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Chapter 1

The room is dark except for the glow of my laptop screen. I’ve got my cock in my hand and I couldn’t care less about anything else in the world right now.

MystiqueM fills the frame. That’s all I know her as—a username, a mystery, a blonde MILF in a feathered mask who’s been destroying my brain for the better part of six months. Her hair is long and pale gold, spilling over her shoulders, and her body is the kind that makes you forget what words are. Full tits that hang heavy and perfect. Soft, curvy hips. A waist you could die for. And right now, on my screen, those full lips are wrapped tight around a silicone cock, her eyes half-lidded above the delicate mask as she moans for the camera like she means every single second of it.

She probably does. That’s the thing about her that gets me hardest. She doesn’t perform it like it’s a job. She performs it like she’s starving.

My cock throbs in my grip. I tighten my fist and drag it slow from base to tip, matching her rhythm. Slick with pre-cum, the sensation is perfect—not quite enough, just enough to keep me agonizingly close. I’ve been here before with her. This specific edge. She has a way of keeping you there, bobbing her head in long, deliberate pulls on that toy, her moans low and resonant through my laptop speakers, and every time I think I’m about to go over, she pauses, looks directly into the camera, and licks the tip with that obscene little smile.

“Fuck,” I breathe at the ceiling.

I scroll the chat with my free hand because I’m a degenerate and I know it. The comments are flying up the screen in a torrent—thousands of men in real time, losing their minds over this woman.

goddess

I’d give anything to be that toy rn

MILF of the century no cap

she’s looking right at me I swear to god

tokens tokens tokens

I don’t send tokens. At twenty-one years old, I’m too broke and too proud to spend anything on OnlyFans. But I read every filthy comment and it only gets me harder, this collective worship of a woman none of us actually know. Somewhere behind that mask is a real person, living a real life, completely unaware of the specific damage she’s doing to me personally. The anonymity makes it hotter. The mask makes it hotter. The fact that she could be anyone—

The thought tips me over some invisible threshold. My hips roll up into my fist without me deciding to. My thighs tighten. My breath goes shallow and ragged and I can feel it building at the base of my spine, that coiling, electric tension right before—

My phone buzzes on the nightstand.

I ignore it.

It buzzes again.

And again. Three rapid-fire pulses. Someone’s impatient.

“Come on,” I mutter, jaw clenching, eyes locked on the screen where MystiqueM is making the most obscene, gorgeous sound I’ve ever heard. I am right there. I am seconds away from—

The phone keeps buzzing.

I snatch it up with my free hand, barely glancing at the screen. Chris is text bombing me.

Dude, you here yet? Dad’s about to leave.

Mark?

MARK!

I stare at the texts. The heat drains out of me with the efficiency of a cold shower. Chris Blackwood. My best friend since we were ten years old, since we were splitting peanut butter sandwiches and arguing about video games and getting into the kind of stupid trouble that only kids with nothing better to do can find. We’re both twenty-one now—adults, theoretically—and he is currently texting me with the exact same energy he had at twelve, which is to say he has zero chill and zero patience and I promised him I’d be there two hours ago.

I drop my head back against the pillow. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

On the laptop, MystiqueM finishes her set and sits back on her heels, chest heaving, mask perfectly in place, looking impossibly satisfied. The chat explodes. I wouldn’t know, because I’m no longer watching. I’m staring at Chris’s texts with a fully hard, achingly unsatisfied cock and the particular misery of a man who has been cockblocked by his own best friend from a thousand miles away.

I type back: on my way

Then I close the laptop. MystiqueM disappears. The room plunges into real dark.

Getting my jeans on is an event. I’m still half-hard when I zip up, and the denim does nothing generous for the situation. I shift my cock sideways, trying for something approaching comfort, and settle for containment. It’ll go down. Probably. I grab my keys off the dresser and my phone off the nightstand and catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror—dark hair a mess from the pillow, hazel eyes a little glassy, jaw stubbled, shirt wrinkled, and a visible outline in my jeans that I genuinely hope fades before I knock on the Blackwoods’ door.

I head downstairs and out into the afternoon, squinting at the sun.

The Blackwood mansion is about twenty minutes away. Twenty minutes to think about anything other than a masked blonde MILF and her extremely talented mouth. Twenty minutes to remember that I’m going to see my best friend, who trusts me completely, and his family, who have been nothing but generous to me my whole life.

By the time I’m halfway there, I’m still half-hard.

Some things take longer than twenty minutes.


Chapter 2

The gates alone could swallow my parents’ house whole.

I idle at the entrance of the Blackwood estate for a second before they swing open—iron, ornate, tipped with gold accents that catch the afternoon sun like they’re trying to blind you into submission. The driveway is half a mile of perfect pavement lined with oak trees that have been here longer than Richard Blackwood’s bank account, winding up to a mansion that belongs in a different century entirely. Stone façade. Four chimneys. Windows that are more architectural statement than window. A fountain in the circular driveway that runs year-round because why not. The grounds are immaculate—grass so green and even it looks artificial, topiary trimmed to geometric precision, flower beds arranged like God personally approved the layout.

This is what it looks like when a man convinces thousands of people that giving him their money is the same thing as giving it to Jesus.

Richard Blackwood, senior pastor of Grace Cathedral, a man who appears on television and streaming platforms to an audience of roughly two million weekly subscribers, built this palace on the backs of widows and retirees writing checks because he told them it was an act of faith. He’s never once said it in those exact words. He doesn’t have to. The mansion speaks for itself. It practically has its own zip code.

I park behind Chris’s truck and barely get the door open before he’s coming down the front steps, sandy hair catching the light, that easy, loping stride I’ve known since we were both too small to see over the kitchen counter.

“Finally,” he says, spreading his arms wide. “I was starting to think you died.”

“Traffic,” I say, which is a lie, but he doesn’t need to know the truth.

He claps me on the shoulder and pulls me into the kind of back-slapping hug that men our age have decided is the appropriate substitute for actually telling each other we’re glad to see each other. I am glad to see him. Chris is one of those people who makes existing feel easy—uncomplicated in a way that most people aren’t. We’ve been best friends since we were ten years old, and some things just don’t require maintenance.

“Mom’s inside,” he says, turning back toward the door. “She made her lemon cake.”

I follow him in.

The foyer is marble and vaulted ceilings and a chandelier that cost more than most cars. I barely see any of it, because at the far end of the hall, Elizabeth Blackwood is walking toward me.

She’s wearing a sundress. Pale yellow, thin cotton, with a neckline that dips just low enough to make the decision feel deliberate. It hugs every curve she has, and she has curves in quantities that most women spend money trying to replicate. She’s forty-two years old and she moves like the world was designed around her body—that easy, unhurried grace that comes from knowing exactly what you look like. Her blonde hair is down today, falling past her shoulders in long, soft waves. Her hazel eyes find mine the second she rounds the corner, and she smiles.

God help me.

I have been attracted to Elizabeth Blackwood since I was fourteen years old. Since the specific afternoon I walked into this house after school with Chris and found her in the kitchen in a bikini, fresh from the pool, water still beading on her tanned shoulders, and something rewired in my adolescent brain that has never fully recovered. I was too young to know what to do with it then. Now I’m twenty-one, and I still don’t know what to do with it, except bury it deep enough that Chris never notices it on my face.

The sundress does nothing to help.

Her breasts press against the thin fabric with the kind of natural, heavy fullness that no push-up bra could improve upon. Her waist narrows beneath them, then flares back out at her hips in a curve that the fabric clings to like it’s grateful. Her legs are long and toned, lightly tanned, bare from the hem of the dress to her flat sandals. There are faint freckles on her shoulders. I have memorized those freckles without meaning to.

She’s sexier than women half her age. Not in a trying-too-hard way. In a completely effortless way that’s somehow worse.

“Mark,” she says warmly, opening her arms.

I step into the hug and immediately regret it.

Her body is soft and warm and perfectly curved and she presses the full length of it against me—her chest mashing into mine, the substantial weight of her breasts pushing through the thin dress against my chest. She smells like something clean and floral that I couldn’t name if you paid me, and her hands settle flat against my back and she holds the embrace for exactly one second too long.

My cock is hard before the hug is halfway over.

There is nothing I can do about it. It happens the way lightning happens—fast, involuntary, non-negotiable. The thick length of me presses firmly against her soft stomach, separated by the denim of my jeans and the thin cotton of her dress, and she either doesn’t notice or is too gracious to acknowledge it. She squeezes my shoulders as she steps back.

Or she notices and chooses to file it away for later. I don’t know. I can’t read her. I’ve never been able to.

“It’s so good to see you,” she says. Her eyes are warm. Her smile is warm. Her everything is warm. “You’ve been gone too long.”

“Good to be back, Mrs. Blackwood,” I say, and my voice comes out steadier than I have any right to expect.

From somewhere deep in the interior of the mansion—behind closed doors, behind the wall of a study lined with leather Bibles and framed citations from politicians—Richard Blackwood’s voice rings out with the practiced boom of a man who has spent decades filling auditoriums.

“—and I want you to hear me, brother, because this ministry is at a critical juncture. The Lord is calling us to expand. A private aircraft isn’t a luxury—it’s a necessity for the work we’re being called to do. I’m asking you to be part of that calling. Can I count on you?”

The warm family home. The pastoral fundraising machine. The wife with the sad eyes and the sundress.

I stand in the foyer between all of it, still half-hard, and try to look like everything is completely fine.

Chris heads for the kitchen. “Lemon cake?” he offers.

“Absolutely,” I say.

***

Chris’s bedroom is the size of my family’s living room and dining room combined, with enough floor space left over for a putting green if he wanted one. He does not want a putting green. He wants the setup currently occupying the far wall—a triple-monitor array mounted at perfect ergonomic height, a tower that hums with the quiet confidence of serious money spent on processing power, a desk that has been specifically engineered for this exact purpose, and a chair that probably cost what I make in two months at the warehouse.

“Dude,” I say, because I don’t have a more articulate response.

“Right?” Chris grins and drops into his chair with the proprietary satisfaction of a man in his natural habitat. He gestures at the second chair—also expensive, already positioned—with the easy assumption that I’m staying awhile. “Dad got it for my birthday. Said it was a ‘practical investment.’” He does air quotes with his fingers. “I don’t know what practice it’s an investment in, but I’m not asking questions.”

“Smart policy.”

The game is already loaded—something we’ve been playing for years in different iterations, familiar enough that we fall into it without discussion. Controller in my hands, the screen divides. Within sixty seconds we’re three exchanges into an argument about strategy that we’ve been having, in various forms, since we were twelve.

This is the thing about Chris. Ten years and it’s still exactly this—the same easy rhythm, the same low-stakes arguments, the same ability to just exist in a room together without it requiring any work at all. I have other friends. None of them feel like this. Chris is the person I called at 2 a.m. when my parents were fighting so bad I couldn’t sleep. He’s the person I drove three hours to see when he failed his first EMS certification exam and didn’t want to tell anyone. He showed up at my door the day I got laid off from my last job with a six-pack and zero questions.

He trusts me completely. He always has.

I push that thought somewhere I don’t have to look at it and focus on the screen.

We play for a while. The room is good—cool and dark, the monitors casting that particular blue-white glow that makes the rest of the world feel far away. Outside these walls, the mansion breathes its enormous, expensive breath. Somewhere below us, Richard’s voice is probably still performing for a donor. Out there, Elizabeth is probably in a kitchen or a sitting room, doing whatever Elizabeth does when no one’s watching.

Don’t think about Elizabeth.

“Dad’s been insane lately,” Chris says, not taking his eyes off the screen. He says it casually, the way you talk about weather. “He’s on the phone constantly. Like, more than usual. All these donor calls, board meetings, the new campus they’re planning in—I don’t know, Nashville? Phoenix? Somewhere. It’s always something.”

“Has it always been like that?”

He tilts his head. “Kinda. It’s worse recently. He had a call last Tuesday that went from six in the morning to like eleven at night. Mom made dinner, and he didn’t even come out of the study.”

I watch him respawn on the screen. There’s no bitterness in his voice when he talks about his dad. There’s just a mild, distant acceptance—the resignation of someone who figured out a long time ago that a thing is what it is and there’s no point spending energy being angry about it.

“What about your mom?” I ask. I don’t know why I ask. I tell myself it’s natural conversation.

Chris is quiet for a moment. He picks off an enemy with clean, practiced precision and then leans back slightly in his chair.

“She’s been weird lately,” he says.

“Weird how?”

“Just... distant. Like she’s here, but she’s not really here, you know? She’s always been kind of—I don’t know how to describe it. She keeps herself busy. The tennis, the yoga, the church committee stuff. But lately it’s like—” He shrugs, searches for the word. “She’s going through the motions. I think she’s lonely.”

The word lands in the quiet of the room and sits there.

Lonely.

