. The standing ovations. Everyone calling it brilliant. Visceral. Raw. Real.

Because it would be real. Every thrust. Every moan. Every scream.

The orgasm built fast. Harder than before. Her whole body tensing. Her fingers pumping. Her hand squeezing her breast. Her back arching off the bed.

She came violently. Her pussy clenching around her fingers. Her whole body shaking. And the scream tore from her throat. Loud. Raw. Real.

The Scream.

The same scream that made her famous. The same scream that got her this role. The same scream that would echo through another theater. Another audience. Another eight weeks of addiction.

Camille lay there breathing hard. Her body trembling. Her green eyes bright. Already counting down.

Two weeks.
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