I don’t say anything for a second. On the screen my character is taking fire and I don’t move fast enough to dodge and I die, which is embarrassing, but I’m not thinking about the screen anymore. I’m thinking about the way Elizabeth looked when she came down that hallway. The warmth in her smile that was completely genuine. The way she held the hug one second too long, like she was reluctant to let it end. I’m thinking about Richard’s voice from the study—all that passionate concern for donors, all that spiritual urgency for a private jet—and the fact that somewhere in this house his wife is apparently floating loose from something she can’t name.

“You think she and your dad are okay?” I ask. Carefully.

Chris blows out a breath. “They’re fine. They’re always fine. That’s kind of the thing—they’re always exactly fine, and it never gets better or worse. They just coexist.” He pauses. “It’s a lot to watch, honestly.”

I nod. I kill two enemies in quick succession that I’m not paying attention to.

Here is what I know about myself: I’m not a good person in the way Chris is a good person. Chris is genuinely, structurally good—he became an EMT because he wanted to help strangers, because the idea of being there in someone’s worst moment and making it slightly less terrible appealed to him in a fundamental way. I admire that. I’ve always admired it.

I’m impulsive. I’m driven by things I want. I know the difference between right and wrong and I make the calculation every time, and sometimes I choose wrong because wrong feels too good to pass up.

I am sitting in this room with my best friend, who is telling me his mother is lonely, and I am thinking about her body in that sundress, and I know exactly what kind of person that makes me.

“She’ll be okay,” I say. “She’s tough.”

“Yeah,” Chris agrees. “She really is.”

We play for another hour. The conversation moves on—to EMS shifts, to a party next weekend, to whether the third installment of a game series we’ve been arguing about for years will be worth buying. Easy. Normal. The room feels safe in the way that rooms with old friends in them always feel safe.

I stay in it as long as I can.


Chapter 3

The Blackwood mansion has a gym. Of course it does. It’s on the lower level, past the wine cellar and the theater room and a room I’ve never figured out the purpose of, behind a door marked only by the faint, clean smell of rubber flooring and the distant sound of a treadmill running.

I push the door open.

Elizabeth doesn’t hear me come in. The treadmill’s motor and the Bluetooth speaker in the corner cover the sound—something rhythmic and low playing just loud enough to fill the space. She’s facing the mirrored wall at the far end of the room, moving at a solid pace, her ponytail swaying with each stride.

I forget what I came in here for.

She’s wearing yoga pants that leave absolutely nothing to anyone’s imagination—black, tight from waistband to ankle, fitting every curve of her like a second skin. Her ass is extraordinary. Round and full and firm, the fabric taut across it as her hips move in that easy, rolling stride. Above the pants, a simple grey sports bra that was not designed for a woman with her chest. It does its best. Its best is inadequate. Her breasts bounce with each footfall—heavy, natural, barely constrained—and I am staring at them in the mirrored wall with the focused, helpless attention of a man who has completely lost the thread of rational thought.

She’s forty-two years old. She looks like someone’s unattainable fantasy. The women I’ve been with are in their twenties and none of them look like this—this is a different category entirely, a body that’s arrived somewhere most bodies never reach. The yoga keeps her legs toned and smooth. The tennis keeps her arms defined. The years have done something to her hips and her chest that twenty-two-year-olds spend money at surgeons trying to replicate.

My cock hardens. Immediately, completely, urgently.

She catches me in the mirror and smiles. Not surprised. Not startled. Just warm.

“Mark.” She reaches forward and dials the treadmill down to a walk, catching her breath. “I wondered when you’d find this room.” She tilts her head. “Looking for Chris?”

“Yeah,” I say. Which is true. Is true. “Have you seen him?”

“He ran out to grab something from the store about twenty minutes ago.” She steps off the treadmill and reaches for a water bottle on the shelf beside it, her arm stretching overhead in a way that lifts the hem of the sports bra just enough to show an inch of smooth, tanned skin at her waist. “He should be back soon.”

“I’ll just—” I gesture vaguely at nowhere. “Wait in the—”

“Actually,” she says, turning to face me, “would you mind spotting me? I’ve been avoiding the squat rack because I don’t trust myself at heavy weight without a spotter.”

Here is the thing. Here is the absolute, unambiguous thing: the correct answer is no. The correct answer is I should probably wait upstairs, Mrs. Blackwood, because I am currently so attracted to you that I can’t look directly at you for more than three consecutive seconds without my body staging a revolt.

“Sure,” I say.

She smiles. “Thank you.”

She loads the bar—not light, but not max weight, something she clearly does regularly. I take my position behind her, hands up and slightly out, the standard spot. She grips the bar, centers herself, and begins her descent.

The yoga pants tighten as she squats. Her ass pushes back as she drops into the rep and makes contact with my hips—the full, firm press of her ass against the front of my jeans—and I feel my cock swell harder and I clench my jaw and I do not move because moving means I’m acknowledging that this is happening and I am committed to the fiction that this is a completely normal spotting situation.

It is not a completely normal spotting situation.

She descends into the squat and I move with her the way you’re supposed to, close, keeping my hands up to support if she needs it, and at the bottom of the rep I reach forward on instinct to brace her and my hands come up under her arms and catch the underside of her breasts—the full, warm weight of them resting briefly against my palms through the thin fabric of the sports bra—and I feel like I might actually die.

She doesn’t flinch. She drives back up through the rep like my hands aren’t on her at all.

Six more reps. Six more descents where her ass presses back against me and I’m standing there with a cock so hard it’s embarrassing, my jaw locked, my hands exactly where they are, grazing the underside of her chest on every assist. I can feel the heat radiating off her skin. I can smell her sweat—clean, faint, incredibly intimate. Her breath is controlled and steady. Mine is not.

She racks the bar on the eighth rep and straightens up.

I step back. I put my hands in my pockets. I try to think about literally anything except what just happened.

She turns to face me, still catching her breath, chest rising and falling with the exertion of the set. Her sports bra is dark with a patch of sweat between her breasts, and her nipples—her nipples are hard. Visibly, undeniably hard, the stiff peaks pressing through the thin fabric, and I know she’s warm and that can cause it and I try to believe that explanation but I can’t fully commit to it.

“Thank you,” she says.

“No problem,” I say.

And then she looks at my crotch.

It’s not a glance. It’s not a reflexive flicker of the eye that you could chalk up to accident or coincidence. It is a slow, deliberate, eyes-down evaluation that starts somewhere around my belt and ends at the prominent outline of my hard cock pressed against the front of my jeans. She holds it for a full two seconds. An eternity. Long enough that there is no universe in which either of us can pretend it didn’t happen.

Then she looks up.

Her eyes meet mine. Wide and slightly panicked—mine. Calm and faintly, unmistakably amused—hers. The corner of her mouth curves. Not a full smile. A smirk. Small and private and devastating.

“I should—” My voice comes out roughly. I clear my throat. “I should go wait for Chris.”

“Of course,” she says. Perfectly pleasant. Perfectly composed. “I’ll see you at dinner, Mark.”

The way she says my name shouldn’t do anything to me. It does something to me.

I get out of that gym and into the hallway and stand there for a second with my back against the wall and my heart going at a pace that has nothing to do with exercise, and I stare at the ceiling of the Blackwood mansion, and I think about the way she looked at me, and I don’t think she was confused about what she saw.

I don’t think she minded it either.

That’s the part that’s going to keep me awake tonight.

***

The Blackwood dining room was designed to impress and it does, relentlessly, the way all rooms in this house do. A long mahogany table that seats twelve, currently set for four at the far end. Crystal glasses. Cloth napkins folded into architectural shapes. A centerpiece that Elizabeth probably spent the better part of an hour arranging. The overhead light is warm and deliberate, flattering in the way expensive things always are, and through the tall windows the evening sky is going orange and pink over the manicured grounds.

It looks like the cover of a Christian lifestyle magazine. It feels like the set of one.

Richard Blackwood sits at the head of the table the way he always sits—slightly back from it, one arm resting on the chair’s armrest like a throne, with the comfortable expansiveness of a man who has spent decades filling physical space with his presence. He’s dressed in a collared shirt and slacks even for a family dinner, his graying hair neatly combed, his face arranged in the benevolent-patriarch expression he wears when he’s performing warmth. The paunch under his shirt is a little more pronounced than I remember from last summer, slightly straining the buttons at the middle. His hands are small and soft and he gestures with them constantly, the hands of a man who uses them for speaking and nothing else.

He leads grace.

“Father, we thank You for this table,” he begins, his eyes closed, his voice dropping into the resonant, practiced warmth of the pulpit—a voice with different gears, and he’s shifting into the second one now, the intimate-community gear. “We thank You for this food, for this family, and for the blessing of gathering together. We ask that You receive our gratitude as an offering. In Your name.”

“Amen,” says Chris, who means it.

“Amen,” says Elizabeth, who is already reaching for the serving dish.

“Amen,” I say, because I’m a guest and I know how this works.

Richard unfolds his napkin. Elizabeth begins passing the food around. The roast is perfect—she’s been cooking for a family like this for years and the meal reflects it. The table is full and warm and if you were watching from the doorway, it might look like something to aspire to.

Then Richard reaches for the salt shaker himself, passes it to Elizabeth, and says: “Elizabeth, darling, could you pass that back down to me? And try not to spill it this time.”

The last time. As if she spills things regularly. As if she is the kind of woman who spills things. As if this is a known, established characteristic requiring a gentle reminder.

My jaw tightens.

I watch Chris. He doesn’t flinch. He doesn’t glance at his mom. He reaches for the bread basket with exactly the same energy as before, which tells me everything—this is the water they swim in here. These words are so familiar to him that they don’t register as remarkable. They’re background noise. Weather.

Elizabeth passes the salt back without comment. Her face is smooth and pleasant and she asks Chris about his upcoming shift schedule with the warm interest of a mother who actually pays attention, and the moment passes because she engineers it to pass. She is good at this. She has been practicing this for decades.

Richard cuts his meat. “How was tennis today, Elizabeth?”

“Lovely,” she says. “The courts were empty by noon.”

“Hmm.” He chews thoughtfully. “I sometimes wonder if all that time on the court might be better invested closer to home. There’s always something that could use attention.” He says it with a mild, conversational smile, the smile of someone saying the completely obvious. He reaches for his water glass. The subject changes.

I feel something hot move through my chest. Not a dramatic surge. A slow, specific burn, the kind that wants to come out as words and doesn’t because I’m a guest in this man’s house eating his food at his table and there are rules about what guests do.

Elizabeth serves herself last, which she always does, which I’ve noticed over the years. She eats with careful, composed manners and she asks me about my work, about my parents, about whether I’ve given any more thought to school. She listens to my answers like they matter. She laughs at the right moments. She is, by any objective measure, the best thing at this table, and Richard doesn’t appear to see her.

Halfway through the meal, he tries the cake she brought out—the lemon cake she made this afternoon, the one Chris mentioned in the same breath as my name when I arrived.

“It’s a little dry, don’t you think?” Richard says. Not cruel. Conversational. To the table, not just to her.

Elizabeth smiles. “I’ll adjust the recipe next time.”

That’s it. That’s the whole exchange. And I watch her face for the half-second before the smile lands and I see it—the almost invisible tightening at the outer corners of her eyes, a tension across the jaw that comes and goes too fast for anyone not looking for it to catch. She absorbs it the way she absorbs everything: completely, silently, in a way that leaves no visible mark.

I think about what Chris said in his room. Distant. Going through the motions. Lonely. I didn’t need him to tell me. I could have figured it out just sitting here, watching her exist in the force field of this man’s ambient contempt and perform perfect serenity in response to it.

Richard’s phone vibrates on the table beside his plate. He glances at the screen and his face does something interesting—the patriarch expression shifts, opens, warms into something else entirely. The other gear.

“I need to take this,” he says to no one in particular, already pushing back from the table. “Brother Thomas—yes! What a blessing to hear your voice.” The voice has fully transformed by the time he’s three steps away. The warmth is enormous. Genuine-sounding. “I’ve been meaning to call you. How is Cynthia? Good, good—listen, I want to talk to you about something the Lord put on my heart this morning—”

His voice carries down the hall and then is absorbed by distance and closed doors. The dining room is quieter without him in it. Not silent—Chris is talking about a call he went on last week, something with a kid who choked on a marble, which turns into a story that’s both alarming and funny by the third sentence. I laugh. Elizabeth laughs, and it’s real this time, the laugh she has when she’s not performing.

She looks across the table at me at some point in the middle of the story.

Just a look. A brief, steady, acknowledging look, the kind that doesn’t require words, the kind that says you saw it too, didn’t you. A second. Less than a second.

I hold it.

Then she looks back at Chris, and she’s smiling at his story, and I’m watching the line of her throat above the neckline of the dress she changed into for dinner—something simple, dark, still slightly low-cut—and I’m thinking about the gym. The yoga pants. The two seconds she spent looking at my cock with that composed, appraising expression. The smirk.

The house feels enormous and close at the same time.

Chris gets to the part where the marble came out and the kid was fine and Elizabeth touches his arm and says “thank God,” and she means it, and Richard is somewhere in the back of the mansion promising a donor that God’s private aircraft needs will be met, and I sit at this table and watch Elizabeth Blackwood exist in a life she seems to be slowly dissolving inside of.

And I feel the pull of it. The specific, terrible, irresistible pull of something broken that wants to be touched.


Chapter 4

The mansion is too quiet at night. I lie on my back in the dark of the guest room staring at the ceiling, and the silence feels like pressure — the kind of thick, expensive stillness that only houses this big can produce. My own breathing sounds loud in it. Every creak of the structure settling sounds intentional.

I can’t sleep.

My mind keeps running the same reel. The gym. The treadmill winding down. The yoga pants pulled tight across every inch of her. The way her ass pressed back against me at the bottom of each squat rep — firm, deliberate, perfectly shaped — and how I stood there with my jaw locked trying to convince myself it was incidental. My hands catching the weight of her breasts on every assist. The heat of her skin through the fabric. The smell of her.

Then the worst part. The two seconds she spent looking at my cock. Not a glance. Not an accident. A full, slow, appraising look — down and then up — and the small, private smirk when her eyes met mine. Like she filed the information away and found it satisfactory.

I reach for my phone.

My thumb finds OnlyFans by reflex, the way it always does when my brain is doing this to me. Pure muscle memory at this point. I navigate to MystiqueM’s profile with the automatic certainty of someone who has made this particular journey more times than he’s proud of.

The screen is dark. No stream. No blinking live indicator. The chat window is empty and grey. Her last post sits there from three days ago — a thumbnail that I’ve already seen four times — and that’s it. Nothing. She’s not live tonight.

I set the phone down on my chest and stare at the ceiling again.

The letdown is specific and stupid. I know it’s stupid. I know that somewhere behind that feathered mask is a real person who has a real life and a real schedule and the fact that she’s not performing tonight has absolutely nothing to do with me. Knowing that doesn’t make the disappointment any less sharp. The anticipation was already built, the want already physical and specific, and now there’s nowhere for it to go.

I get up.

I find my way to the kitchen by memory and the faint ambient glow that the mansion puts out even in the dark — the little green lights on appliances, the landscape lighting bleeding through the tall windows. Everything in here is expensive and hard-surfaced and slightly blue at this hour. My feet are quiet on the marble.

I push open the kitchen door and stop.

Elizabeth is sitting at the island.

She’s on a barstool, sideways to me, and she doesn’t hear me come in immediately. There’s a wine glass in her hand — deep red, nearly empty — and a bottle open on the counter beside her that’s down by about a third. She’s wearing a silk nightgown, pale grey, the thin kind that catches light and lays against a body like water. It’s loose at the top, tied at the waist with a small sash. The fabric catches the warm under-cabinet light and her skin looks golden in it.

She looks different at this hour. Softer. The performance she runs all day — the composed smile, the warm-but-measured expression, the perfect hostess calibration — it’s set aside somewhere. She looks like herself, whoever that is when no one’s watching.

She looks up and sees me and she smiles, and it’s the loose, unguarded kind.

“Mark.” Her voice is warm and slightly slow — the particular unhurried ease of a few glasses in. “Couldn’t sleep either.”

“No,” I say.

“Come.” She tilts her glass at the barstool beside her. “Have a drink with me. There’s another glass in the cabinet over the sink.”

I should go back to bed. I know exactly what I should do.

I get the glass.

She pours without asking how much I want, which turns out to be a full, generous pour. I sit beside her at the island and the kitchen folds in close around us — low light, middle of the night, the enormous quiet of the house pressing in from every direction. This is intimate in a way I didn’t agree to and can’t back out of now.

We talk. Small things at first — she asks if the guest room is comfortable, I say it’s great, she laughs a little and says it should be for what the mattress cost. Her shoulder is almost touching mine on the barstool. The silk of her nightgown shifts when she moves. I try not to track it.

Then she says, “Are you happy, Mark? Out there in your life?”

I look at her. “That’s a turn.”

She shrugs one shoulder, and it’s an elegant, slightly loose movement. “It’s midnight and I’ve had three glasses of wine. I’m asking real questions.” Her eyes are glinting — that particular quality where the alcohol and the hour and something personal underneath all of it have mixed into something bright and reckless. “Well?”

I think about it honestly, which is rarer than it should be. “I don’t know,” I say. “I know what I want. I’m not always sure I’m allowed to want it.”

She considers this. Her thumb traces the stem of the wine glass. “That’s a very careful answer.”

“You asked a careful question.”

She laughs. Really laughs. And then she’s looking at me with that glinting expression and she leans forward on the barstool, her elbow on the counter, her chin propped on her hand, and she’s very close.

“You remind me of someone,” she says. Her voice has changed registers. Quieter. Huskier. Something about the midnight and the wine has taken the last edge off her composure and what’s underneath it is this — warm and direct and privately amused. “A boy I dated. Before Richard.” She says his name the way you’d say any ordinary word. No feeling attached to it whatsoever.

“Yeah?” My voice comes out even. I take a sip of wine.

“He was wild.” She smiles to herself — the smile of someone watching a private memory unspool. “Reckless. The kind of trouble you had to go out and find.” She pauses. “Or the kind that finds you, more accurately. He found me.”

“What happened to him?”

“Oh, I know exactly what happened to him,” she says, and there’s something complicated in that — fond and rueful and something else I can’t name. “We used to—” She shakes her head slightly, that private smile deepening. “We had sex in the most ridiculous places. Places you wouldn’t believe.”

The air in the kitchen gets a different quality. I don’t move.

She’s not looking at me now. She’s looking at the wine glass, or past it, at something in the middle distance that has nothing to do with this kitchen. Her voice has gone quiet and warm and entirely elsewhere — the voice of a woman lost in the specific warmth of a good memory, not performing it for me, just... having it, out loud, because it’s midnight and she’s slightly drunk and I happen to be here.

“The things he could do with his hands,” she says softly. “And his mouth.” A small exhale — half laugh, half something else. “God.”

She keeps talking. Her voice is low and private and she’s somewhere else entirely — back in a stairwell or a backseat or wherever that reckless boy took her — and I am sitting three feet away trying to hold my face together while the tie on her nightgown does something I cannot look away from.

It started when she reached forward for the wine bottle. The small movement shifted the silk, and the sash — loosely tied to begin with, the kind of careless knot you make when you’re going to bed and no one’s watching — started to come undone. One loop slipping free. I saw it the instant it happened. She didn’t.

“There was a parking garage,” she’s saying, and she laughs softly at herself, her head tilting. “Fourth floor. The elevator banks. We were supposed to be meeting his friends for dinner.” She shakes her head. “We were forty minutes late.”

The sash is fully loose now. The neckline of the nightgown shifts, softening, the silk beginning to fall off her left shoulder.

I take a sip of wine. I look at her face. I look at her face very deliberately and I think about Richard’s phone calls and Chris’s EMS shifts and every single safe, grounding thought I have available to me.

The silk slides another inch.

“He had this theory,” she continues, her voice warm with the memory, “that the best sex happened in places where you might get caught.” She tilts her wine glass, considering. “He wasn’t wrong.” A beat, then she adds, almost to herself: “He was very rarely wrong about things like that.”

Her left shoulder is bare now. The neckline has dropped enough that the upper slope of her breast is fully visible — that soft, smooth curve, lightly tanned, the skin looking impossibly warm in the under-cabinet light. My cock goes hard. Fast and immediate and total, pressing against the inside of my boxers, and I don’t move. I don’t shift. I sit exactly where I am with my wine glass and I keep my face doing the right things.

She doesn’t notice. She’s gesturing now, her free hand making a small, eloquent arc, the wine glass held loosely in her other hand, and each gesture shifts the fabric a little more. She’s describing something about being young and wanting things without apology and I’m hearing the words from a very specific kind of distance — the distance of a man who is watching the silk fall away from one of her breasts like it’s happening in slow motion and trying very hard to look like he’s listening to the content.

The nightgown slides further. The full shape of her breast comes into view — heavy and soft and naturally full, the shape of it catching the warm light, her nipple just barely hidden behind the last fold of slipping silk. I feel my jaw tighten. My cock throbs. I do not move.

“The thing about being twenty,” she says, and her voice has gone almost wistful now, slower, the story winding toward its own ending, “is that you don’t know how rare it is. You think that’s just how it is — that wanting something that much, being wanted that much—” She stops. Takes a slow breath. “You think it’s always going to feel like that.”

The kitchen is completely quiet.

She looks at the wine glass. I look at her face. The soft light catches the line of her jaw and the curve of her mouth and I am keeping my eyes up with a discipline that is costing me something real.

Then she looks down.

It happens in stages. Her eyes drop to adjust her wine glass, and then they keep going, and then she goes very still for a full second. The silk is open across her chest. Her breast is essentially visible. One moment she doesn’t know it, and then she does.

The blush starts at her collarbone — a warmth that spreads upward, moving up her throat and into her cheeks in a slow, unmistakable wave. She doesn’t make a sound. Her hands move quickly — precise, economical — gathering the silk back against her chest and catching the loose sash, tying it again with fingers that are slightly hurried but not fumbling. She doesn’t look at me while she does it.

Then the blush deepens. Her eyes flick up to mine for exactly half a second — not the composed, appraising look from the gym, not the smirk. Something more unguarded than that. A genuine flush of embarrassment, private and quick and human, and it does something to me that I don’t have a clean word for.

“I’m sorry,” she says, and she almost laughs — a small, self-deprecating exhale that’s half embarrassment and half composure reasserting itself. “The wine.” She smooths her palm over the fabric at her chest, checking the tie.

“Don’t worry about it,” I say.

She takes one more sip of wine, sets the glass down with a small, deliberate motion, and straightens on the barstool. Something has shifted in her bearing — she’s pulling herself back together, the soft edges of the last twenty minutes tucking themselves away.

“Actually,” she says, and her voice is pleasant and slightly brisk, “I completely forgot — I have a church committee call I need to deal with. The time difference.” She stands and smooths the nightgown over her hips with both hands. Her hair falls around her shoulders. “I’m sorry to cut this short.”

“No, of course.” I stand too, because it’s automatic.

She picks up her wine glass and the bottle together, fingers around both with easy practice, and she gives me a smile that is warm and composed and gives away absolutely nothing. “Goodnight, Mark.”

“Goodnight, Mrs. Blackwood.”

She walks out of the kitchen, the silk moving against her body with every step, and then she’s gone and the kitchen is just a kitchen again — cool marble and low light and a wine glass she left behind.

I sit back down on the barstool.

My cock is still hard against my boxers. The under-cabinet lights hum faintly. I sit in the enormous quiet of the Blackwood mansion and I think about the curve of her breast in that warm light, and the blush on her throat, and the half-second of something unguarded in her eyes.

I think about the phone call.

In the middle of the night. A church committee with a time difference. Right after her nightgown came open.

I pick up my wine glass and finish what’s in it and I don’t let myself look at what I’m thinking too directly. Not yet.


Chapter 5

I’m back in the dark of the guest room and I can still see it. The soft curve of her breast in that warm kitchen light. The blush climbing her throat. I close my eyes and it’s still there, vivid and immediate, like it’s been burned into the inside of my eyelids.

I’m not going to sleep. There’s no version of tonight where sleep is accessible to me.

I reach for my phone. I’m not even deciding to — my hand moves before my brain catches up, the same reflex, the same worn groove. I open OnlyFans and navigate to MystiqueM’s profile, and this time —

The live indicator is lit. Red dot, pulsing. She’s on.

My pulse picks up. My cock, which had only barely settled from the kitchen, starts to harden again before I’ve even clicked in. I pull my boxers down and settle back against the pillow and tap the stream.

She loads.

She’s wearing a cat costume. Black bodysuit, form-fitting, the neckline cut low enough to show the full deep valley between her breasts. Cat ears pinned into her blonde hair, which is loose tonight, falling past her shoulders in the same long pale waves I know by heart. The mask is different — smaller tonight, more delicate, just across the eyes and the bridge of her nose, black with a slight shimmer. She’s on her knees on a dark-covered bed, one hand braced on the mattress, the other wrapped around the base of a silicone dildo that she currently has between her lips.

She’s taking it slow. That’s her thing — she never rushes. Her lips are wrapped tight around it, pulling back in a long, wet drag that leaves a lipstick trail on the silicone, and her eyes are half-lidded above the mask and aimed directly at the camera with the particular, unhurried confidence of a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing.

The chat is detonating. I can see it scrolling in real time along the side of the stream — a white waterfall of comments moving too fast to read individually, broken up by token animations that flash across the screen every few seconds.

mrs. mystery absolutely eating

she’s so fucking sexy

i wish that was my cock she was sucking

I wrap my hand around my cock. I’m already hard — fully, achingly hard from the last two hours of this night — and my own grip feels like relief and agony simultaneously. I start to stroke, matching her rhythm, slow deliberate pulls from base to tip, my eyes locked on the screen.

She pulls the dildo out completely and holds it up, examining it with a small, approving smile — and then she licks it. The full length of it, base to tip, her tongue flat and slow, her eyes on the camera the entire time. Something low and resonant comes out of the speaker — not words, just a sound, satisfied and obscene. My hips roll up involuntarily into my fist.

“Fuck,” I breathe.

She sits back on her heels and runs the dildo down her sternum, dragging it slowly between her breasts, pressing them together around it with the flat of her hand. The bodysuit does nothing to disguise her — the full, heavy shape of them compressed around the shaft, her head tilting back slightly with her eyes closing in evident enjoyment. The chat absolutely loses its mind. Token animations cascade across the screen.

My hand speeds up.

She brings the dildo back to her mouth and takes it deep — deeper than before — her head bobbing in slow, long strokes that show exactly how much of it she can take, her throat working. The sounds coming from the speaker are wet and rhythmic and I have completely lost any pretense of composure. I’m stroking hard now, my breathing gone ragged, my thighs tight against the mattress. I can feel it — the specific, coiling pressure at the base of my spine, that electric tightening that means it’s close. Really close.

She looks directly at the camera and her mouth curves around the dildo in something that might be a smile. Her eyes are dark above the mask. She pulls back slowly, the dildo leaving her lips with an obscene sound, and she whispers something to the camera.

I am seconds away. One more stroke, maybe two —

The screen goes black.

No warning. No buffer. Just black, and then the small spinning wheel of a dead connection, and then nothing.

I stare at it. My cock is throbbing in my fist. My chest is heaving. The room is completely silent.

I hit refresh. The stream tries to load — gets halfway, the first blurred frame of her on that dark bed appearing for one torturous half-second before it freezes and then drops again. I wait. I try again. The connection wheel spins and spins and gives me nothing.

I drop the phone onto the mattress and stare at the ceiling.

My cock is enormous and hard and unsatisfied and my entire body is strung out on the specific misery of being right there and getting nothing. The pressure doesn’t ease. It just sits there, built up with nowhere to go, like a power line with no outlet.

I pull my boxers back up with the grim energy of a man dealing with a situation he didn’t choose. I lie there for approximately forty seconds before I accept that lying here is not going to help anything. The energy is too much. My skin feels tight. I need to move, I need air, I need something that is not this dark room and this specific frustration.

I get up. I find my t-shirt in the dark and pull it on, and I open the door and step out into the hallway.

The mansion is dark and silent in all directions. I stand there for a second getting my bearings — the guest wing goes left toward the main staircase, and right leads deeper into the house, past the family rooms, toward the master side. I turn toward the stairs.

I’m going to get water. That’s all.

I take about four steps before I realize I have no idea exactly where I am in this hallway, and I take the wrong turn.

***

The mansion’s corridors make no sense at this hour. I’ve taken two wrong turns already, and the hallway I’m in now looks like the one I want but isn’t — the lighting is different, the art on the walls is different, and somewhere ahead of me there’s a sound.

I stop.

It’s a voice. Low, hushed, the particular murmuring register of someone talking privately to a small audience. Almost a whisper, but not quite. It’s coming from the far end of the hall.

I should turn around. I should retrace my steps, find the stairs, get my water, go back to bed. I should do any number of reasonable things.

I walk toward the sound.

The master bedroom is at the end of the hall. The door is not closed all the way — it’s open about three inches, a thin vertical line of warm light falling across the darkened hallway floor. The voice is coming from inside.

I stop at the door. I lean forward and look through the gap.

The bedroom proper is dim, mostly dark, the bed made and undisturbed. But beyond it, through a second interior door that’s open, there’s another room — small, a study or an office, and inside it something is lit up with the specific, clean intensity of a ring light. I know that light. I’ve stared at it on a screen enough times to recognize it anywhere.

I see the ring light. I see the camera on a tripod. I see a woman.

She’s sitting cross-legged on a low bench in front of the camera, her body turned slightly toward it, and she’s wearing a black bodysuit and cat ears pinned into long, pale blonde hair, and across her eyes there’s a small, glittering mask.

My brain goes very quiet.

She’s still talking. Her voice is low and private and she’s winding something down — thanking her viewers, I think, saying goodnight in the particular way that’s intimate and practiced at once, the voice of someone who has done this many times and is good at it. I’ve heard her end streams before. I’ve heard that voice through laptop speakers in the dark of my room and I would know it anywhere, but I didn’t know that because I’d never heard it in the same room as my own body. I’d never heard it through a crack in a door.

I look at the ring light. I look at the camera. I look at the black bodysuit and the cat ears and the mask and the blonde hair and the curve of her shoulders and the way she holds herself — that same ease, that same specific grace I’ve watched on a screen for six months and touched to in the dark more times than I can count.

Everything runs together. The two images — MystiqueM on the screen, Elizabeth at the kitchen island, Elizabeth on the treadmill, Elizabeth in the sundress coming down the hallway — they collapse into one thing, and the one thing is sitting three feet behind a door I’m currently looking through.

Elizabeth Blackwood is MystiqueM.

The world doesn’t feel stable for a moment. It’s like the floor has shifted about an inch to the left. I put one hand flat on the doorframe and I breathe.

She’s still talking. She says something to the camera — something private and warm, the particular whisper she uses when she’s signing off — and then she says something that’s not a sign-off. She shifts her position on the bench. Her hand moves to the panel at the front of the bodysuit, and she unfastens something, and she starts to touch herself.

Her head tips back. Her free hand grips the bench’s edge. And she talks to the camera in a low, continuous murmur — specific, explicit, telling whoever is left watching exactly what she’s doing, what she’s imagining, what she wants. The words are barely audible through the door. I can only catch fragments. It doesn’t matter. My brain fills in the rest.

My cock is already hard. It’s been hard since the kitchen. It’s been hard since the gym. It’s been hard in various stages of agonized incompletion for this entire night, and watching her through this crack in this door with the ring light turning her golden and her head tipped back and her voice coming out in that broken, private whisper — I don’t think. I don’t decide anything.

My hand goes to my waistband. I push my boxers down. I wrap my fist around my cock and I start to stroke.

It feels insane. It feels inevitable. Both at once, with no separation between them, and I cannot stop. I couldn’t stop if the lights came on. I couldn’t stop if the whole house caught fire. I am watching the real-life version of the thing I’ve been fantasizing about for six months, watching her touch herself in the glow of a ring light, and my hand is moving in the dark of this hallway with the focused, mindless urgency of a body that has run out of rational override.

She says something. A particular word, or sound, and her back arches slightly.

The pressure hits me like a wall. My free hand finds the wall beside the door and I press my palm flat against it to keep myself upright. My jaw is locked. My thighs are rigid. Everything in my body is pulled toward this one converging point and I am right there, right at the edge of it, watching her and stroking and holding my breath —

I cum.

The sound I make is strangled and silent — barely a sound at all, forced down to nothing in my throat. But the release is complete and total and devastating. My fist tightens. My hips push forward. The first wave of it hits the wall in front of me and I’m shaking slightly with the force of it, every muscle in my body clenching in sequence, my vision going white at the edges as the pleasure rolls through me in a long, obliterating wave and then another and then the slow, shuddering exhale of the end of it.

I hang there for a second. Just breathe.

Then my brain clicks back on.

I look down at my cock in my hand, softening, the cum streaking the wall in front of me. I look at the door. I look up.

Her masked face is turned toward the door.

Her eyes are wide. Going wider. They are aimed directly at the gap in the door, directly at me — at my face, at my hand, at the cock still in it, at the mess on the wall. She sees all of it. There is no version of this where she doesn’t see all of it.

The color drains out of my face so fast I feel lightheaded.

I yank my boxers up. My hands are clumsy and immediate and I don’t do it right on the first try and I do it anyway, don’t stop to fix it, turn and move. I am walking and then I am not walking, I am running — down the dark hallway, my bare feet silent on the carpet, my heart slamming against my sternum with a force that I can feel in my ears.

Behind me, from the direction of the door, I hear something — her voice, cut off, just the beginning of a sound before the distance swallows it.

I don’t stop. I take a turn and then another turn and I am not in the right part of the house but it doesn’t matter, I just need to be somewhere that is not there. The image of her eyes through the crack in the door burns behind my own — the mask, the ring light, the shock going across her face in slow motion.

She saw me.

She saw everything.

I run.


Chapter 6

I don’t sleep. The light behind the curtains shifts from black to grey to the flat, indifferent white of morning, and I lie on my back watching it happen and thinking about her eyes.

Wide. Going wider. Aimed directly at me through the crack in the door, taking in everything there was to take in. Her masked face turning in slow motion in my memory, the ring light behind her, the shock of it moving across her expression like weather.

I stare at the ceiling until the light is fully up and I can’t pretend it’s still night.

The shower helps by exactly nothing. I stand under it for too long and then I get dressed and I stand at the guest room window looking at the perfect, manicured grounds — the fountain running, the hedges trimmed to geometric precision, everything in the Blackwood world in its correct and maintained place — and I debate for approximately four minutes whether I should pack my bag and disappear.

I decide against it. Leaving suddenly with no explanation is worse than staying. Leaving says I know something. Staying says I don’t know anything, or at minimum gives me the option of pretending. It’s a thin option but it’s the one I’ve got, so I leave my bag on the bed and I go downstairs.

The kitchen smells like coffee. By daylight it’s a different room entirely — large and bright and practical, the intimate warmth of the under-cabinet lights replaced by clear morning light coming through the tall windows, the wine glass from last night washed and in the drying rack. I stand in the doorway for a moment and it tells me nothing.

Chris is at the island.

He’s got a bowl of cereal and his phone in front of him, sandy hair still unsettled from sleep, wearing a t-shirt and basketball shorts, looking exactly the way he’s looked eating breakfast his entire life. He glances up when I walk in and his face does the easy, uncomplicated thing it always does.

“There he is,” he says. “Coffee’s fresh.”

“Thanks.” I pour a mug. I sit on the barstool across from him — not the same one from last night, the one on the other side of the island — and I wrap my hands around the mug and I focus on looking like a man whose entire internal landscape is not on fire.

He talks. That’s the thing about Chris in the morning — he’s always up and running at full social capacity before most people are awake, and he talks with the easy, uninterrupted flow of someone who has never needed an audience to be fully engaged with his own thoughts. He’s telling me about a call his crew went on last night — something with a residential fire, a ladder involved, his partner said something that was accidentally hilarious in context — and I’m nodding in the right places. I’m making the right sounds. I’m missing every third sentence because my ears are functioning at fifty percent and the other fifty percent is listening to the rest of the house.

Every sound registers. A door somewhere overhead. A footstep on the stairs. The distant sound of water running — a faucet, a shower, I can’t tell — and each one tightens something in my chest. She’s up. She’s moving through the house. She is going to come into this kitchen at some point in the next few minutes and I need to be sitting here looking like nothing happened, which should be easy because I’ve been lying to Chris’s face for years about his mother and this is just one more thing, except it isn’t, because this is different in kind and degree and magnitude from all the other things.

“—so I told him, if you’re going to argue about protocol in the middle of the scene, at least be right about what the protocol is,” Chris is saying. He takes a spoonful of cereal. “Right?”

“Completely right,” I say.

He looks at me. “You okay? You look tired.”

“Didn’t sleep great,” I say. “New room.”

“Fair enough.” He goes back to his cereal. It is exactly that simple for him.

I hear her footsteps on the stairs. Even, unhurried, the measured tread of someone who knows exactly where she is going. I pick up my coffee mug.

Elizabeth walks into the kitchen.

She’s dressed for the day — light blouse, tailored trousers, her blonde hair pinned back simply. She looks entirely composed. She looks like herself, the daytime version, the version that runs the household and makes the lemon cake and smiles with complete warmth at anyone who needs warmth from her. She goes directly to the coffee maker with the smooth efficiency of someone who has made this exact trip a thousand times before.

She says good morning to Chris. She says it easily, warmly, the way she always says everything. She asks him about his shift schedule this week and he tells her and she nods and pours her coffee and adds a single small spoonful of sugar and stirs it.

Then she looks at me.

Once. Briefly. Her eyes meet mine across the kitchen island. Her expression is perfectly calibrated — pleasant, composed, the correct warmth of a good hostess the morning after a normal houseguest evening. There is not a single crack in it.

But she holds it for one second too long.

It’s the same thing as the gym — not a glance, not a reflexive flicker. Considered. Aware. And then it ends and she’s turning to the window to check something in the garden, and I’m sitting there with my hands around the mug and my pulse at approximately twice its resting rate, because nothing in her face told me what she’s going to do and somehow that is worse than every possible alternative.

Richard comes downstairs at seven forty-five.

He arrives the way he always arrives — a presence before a person, his voice carrying from the hallway with some portion of a phone call still attached to it. He’s in a pressed shirt and slacks, tie not yet on but jacket over his arm, and he disconnects the call with a brisk thank you and sets his phone on the counter.

“Elizabeth.” He opens the fridge and pulls out orange juice without a greeting or a glance. “I need you to move my four o’clock on Thursday. Call the office.”

“Of course,” she says.

He pours juice and drinks half of it standing at the counter, then looks at Chris. “I need you this morning. The contractor is coming by the north campus property at nine — I need a second set of eyes and I need someone with sense.” He says it without particular warmth, as though Chris would of course be available and eager, which Chris is, because Chris is.

“Sure.” Chris is already pushing back from the barstool, already reaching for his keys on the hook by the door, already being exactly the accommodating, loyal person he has always been. He drops a hand on my shoulder as he passes. “I’ll be back by noon. Don’t touch my stuff.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” I say.

He grins. He heads for the door. Richard follows him, still reviewing something on his phone, and says something over his shoulder to Elizabeth about dinner and the name of someone she apparently needs to call today. Elizabeth says certainly and his name and the door closes.

The sound of the car engine. Gravel under tires. The particular, specific silence of a large house after two people have left it.

I sit at the island. My coffee is going cold. The kitchen is flooded with morning light and completely still.

Somewhere in the house, Elizabeth sets her coffee cup down on a surface. I hear it — the small, clean sound of ceramic on stone. A footstep. A door.

She’s still here. Of course she’s still here. She lives here.

I sit in the enormous, beautiful, silent Blackwood mansion, alone with the woman whose secret I now hold and whose eyes told me absolutely nothing this morning, and I wait to see what happens next.


Chapter 7

I sit at the island until my coffee goes cold and the silence gets too loud to bear. The kitchen feels wrong without the noise of Chris or the performative presence of Richard. Just me and the ghost of last night’s wine and the sound of a woman moving through rooms I shouldn’t be thinking about.

The mug feels wrong in my hands. The light through the windows is too clean, too bright, like the house is trying to scrub out what happened in the dark. I hear her moving somewhere upstairs—the soft click of a door, the distant tread of feet on carpet—and my body reacts before my brain does. My cock stirs. Just a little. A reflex at this point, Pavlovian and hopeless.

I need to find her.

I don’t know why. There are a hundred better choices. Packing my bag. Calling Chris. Walking out the front door and not looking back. Every one of them smarter than this. But my feet are already moving, carrying me through the foyer and down the side hallway that leads toward the back of the house, past rooms I’ve never properly looked at, past the kind of tasteful art that costs more than most people’s cars. The hallway opens onto a glass-walled corridor, and beyond that, the pool.

The pool area is stupidly beautiful. Stone pavers in some pale shade that catches the light. A long, rectangular pool that looks like it belongs in a magazine, the water so still and blue it could be painted. Lounge chairs with white cushions. A pergola draped with something green and climbing. The whole setup is designed to make you feel like you’re on vacation in your own backyard, which I guess is the point of having this much money.

Elizabeth is sitting at the edge of the pool.

My brain empties.

She’s wearing a bikini. Not the kind of bikini you wear to swim laps or sit in the sun with a book. The kind of bikini that exists for one purpose only. Black strings. That’s what it is—black strings holding together triangles of fabric that cover maybe thirty percent of what they’re supposed to cover. The top is two small triangles tied behind her neck and around her back, and her breasts are spilling over and around and through the gaps in a way that makes my mouth go dry. Full. Heavy.

The pale gold of her skin tanned just enough to make the contrast with the black fabric obscene. The bottoms are a thong—a fucking thong—sitting low on her hips, the curve of her ass barely contained, the string disappearing between her cheeks. She’s got one leg in the water, one knee drawn up, and she’s reaching behind to adjust the tie of her top, and the movement pulls everything tighter, and I stand in the doorway and feel my blood turn to something thick and cold and electric.

Lust. Terror. Both at once, indistinguishable.

She sees me before I can move. Her hand drops from the tie. Her head turns, and the expression on her face isn’t warm and it isn’t cold. It’s something I’ve never seen from her before—a complete blank, a wall, the face of someone who has decided exactly how this conversation will go and is waiting for me to catch up.

“What did you see last night, Mark?”

Her voice is quiet. Level. It cuts through the humid air between us and lands in my chest like something sharp.

I open my mouth. Nothing comes out.

She doesn’t wait. She stands up from the edge of the pool in one fluid motion, water dripping from her calf, and she takes two steps toward me and stops. Close enough that I can see the freckles on her shoulders. Close enough that the scent of her sunscreen hits me—something coconut, warm and faint.

“You follow me, don’t you?” Her voice drops lower. Something raw underneath it, something that wasn’t there a second ago. “On OnlyFans. You were one of the men in my chat.”

The words hang between us. Devastating. Electrifying. The truth of them so complete that denying it would be worse than admitting it, and we both know it.

“Yes.” My voice comes out rough. “For six months.”

She flinches. Just once, a small recoil, like I’ve touched something that hurts. Then her face settles back into that unreadable wall, but I can see it now—the crack in it, the thing she’s holding behind it. Her eyes are wide and bright and there’s something in them that isn’t anger. It’s worse than anger.

“Why?” I ask. My voice is thick. Stupid. Inadequate. “Why do you do it?”

The dam breaks.

She laughs. It’s not a laugh—it’s a sound that comes from somewhere broken, a single exhale that turns into words, and they spill out of her in a rush, whispered and raw.

“Because he doesn’t see me.” Her hands are at her sides, fists clenched, her knuckles white. “Because he hasn’t touched me in three years except when the cameras are on. Because he’s fucking his assistant and the worship leader’s wife and God knows who else, and he comes home and sits at that table and talks about faith and family like he invented them.” Her voice cracks. “Because I live in this beautiful prison and I smile for the congregation and I make the lemon cake and I sit through his sermons about fidelity and I want to scream until my throat bleeds.”

She’s shaking. I can see it now—the tremor in her hands, the way her chest rises and falls with each breath. The bikini does nothing to hide it. Her breasts heave with the force of what’s coming out of her, and I stand there and take it like a physical blow.

“The OnlyFans was—” She shakes her head. “I needed to feel something. Anything. I needed someone to look at me and want me. Not the pastor’s wife. Not Elizabeth Blackwood. Just me. The body. The—” She stops. Swallows. “It was pathetic.”

“It’s not pathetic,” I say.

She looks at me then. Really looks. Her eyes search my face like she’s trying to find the lie in it, and what she finds must be something else, because her expression changes. Softens. Breaks a little more.

“I’ve never seen a cock as big as yours.” The words come out quiet. Almost wondering. “Not in college. Not with the football players. Not ever.”

Something hot and desperate coils in my gut. My cock is hard. Fully, painfully hard, pressing against the front of my swim trunks with an urgency that I can’t control and don’t want to. The sight of her in that bikini. The confession still hanging in the air between us. The raw, naked need in her voice. It all converges into a single point of want so sharp it feels like vertigo.

I close the distance between us.

My hands find her waist. The skin is warm and slick with sunscreen and I can feel the curve of her hips under my palms, the narrow dip of her waist, the flare of her ass where the string of the thong cuts across it. She makes a sound—a small, broken exhale—and then my mouth is on hers and she kisses me back like she’s drowning and I’m air.

Her lips are soft. Warmer than I imagined. She tastes like sunscreen and mint and something deeper, something that’s just her, and her tongue finds mine and the kiss turns hungry fast—deep and searching and desperate. Her hands come up to my chest, fingers digging into the muscle there, and she makes another sound against my mouth, lower this time, a moan that goes straight to my cock.

I pull her against me. The full weight of her breasts crushes against my chest, the thin triangles of fabric between us doing nothing, and I can feel her nipples—hard, pressing into me through the bikini. My hands slide down to her ass and I grab two handfuls of it, firm and round and perfect, and I lift her.

She wraps her legs around my waist. The movement is instinctive, practiced, her thighs locking around me with a strength that surprises me. I turn and step into the pool and the water hits us both—cool, shocking, her gasp breaking our kiss for half a second before I find her mouth again. We sink into it together, the water rising around us, her body weightless in my arms, her bikini soaking through and clinging to every curve I’ve been fantasizing about for years.

She kisses me like she means it. Like she’s been saving it up. Her fingers are in my hair, pulling, her hips rolling against mine where our bodies press together underwater, and I can feel the heat of her through the thin fabric of her thong, the wetness there that has nothing to do with the pool.

This is happening. It’s really happening.

And somewhere in the back of my brain, a small, distant voice is asking questions I don’t have answers for. I ignore it. Her mouth is on my neck now, her teeth grazing the skin below my ear, and the only thing that matters is the way she feels in my arms and the sound she makes when I squeeze her ass harder and the fact that for the first time in God knows how long, Elizabeth Blackwood is not performing.

She’s just feeling.

Her mouth is on my neck and her legs are locked around my waist and the water is everywhere, cool against my skin and hot where our bodies press together, and I can’t think anymore. I don’t want to think.

My hand slides down her back, over the curve of her ass, fingers finding the thin string of her thong where it disappears between her cheeks. I trace it. Follow it. Her breath hitches against my neck, a small, broken sound that goes straight to my cock. My fingers dip lower, under the fabric, into the warm, wet heat between her legs.

“Fuck,” I breathe.

She’s soaked. Not from the pool. From me. Her pussy is slick and hot and I can feel how swollen she is, the folds parting for my fingers, the wetness coating them instantly. I circle her clit with my thumb and she jerks against me, her hips grinding into my hand, a moan tearing out of her throat that she doesn’t try to muffle.

“Mark—” My name in her mouth is something I’ve imagined a thousand times and the real thing is better, raw and desperate. “Oh God, Mark.”

My fingers slide lower. I find her entrance and push one finger inside her, slow, feeling the tight, wet grip of her pussy around me. She’s so fucking tight. Her inner walls clench around my finger and she gasps, her forehead dropping to my shoulder, her breath coming in short, ragged bursts against my skin.

“Another,” she whispers. “Please.”

I add a second finger. She takes it with a low, shuddering moan, her pussy stretching around me, wet and hot and perfect. I curl my fingers inside her, finding that spot that makes her thighs tremble, and she cries out—a real cry, loud enough to echo off the stone pavers around the pool.

Her hand is between us, fumbling with the drawstring of my swim trunks. Her fingers are clumsy, urgent, and then she finds the opening and her small hand wraps around my cock and the sensation is so fucking intense I almost lose it right there.

Her hand is barely big enough. My cock is thick—thicker than anything she’s handled, if her confession is anything to go by—and her fingers can’t close all the way around it. She strokes me once, from base to tip, her grip firm and unsure at the same time, and the feeling of her hand on my cock underwater—wet, slick, her palm sliding over me with the perfect resistance of skin on skin—makes my vision blur.

“Jesus Christ,” I groan.

She strokes me again. Slower this time, more deliberate, her thumb brushing over the head where it’s already leaking pre-cum. Her eyes are on mine, wide and dark and hungry, and the sight of her—Elizabeth Blackwood, the pastor’s wife, the woman in the mask—with her hand wrapped around my cock and her pussy clenching around my fingers, is enough to short-circuit every rational thought I have left.

My free hand finds her bikini top. I push the fabric aside, not bothering with the ties, and her breast spills free—heavy and full and perfect, her nipple hard and dark against the pale gold of her skin. I grab it. The weight of it fills my palm, firm and soft at once, and I squeeze and her back arches, a moan tearing out of her that’s half pleasure, half relief, like she’s been waiting for someone to touch her like this for years.

Maybe she has.

We’re making out and I’m fingering her pussy and she’s stroking my cock and my hand is on her tit and the water is splashing around us, warm where our bodies heat it, cool everywhere else, and the sounds—God, the sounds she makes. Every stroke of my fingers inside her pulls another moan from her throat, low and broken and real. Her hand speeds up on my cock, her grip tightening, her thumb circling the head on every upstroke, and I can feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, that electric coil of pleasure that means I’m getting close, too close, and I need to slow down but I don’t want to.

“Tell me how it feels,” I say against her mouth. My voice is rough, barely recognizable. “Tell me how wet you are.”

She whimpers. “So wet. So fucking wet for you.” The curse in her mouth is obscene and perfect. “Your fingers—God, your fingers feel so good inside me.”

I curl them again, pressing against that spot, and her entire body tenses. Her pussy clenches around my fingers in rhythmic pulses, gripping me tighter, and her hand on my cock goes still, her fingers digging into the shaft like she’s holding on for dear life.

“I’m coming,” she gasps. “Mark, I’m coming, I’m—”

The orgasm hits her hard. Her body goes rigid in my arms, her back arching, her tits pressing against my chest, and she cries out—a long, shuddering moan that echoes off the water and the stone and probably carries halfway to the house. Her pussy clenches around my fingers in waves, milking them, soaking my hand, and I keep my fingers inside her, gentle now, riding it out with her as she shakes against me.

Her forehead drops to my shoulder. Her breathing is ragged, her chest heaving against mine, and for a few seconds she just hangs there, trembling, coming down from it. I can feel her heart hammering against my ribs. Or maybe that’s mine.

Then she sinks.

She slides down my body, her legs unwrapping from my waist, and she goes to her knees in the shallow end of the pool. The water comes up to her chest, her breasts floating on the surface, nipples hard and pink, and she looks up at me with eyes that are dark and hungry and completely focused.

She takes my cock in both hands.

The sight of her—Elizabeth Blackwood on her knees in a pool, water beading on her skin, her blonde hair plastered to her neck and shoulders, both hands wrapped around my cock—is going to live in my brain forever. She stares at it for a second, like she’s memorizing it, and then she leans forward and takes the head into her mouth.

The wet heat of her mouth is fucking insane. She’s sloppy from the first second—no hesitation, no careful technique, just hunger. Her lips wrap around me and she sucks hard, her tongue flat against the underside, and a groan tears out of me that I don’t recognize as my own voice.

“Fuck, Elizabeth—”

She takes me deeper. Her mouth is hot and wet and her tongue is everywhere, sliding along my shaft, circling the head when she pulls back, and she’s making sounds—obscene, hungry sounds, little moans around my cock that vibrate through me and go straight to my balls. She works me with both hands, one wrapped around the base, the other cupping my balls underwater, and her mouth is relentless, sucking and licking and taking me deeper with each stroke.

She sucks my cock like a woman who’s been starving. Like a horny college slut who doesn’t give a fuck about anything except getting me off. The contrast is devastating—this poised, elegant woman on her knees in a pool, her mouth stretched around my cock, drool and pool water running down her chin, making sounds that would get us both excommunicated if anyone could hear.

No one can hear. We’re alone in this stupid, beautiful mansion with its stone pavers and its climbing vines and its perfect blue pool, and Elizabeth Blackwood is sucking my cock like it’s the last thing she’ll ever do, and I stand there with my hands in her hair and my thighs shaking and my cock throbbing in her mouth and I think, This is really happening.

This is really, actually happening.

My hands find her hair. Wet from the pool, slick between my fingers, and I grip it at the roots and pull.

She makes a sound—a muffled, surprised moan around my cock—and her eyes fly up to mine. Wide. Dark. Something flashes in them—shock, then something hotter, something that looks like permission—and I thrust into her mouth.

Hard. Deep. The head of my cock hits the back of her throat and she gags, her throat constricting around me, and the feeling is so intense I see stars. Her lips are stretched tight around my shaft, spit and pool water running down her chin, and I hold her there for a second, feeling her throat work against me, before I pull back and thrust again.

“Take it,” I say. My voice is rough, low, nothing like the voice I use in this house. “Take all of it, Elizabeth.”

She gags again. A wet, choked sound that vibrates through my cock and goes straight to my balls. Her eyes are watering, tears mixing with the water on her face, and she doesn’t pull away. She holds still, her hands braced on my thighs underwater, and lets me fuck her mouth.

I set a rhythm. Not gentle. Not careful. My hips pump forward, driving my cock into her throat, holding it there for a count before pulling back just enough to let her breathe, then driving in again. Each thrust pushes a choked, gagging sound out of her, and each sound makes me harder, makes me thrust deeper, makes the coil of pleasure at the base of my spine tighten another turn.

“Look at you.” I’m talking and I can’t stop, the words coming out raw and unfiltered. “The pastor’s wife on her knees. Sucking my cock like a fucking slut.”

She moans around me. The vibration travels up my shaft and I groan, my fingers tightening in her hair.

“You like that? You like having your throat fucked? This what you wanted when you put on that mask?”

Another moan. Her throat clenches around me, sucking, taking me deeper, and I can feel her trying to breathe around my cock, her nostrils flaring, her chest heaving above the waterline. Her tits are floating on the surface, nipples hard, water beading on the curves, and the sight of her—Elizabeth Blackwood, forty-two years old, choking on my cock in a pool—is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

“Your husband ever fuck your mouth like this?” The words come out before I can stop them. Impulsive. Reckless. The kind of thing only a man with a cock down a woman’s throat would say. “He ever make you gag on it? Make you take it all the way?”

She whimpers. A broken, desperate sound that might be a no. Her eyes are locked on mine, tears streaming down her cheeks, and she’s taking it. Taking every inch. Her throat works around me, sucking, milking, and I can feel the pressure building, that familiar tightening at the base of my spine that means I’m close, so close.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum.” My voice is shaking. My thighs are trembling. “You gonna swallow it? Gonna take it all like a good girl?”

She makes a sound—a choked, affirmative moan—and her hands come up to grip my hips, holding me in place, and that’s it. That’s all it takes.

The orgasm hits me like a truck.

The first pulse is deep—so deep I feel it in my fucking toes. My cock jerks in her throat and I cum, hard, the first thick shot hitting the back of her throat and she swallows immediately, her throat working around me, and I groan so loud it echoes off the stone. The second pulse follows, then the third, each one driving another jet of cum into her throat, and she swallows every one, her eyes closed now, her forehead pressed against my stomach, taking it.

I keep fucking her mouth through it. My hips don’t stop, shallow thrusts now, riding the waves of pleasure as they roll through me, each one making my vision go white at the edges. Her throat is tight and warm and wet and she’s swallowing around me, taking every drop, and the feeling of her—Elizabeth Blackwood swallowing my cum while on her knees in a pool—is so fucking intense I have to brace myself against the pool edge to stay upright.

The last pulse is weaker, a shuddering aftershock that leaves me shaking. I hold her there for a second, my cock still buried in her throat, feeling the gentle suction of her mouth around me, and then I pull out slowly.

She gasps. A ragged, wet inhale that turns into a cough, and then she’s breathing hard, her chest heaving, water dripping from her chin. Cum and spit. Her lips are swollen, red, her mascara smudged under her eyes from the tears. She looks wrecked. Beautiful. Used in the exact way she wanted to be used.

“Jesus Christ,” I breathe.

She looks up at me. Her eyes are wide, dazed, something raw and vulnerable in them that wasn’t there before. She doesn’t speak. She just kneels there in the shallow end, water lapping at her chest, her hands resting on my thighs, and we breathe together in the quiet of the pool area while the pleasure slowly subsides and leaves something else in its place.

Something complicated. Something that feels too big to look at directly.

I reach down and brush a strand of wet hair from her face. My hand is shaking. She leans into the touch, just slightly, her eyes closing for a second, and for a moment it’s just us—Mark and Elizabeth, nothing else, no masks, no performances, no audience—and it feels real in a way that scares me.

The moment lasts about three seconds.

Then her eyes open, and something changes in them. The daze clears. The vulnerability hardens into something else—something sharp and cold and familiar—and she pulls away from my touch like it’s burned her.

The pleasure drains out of me so fast it leaves a void. One second I’m floating, cock-deep in the best orgasm of my life, and the next I’m watching something break behind Elizabeth’s eyes.

Not break. Rebuild. The vulnerability I saw there—the raw, naked thing she let me touch—it hardens. Seals over. Her expression shifts in real time, the dazed hunger crystallizing into something sharper, colder, and I watch it happen like watching weather change through a window.

She pulls away from my touch. Not a gradual withdrawal. A recoil. Her hand leaves my thigh and she pushes back through the water, putting two feet between us, and the distance feels enormous. The pool that felt warm around us a minute ago is suddenly, objectively cold. I can feel it against my skin like a different element.

“This was a mistake.”

Her voice is nothing like the voice that was moaning around my cock thirty seconds ago. It’s flat. Controlled. The kind of voice that has practiced saying difficult things in rooms full of people and learned to keep the shake out of it. But I can hear the shake anyway. Underneath. A tremor she can’t quite suppress.

“Elizabeth—”

“Don’t.” She cuts me off. Her eyes are on the water between us, not on my face. “Please don’t.”

I stand there. My cock is softening against my thigh, wet and spent, and the physical comedown is its own kind of agony—the high receding, leaving clarity in its wake, and the clarity is brutal. I just face-fucked the pastor’s wife in his pool. I came down her throat. She swallowed. And now she’s looking at me like I’m a stranger. Worse than a stranger. A threat.

“This can’t happen again, Mark.” Her voice drops lower. The composure is slipping. I can see it in the tight line of her mouth, the way her hands are clasped in front of her in the water, white-knuckled. “Ever. Do you understand me?”

“Elizabeth, what just happened—”

“What just happened was a lapse in judgment. Mine. Entirely mine.” She looks up at me then, and the expression on her face is worse than anger. It’s fear. Raw, undisguised fear. “I have a husband. I have a son. I have a life that—” She stops. Swallows. “This isn’t who I am.”

But it is. I saw it. I felt it. The woman on her knees choking on my cock with tears running down her cheeks—that was Elizabeth Blackwood. The real one. The one behind the mask. And the woman standing in front of me now, rebuilding her walls brick by brick, is the performance. I know which one is real because I just had my cock in her throat and felt her swallow every drop.

She turns and climbs out of the pool.

The water streams off her body. Her bikini is plastered to her skin, the black fabric gone almost transparent, clinging to every curve I was touching two minutes ago. Her ass in that thong. Her tits barely contained. Water drips from her hair down the length of her spine, between her shoulder blades, and I watch her walk to the lounger where a towel is folded and I think, This is the last time I’ll see her like this.

She wraps the towel around herself. Not the careful, modest drape of someone who’s being watched. The desperate, covering motion of someone trying to put armor back on. She tucks it under her arms and turns toward the house, and she doesn’t look at me. Not once.

“I’ll see you at dinner,” she says. Her back is to me. Her voice is steady. The perfect hostess. “Chris will be home around six.”

Then she walks. Across the stone pavers, past the pergola, through the glass doors into the corridor that leads back into the house. Her footsteps are even. Measured. The walk of a woman who has spent decades moving through spaces without making a sound. The door closes behind her with a soft, final click.

I stand in the pool.

The water laps at my waist. My swim trunks are heavy with water, clinging to my thighs, and my cock is soft now, spent, and the emptiness where the pleasure was is filling with something else. Something that sits in my chest like a stone.

What the fuck just happened?

One minute she’s swallowing my cum and looking at me like I’m the answer to a question she’s been asking for years, and the next she’s wrapped in a towel telling me this can’t happen again with the cold certainty of someone reading a verdict. The whiplash is physical. My brain can’t catch up. It’s still back there, in the heat of it, in the wet grip of her throat, in the moment her eyes met mine over the rim of her wine glass in the kitchen at midnight.

I climb out of the pool. Water pours off me onto the stone, puddling around my feet. The air feels cold against my wet skin. I stand there dripping and look at the house—the enormous, beautiful, silent Blackwood mansion with its perfect grounds and its climbing vines and its windows that reflect the sky like nothing is wrong.

Everything is wrong.

I grab my towel from the lounger and dry off mechanically. My hands are shaking. Not from cold. From something I don’t have a name for. I pull my t-shirt over my head and it sticks to my wet skin and I stand there in the middle of the pool area with the sun on my face and the sound of the fountain running and I try to make sense of what just happened and I can’t.

She wanted it. I know she wanted it. I felt it in the way she kissed me, in the way her pussy clenched around my fingers, in the hungry, desperate sounds she made around my cock. That wasn’t performance. That was real. And then—

Then reality. The kind that lives in this house. The kind that has a name and a congregation and a son who trusts me completely.

I sit on the edge of a lounger and put my head in my hands. My hair is wet. Water drips between my fingers onto the stone. The mansion looms around me, quiet and enormous, and somewhere inside it Elizabeth Blackwood is putting herself back together the way she’s been doing for years, and I am sitting by a pool with the taste of her still on my lips and the certainty that whatever just happened between us is already over.

It can’t happen again, she said.

Ever.

The word hangs in the air like the echo of a door closing. I sit there until the sun moves and the shadow of the pergola finds me, and I try to believe her.


Chapter 8

Waking up hurts. My body feels like I ran a marathon and then got hit by a truck. Every muscle aches in that specific, satisfied way that means I used them for something they weren’t designed for, and my cock is tender in a way that makes me wince when I roll over.

The guest room ceiling stares back at me. Pale beige. Textured. I count the little swirls in the plaster for approximately forty seconds before my brain catches up to the fact that I’m not counting ceiling swirls—I’m avoiding thinking about yesterday.

It doesn’t work.

Elizabeth on her knees. The water. Her mouth. The choked sounds she made around my cock. The way she looked at me when I pulled out—dazed, used, real—and then the way that look hardened into something cold and terrified two minutes later. The towel. The walk. The door closing.

This can’t happen again. Ever.

I sit up. My back protests. My thighs are sore from holding her weight, from the tension of fucking her mouth, from everything. I run a hand through my hair and it’s still damp at the roots from the pool, which means I didn’t shower properly last night, which means I fell into bed with chlorine and Elizabeth’s spit still on my skin, and the thought makes my cock stir in a way that’s equal parts arousal and self-loathing.

I need to talk to her.

I rehearse it in the shower. Standing under water hot enough to turn my skin pink, I run through versions of the conversation like a script I’m trying to memorize. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have—No, that’s wrong. You wanted it. I know you wanted it. Then why did you—No. Fuck.

Nothing sounds right. Every version ends with me sounding like an asshole or a liar or both, and the truth—the complicated, messy truth that sits in my chest like a stone—is that I don’t know what to say to her. I don’t know what she needs to hear. I don’t know what I need to say.

I get dressed. Jeans. A t-shirt that doesn’t smell like pool water. I run a hand over my jaw and decide against shaving. The stubble makes me look rougher than I feel, and right now I need every bit of armor I can get.

The kitchen smells like coffee and bacon. The morning light through the tall windows is aggressively cheerful, golden and warm on the marble counters, and for a second the room feels normal. Like yesterday didn’t happen. Like the world is exactly as it should be.

Then I see her.

Elizabeth is at the island, her back to me, pouring coffee into a mug with the precise, unhurried movements of someone who has done this ten thousand times. She’s dressed for church—a pale blue dress with a modest neckline, her blonde hair pulled back in a loose twist, pearl earrings catching the light. She looks put together. She looks like the pastor’s wife. She looks like nothing happened.

Chris is at the table with a bowl of cereal and his phone. He glances up when I walk in and grins, the easy, uncomplicated grin of a man who has no idea his best friend face-fucked his mother in the pool yesterday afternoon.

“Sleeping Beauty,” he says. “Coffee’s fresh.”

“Thanks.” My voice comes out steadier than it has any right to.

Elizabeth doesn’t turn around. She sets the coffee pot down with a small, clean click and picks up her mug and moves to the window. Three feet of island between us becomes six feet of kitchen becomes the entire length of the room. She’s looking at the garden. Her profile is calm. Composed. Absolutely fucking impenetrable.

“Morning, Mrs. Blackwood,” I say.

She turns. Just enough to acknowledge me. Her eyes meet mine for exactly half a second—cool, distant, the same warm hazel that was crying around my cock yesterday now looking at me like I’m a stranger who wandered into her kitchen—and then she’s looking back at the garden.

“Good morning.”

Two words. Pleasant. Empty. The voice of a woman reading lines from a script she memorized decades ago.

The distance between us might as well be a canyon. I pour coffee and try not to stare at the line of her throat above the collar of her dress, at the freckles on her shoulders that I counted with my tongue yesterday, at the hands that were wrapped around my cock underwater now holding a coffee mug with perfect, practiced grace.

“How’d you sleep?” Chris asks around a mouthful of cereal.

“Fine.” Lie. “You?”

“Like the dead. Dad had me out at that property until two in the morning. Contractor issues.” He shrugs. “You know how it is.”

I don’t, actually. I don’t know anything about property or contractors or the particular brand of exhaustion that comes from working for Richard Blackwood at midnight. What I know is that my jaw aches from clenching it all night and my cock is sore and my brain won’t stop replaying the sound Elizabeth made when she came on my fingers.

I take a sip of coffee. It’s too hot. I drink it anyway.

“I was thinking,” Chris says, setting his spoon down, “you should come to church with us today. Dad’s preaching. It’s the eleven o’clock service—the big one. Full house.”

The big one. The one where Richard stands on a stage in front of two thousand people and talks about fidelity and family values with the conviction of a man who fucks his assistant on the regular. The irony is so thick I could choke on it.

“Sure,” I say. “Yeah, I’ll come.”

I’m not looking at Chris when I say it. I’m looking at Elizabeth’s back. Her shoulders are straight. Her posture is perfect. She hasn’t moved from the window. She hasn’t turned around. She’s listening to every word and giving us nothing.

“That’s great,” Chris says. He stands, collecting his bowl. “We’ll leave in about forty. Mom?”

She turns. Smiles. The smile is warm and perfect and directed entirely at Chris, and when her eyes slide past me to the counter behind my head, it’s like I’m made of glass.

“I’ll be ready,” she says.

Chris heads for the stairs. The kitchen is quiet. Just me and Elizabeth and six feet of marble island and the sound of the refrigerator humming and the particular, specific silence of two people who have shared something that can’t be taken back pretending it never happened.

I set my coffee down. “Elizabeth.”

She turns to the sink. Runs water. Washes a mug that’s already clean.

“I think we should talk about yesterday,” I say. My voice is low. Careful. “What happened in the pool—”

“Nothing happened in the pool.” Her voice is even. Pleasant. The kind of even that costs something. “You went for a swim. I went for a swim. That’s all.”

She’s lying to my face with the serene confidence of a woman who has been lying to rooms full of people for twenty years. The performance is flawless. It would be impressive if it didn’t make my chest hurt.

“Elizabeth.” I take a step toward her. “I felt you. I was inside you. You came on my fingers and then you sucked my cock until I came down your throat. That’s not nothing.”

She goes very still. Her hands are in the sink, under running water, and for a second I think she might break—might turn around and look at me with something real in her eyes, might acknowledge the thing that happened between us—but then her shoulders square and she reaches for a dish towel and dries her hands with methodical precision.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she says. She doesn’t look at me. “And I’d appreciate it if you didn’t speak to me that way in my home.”

The home. Not our home. Her home. The distinction lands like a slap.

She turns and walks out of the kitchen. Her heels click on the marble, steady and measured, and she doesn’t look back. Not once. The doorway swallows her and the kitchen is just a kitchen again, bright and empty and smelling like coffee, and I stand there with my hands flat on the counter and my pulse hammering in my throat and the certainty that whatever bridge existed between us yesterday is ashes now.

Chris comes downstairs twenty minutes later in a button-down and khakis, looking like the poster child for wholesome Christian youth, and I’m sitting at the island with a second cup of coffee I don’t want, trying to look like a man whose entire internal landscape hasn’t been scorched to the ground.

“Ready?” he asks.

“Ready,” I say.

Elizabeth meets us at the front door. She’s carrying a small Bible and a purse, her makeup perfect, her smile warm and directed entirely at Chris, and when her eyes find mine there is nothing there. No warmth. No anger. No memory. Just blank, polite distance, the kind you reserve for strangers at a grocery store.

We walk to the car together. Chris in the front with his dad, who materialized from somewhere with a leather portfolio and a watch that costs more than my car. Elizabeth in the back. Me beside her, close enough that our shoulders almost touch on the turns, and the space between us feels charged with something neither of us is willing to name.

The Blackwood mansion recedes in the rearview. The gates close behind us. And I sit in the back of Richard’s Lexus with my thigh three inches from Elizabeth’s and the taste of chlorine still on my skin, and I think, This is going to be the longest day of my life.


Chapter 9

Grace Cathedral isn’t a church. It’s a production studio with pews. The backstage area is all muted carpet and soft lighting and discreet signage, like the set of a daytime talk show where the host happens to believe in the rapture.

I’m lost. The corridors all look the same—beige walls, framed inspirational quotes, doors labeled with things like “Production A” and “Green Room C” in tasteful sans-serif. Chris disappeared twenty minutes ago to help with something audio-related, and I’ve been wandering in increasingly tight circles trying to find my way back to the sanctuary without asking for directions and looking like the heathen I am.

My phone vibrates in my pocket.

I pull it out. The screen lights up with a text from a number I don’t have saved but recognize instantly.

Storage room. Back corridor. Now.

No greeting. No context. Just five words and the particular, specific urgency that lives in the space between them. Elizabeth.

My cock stirs. Just a little. A Pavlovian response at this point, conditioned by the last forty-eight hours of this woman wrecking me in various ways, and I tell it to shut the fuck up because we are in a church and Richard Blackwood is currently on stage telling two thousand people about the sanctity of marriage, and the cognitive dissonance is giving me vertigo.

I find the back corridor. It’s narrower than the main ones, dimmer, lined with utility doors—janitorial, electrical, storage. The last door on the right is propped open with a wedge, a slice of yellow light spilling across the carpet, and I push it wider and step in.

The storage room smells like paper and dust and the faint chemical sweetness of communion wine. Shelves line the walls, stacked with offering envelopes and boxes of tissues and spare microphones still in plastic. In the center of the room, under a single bare bulb, Elizabeth is sitting on an overturned crate with her face in her hands.

She’s crying.

Not the pretty, dignified crying of someone in a movie. Real crying. Shoulders shaking, breath catching, the kind of crying that comes from somewhere deep and broken. Her Bible is on the floor beside her, splayed open, and her pearl earrings catch the weak light when she lifts her head.

She sees me and something fractures in her face. The composure she’s been wearing like armor since yesterday morning—the ice queen, the pastor’s wife, the woman who looked at me like I was made of glass—it cracks. Splinters. Falls away completely.

“Mark.” My name in her mouth is raw. Broken. She doesn’t try to hide the tears. They’re streaming down her cheeks, tracking through her makeup, and she wipes at them with the back of her hand and it just smears worse.

I close the door behind me. The wedge keeps it from latching shut—a three-inch gap of hallway light, enough that we’re not sealed in, enough that the risk is real. I cross the room and kneel in front of her, my hands on her knees, and the contact makes her flinch like I’ve burned her.

“Elizabeth.” I don’t know what to say. My hands are on her thighs and she’s shaking and the room is small and close and the sound of Richard’s voice is coming through the walls—muffled, distant, the resonant boom of the pulpit carrying through sheetrock and insulation. “What happened?”

She takes a breath. Holds it. Lets it go in a shudder that moves through her whole body.

“I saw him.” Her voice is barely above a whisper. “Just a few minutes ago. He was in his office with—” She stops. Swallows. “One of the interns. A girl. She’s twenty-two. Maybe twenty-three. Young enough to be his daughter.”

The words land between us. Heavy. Devastating.

“He had his hand on her thigh.” Elizabeth’s voice breaks on the last word. “His thumb was moving. Up and down. Under her skirt.” She looks at me, and the hurt in her eyes is so raw it makes my chest tight. “He won’t touch me. He hasn’t touched me in three years. But he’ll touch her. In his office where he keeps family photos.”

I want to say something. Something good. Something that helps. What comes out is: “I’m going to kill him.”

She almost laughs. A wet, broken sound that’s half sob. “Don’t be stupid.”

“I’m serious.”

“I know.” She reaches for my face. Her palm is warm against my cheek, her fingers trembling, and the touch is so gentle it hurts. “That’s the problem. You’re serious about things that matter. He’s serious about things that don’t.”

The distance between us collapses.

One second I’m kneeling and she’s sitting and we’re talking, and the next her mouth is on mine and I’m standing and pulling her up and she’s in my arms and we’re kissing like we’re trying to crawl inside each other’s skin.

This isn’t like the pool. The pool was hunger—raw, physical, the kind of want that lives in your body before it lives in your brain. This is different. This is emotion. This is Elizabeth’s hurt and my anger and three years of neglect and two days of tension all converging into a kiss that feels like coming up for air.

She tastes like salt. Tears. The mint gum she chews before church. Her lips are soft and desperate and her tongue finds mine and the sound she makes against my mouth is half sob, half moan, and I kiss her harder. My hands are in her hair, pulling, and her hands are on my chest, gripping my shirt like she’s afraid I’ll disappear.

We break apart gasping. Her makeup is ruined. Her lipstick is smeared across her mouth and onto mine, and she’s looking at me with eyes that are wide and dark and completely focused, and I see it—the moment the hurt turns into something else. Something hotter. Something that wants.

“Mark.” My name in her mouth. A question. A plea.

I answer by pulling her dress down.

The fabric gives. The zipper at the back, the careful architecture of a church-appropriate outfit—I tear through it. The dress slides off her shoulders and pools at her waist and her bra is white lace, practical, the kind a pastor’s wife wears under modest clothing, and I push it up and her breasts spill free and God, they’re perfect. Heavy. Full. Her nipples are hard and pink against the pale gold of her skin, and I take one in my mouth and she gasps, her head tipping back, her fingers tangling in my hair.

“Fuck,” she breathes. The curse in her mouth is obscene and perfect. “Mark, please—”

I lift her. She’s light in my arms, all muscle and curve, and I set her on the edge of the storage table—a long, low thing pushed against the wall, stacked with boxes of offering envelopes on one end. She kicks off her heels. They hit the floor with two soft thuds. Her dress is around her waist and I’m pushing it lower, dragging it over her hips, and she’s helping, lifting, and then she’s in nothing but white lace panties and a ruined dress tangled around her thighs and I’ve never seen anything hotter in my life.

My hands find her panties. I pull them down her legs and she steps out of them, one foot then the other, and she’s bare. Completely bare. Her pussy is bare—shaved or waxed, I don’t know, I don’t care—just smooth, golden skin and the pink fold of her lips, already glistening, already wet for me.

“Fuck, Elizabeth.” My voice is rough. My cock is hard against my jeans, straining, and I fumble with my belt. She reaches for it—her small hands on my buckle, pulling, urgent—and then my jeans are open and my cock springs free, thick and hard and aching, and she wraps her hand around it and the feeling is so intense I groan.

“You’re so fucking big,” she whispers. Her hand strokes me once, from base to tip, her thumb brushing over the head where I’m already leaking, and the sight of her—Elizabeth Blackwood, naked on a church storage table, her hand around my cock—is going to live in my brain forever.

I push her back. She lies down on the table, boxes shifting beside her, and I climb on top of her, my knees on either side of her thighs, and we’re kissing again, deep and hungry, her breasts crushed against my chest, her hands in my hair pulling me closer. My cock is between us, pressed against her stomach, leaving a wet streak on her skin, and I reach down between us and find her pussy.

She’s soaking. Slick and hot and swollen, her folds parting for my fingers, and when I circle her clit she arches off the table, a moan tearing out of her that she doesn’t try to muffle.

“Please,” she gasps against my mouth. “Mark, please, I need you inside me—”

I line myself up. The head of my cock finds her entrance, wet and hot, and I push.

She’s tight. So fucking tight. Her pussy grips me like a fist, wet and hot and perfect, and she cries out—a broken, desperate sound that echoes off the storage room walls—and her nails dig into my shoulders hard enough to leave marks.

“Fuck,” I groan. My voice is shaking. My thighs are trembling. She’s so tight around me I can feel every inch, every ridge, every pulse of her pussy as it stretches to take me. “Elizabeth—God—you feel—”

“Move.” Her voice is raw. Commanding. “Fuck me, Mark. Please.”

I pull back and thrust. Hard. Deep. My cock drives into her to the hilt and she gasps, her back arching, her tits pressing against my chest, and the sound she makes is half pleasure, half relief, like she’s been waiting for this for years.

Maybe she has.

I set a rhythm. Not gentle. Not careful. My hips pump into her, each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy, the wet sounds of our bodies filling the small room. She meets me thrust for thrust, her hips rolling up to take me deeper, her legs wrapping around my waist, locking me in place.

“Harder,” she breathes against my neck. Her teeth find my skin, biting, and the sharp pleasure-pain of it makes me groan. “Fuck me harder, Mark. Please—”

I fuck her harder. The table creaks. Boxes shift. Richard’s voice is coming through the wall—a distant, muffled cadence, scripture or prayer or fundraising, I can’t tell and I don’t care—and underneath it is the sound of Elizabeth’s moans, low and broken and real, and the wet slap of skin on skin as my cock drives into her over and over.

This is happening. In a storage room. In a church. With her husband preaching fifty feet away.

And neither of us is stopping.

The table won’t hold. It’s cheap particle board with metal legs, and on the third thrust it groans like it’s thinking about collapse, and Elizabeth’s eyes go wide for a second—not fear, something hotter—and I grab her waist and lift her off it in one motion.

She gasps. Her legs lock around my hips, her arms around my neck, and I carry her the three steps to the wall and press her against it. Her back hits the sheetrock and she moans—low, broken, the sound vibrating through both of us—and I drive into her again, hard, my cock sinking into her wet heat to the hilt.

“Fuck,” she breathes against my neck. Her teeth find my skin, biting, and the sharp pleasure-pain of it makes my vision blur. “Yes—like that—don’t stop—”

I don’t stop. I can’t stop. My hips are pistoning into her, each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy, the wet sounds of our bodies obscenely loud in the small room. Her tits are pressed against my chest, bouncing with each impact, her nipples hard against my shirt, and I reach between us and grab one, squeezing, and she cries out.

“You like that?” My voice is rough, low, nothing like the voice I use in polite company. “You like being fucked against a wall in your husband’s church?”

She moans. Her pussy clenches around me, gripping tighter, and I feel it—the specific, rhythmic pulse of her getting close.

“Tell me,” I say. I slow down, just for a second, my cock still buried inside her, and her hips buck involuntarily, trying to chase the friction. “Tell me how it feels, Elizabeth. Having my cock inside you while your husband preaches about fidelity fifty feet away.”

“God—” Her voice breaks. Her nails dig into my shoulders, hard enough to draw blood. “It feels—fuck—it feels so good, Mark, you’re so deep—”

“Deep enough to reach that spot?” I thrust hard, angling up, and her back arches off the wall, a choked moan tearing out of her that she doesn’t try to muffle. “The spot that makes you scream? Is that it?”

“Yes—” She’s gasping now, her breath coming in short, ragged bursts against my neck. “Right there—don’t stop—please don’t stop—”

Through the wall, Richard’s voice rises. Muffled but clear enough to make out phrases—“...the covenant of marriage is sacred...”—and the timing is so perfect I almost laugh. Elizabeth hears it too. I feel it in the way her body tenses against mine, in the way her pussy clenches around my cock like she’s trying to pull me deeper, and when I look at her face her eyes are dark and focused and completely fucking present.

“Your husband,” I say against her ear, my voice a rough whisper. “Preaching about marriage. While I’m balls-deep in his wife.” I thrust harder. Deeper. The wall creaks behind her. “You think he knows? You think he has any idea what his church whore is doing right now?”

The word does something to her. Something electric. Her pussy grips me so tight I groan, and her hand comes up to cover her mouth—not to muffle herself, to bite her own knuckles, the pleasure too much to handle—and I pull her hand away.

“No.” I catch her wrist, pin it beside her head against the wall. “I want to hear you. Every sound. Let me hear what I do to you, Elizabeth.”

She comes.

It hits her like a truck. One second she’s gasping, her hips rolling against mine, and the next her entire body goes rigid. Her back arches. Her tits press hard against my chest. Her pussy clenches around my cock in rhythmic, pulsing waves, milking me, gripping me so tight I can feel every contraction, and the sound she makes—

God. The sound.

It starts low—a broken, shuddering moan that rises from somewhere deep in her chest—and then it breaks. She cries out. Loud. Unrestrained. A long, desperate wail that echoes off the storage room walls and probably carries through the gap in the door and into the hallway, and I don’t care. Let it carry. Let the whole fucking church hear Elizabeth Blackwood coming on my cock while her husband talks about covenant.

“Fuck,” I groan. My hips don’t stop. I keep fucking her through it, each thrust driving into her sensitive, clenched pussy, and she writhes against me, oversensitive, overwhelmed, her moans turning into whimpers that are half pleasure, half pain.

“Too much—” she gasps. Her hands push against my chest, not to stop me, to brace herself. “Mark—it’s too much—I can’t—”

“You can.” I grab her ass with both hands, lifting her higher against the wall, and I thrust harder. Deeper. My cock drives into her to the hilt and holds there, grinding against her clit from the inside, and she sobs—a wet, broken sound—and her pussy clenches again, another smaller wave rolling through her. “Look at me.”

She looks. Her eyes are wide, dazed, tears streaking her ruined makeup, and the sight of her—Elizabeth Blackwood, coming apart on my cock against a church wall—is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

“You’re so fucking wet,” I say. My voice is shaking. My thighs are burning. “Your pussy is dripping around my cock. Feel that? That’s how much you want this. How much you need it.”

She whimpers. Her hips are still rolling against mine, involuntary, chasing the sensation even through the oversensitivity, and I feel her getting wetter—slick heat coating my cock with each thrust, her pussy gripping and releasing in aftershocks.

“Your husband ever make you this wet?” I thrust hard. The wall creaks. “Ever fuck you like this? Make you come so hard you scream in a storage room?”

“No—” Her voice is wrecked. Raw. “Never—God, Mark, no one—no one has ever—”

“Then remember who’s giving it to you.” I slow down. Not stopping—never stopping—but finding a rhythm that’s deep and relentless, each thrust driving into her with enough force to push her against the wall. “Remember whose cock is inside you while he talks about sacred covenant.”

She moans. Low and broken and desperate. Her hands find my face, cupping my jaw, and she pulls me into a kiss that’s all tongue and teeth and raw, unfiltered want. She kisses me like she’s trying to consume me, like she’s starving for it, and I kiss her back just as hard, my cock still driving into her, our bodies pressed together from chest to hip.

Through the wall, Richard’s voice rises again. “...the sanctity of the marriage bed...” The irony is so thick it’s almost funny. Almost. I’m too busy feeling Elizabeth’s pussy clench around me to laugh.

“Fuck me,” she whispers against my mouth. Her voice is husky, wrecked, the voice of a woman who’s been coming for two straight minutes and wants more. “Harder. Please, Mark—I need it harder—”

I give it to her harder.

My hips snap forward. Each thrust is a full-body commitment, driving my cock into her with enough force to make the wall shudder behind her. The wet slap of skin on skin fills the room—obscene, rhythmic, louder than either of us should allow—and Elizabeth’s moans come in time with each impact, low and broken and completely unrestrained.

“You take it so good,” I groan. My hands are on her ass, gripping, spreading her cheeks slightly, and the angle changes—deeper, hitting spots that make her eyes roll back. “Fucking take it, Elizabeth. My cock. All of it. That’s it—”

She’s building again. I can feel it—the tension in her thighs, the way her pussy starts to clench in pre-orgasmic pulses, the hitch in her breathing that means she’s close. So close. Her nails are digging into my shoulders, her forehead pressed against mine, her breath coming in hot, ragged bursts against my lips.

“Mark—” Her voice breaks. “I’m going to—fuck—I’m going to come again—”

“Come.” The word is a command. Rough. Certain. “Come on my cock, Elizabeth. Let me feel it.”

She shatters.

The second orgasm hits her even harder than the first. Her body goes rigid against the wall, every muscle taut, her back arching so hard I have to brace her with both hands. Her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, rhythmic pulses, milking me, gripping me so tight it’s almost painful, and the sound she makes is primal—a long, broken wail that starts deep in her chest and doesn’t stop.

I keep fucking her through it. My hips don’t slow. Each thrust drives into her oversensitive, clenching pussy, and she sobs—actual sobs, tears streaming down her cheeks, her body shaking with the force of it—and her hands clutch at my back like she’s drowning and I’m the only thing keeping her above water.

“That’s it,” I groan against her neck. My voice is rough, shaking. “Take it. All of it. Good girl—fuck—such a good girl for me—”

She’s coming apart in my arms. Literally coming apart—her composure, her performance, every wall she’s built in twenty years of marriage crumbling under the force of what her body is doing to her. And I’m holding her through it, my cock buried deep inside her, fucking her through wave after wave, and the feeling of her pussy clenching around me is so intense I’m seeing stars.

I don’t stop.

I can’t stop.

She’s sensitive—oversensitive—each thrust making her whimper and clench, but she doesn’t tell me to stop. Her hips are still rolling against mine, involuntary, her body chasing the sensation even through the overwhelm, and I keep going because stopping now would be cruelty.

The wet sounds fill the room. Our breathing. Her whimpers. The slap of skin on skin. And underneath it all, through the wall, Richard’s voice drones on about covenant and fidelity and the sacred bond, and the contrast is so fucking perfect I want to frame it.

Elizabeth’s third orgasm is building. I can feel it—the tension coiling in her thighs, the way her pussy starts to pulse in that specific, telltale rhythm—and I adjust my angle, driving up into that spot that made her scream the first time, and she gasps against my neck.

“Again?” I whisper. My voice is wrecked. “You’re going to come again?”

“Yes—” She’s trembling. Everywhere. Her whole body shaking against mine. “God—yes—I can’t—it’s too much—”

“You can.” I thrust harder. Deeper. My cock drives into her to the hilt and holds there, grinding, and she whimpers—a high, desperate sound—and her pussy clenches in pre-orgasmic pulses that make my vision blur. “You’re going to come on my cock again, Elizabeth. Right here. Right now. While your husband talks about marriage.”

She moans. Broken. Desperate. Her nails rake down my back, hard enough to leave marks, and I feel her pussy start to tighten—the first real contractions of another orgasm building, stronger than the last, and I’m about to push her over the edge when—

We hear it.

A voice. In the hallway.

“Mom?”

Chris.

The world stops. Elizabeth goes rigid against the wall, her eyes flying wide, her pussy clenching around my cock so tight it’s almost painful, and for one frozen second neither of us breathes.

“Mom?” Chris’s voice is closer now. The sound of a door opening down the hall—not ours, another one, but the acoustics in this corridor mean every sound carries. “Are you in the storage area?”

Elizabeth’s hand flies to my chest. Not pushing me away—holding me still. Her eyes lock on mine, wide and panicked and fucking brilliant, and I see the calculation happening behind them in real time. The performance recalibrating. The pastor’s wife reassembling herself around the edges of the woman currently impaled on my cock.

“Just a minute, honey!” Her voice. God. Her voice is warm. Composed. The exact same tone she uses at breakfast, at dinner, in the kitchen making lemon cake. Not a hint of strain. Not a tremor. Just pleasant, maternal warmth, while my cock is buried inside her to the hilt and her pussy is still pulsing from two back-to-back orgasms.

I don’t move. I can’t move. My hips are locked, my cock deep inside her, and the effort of holding still is costing me something physical—every muscle in my body clenched, my jaw locked, my breath held. Elizabeth’s hand is flat against my chest, her fingers splayed, and I can feel her heart hammering against her ribs. Or maybe that’s mine.

“What are you looking for?” Chris calls. His voice is moving—pacing, maybe, the sound shifting as he walks the hallway. “Dad sent me to find the extra offering envelopes. Production says they’re short.”

“They’re on the middle shelf.” Elizabeth’s voice is steady. Perfect. She doesn’t look at me when she says it—she’s looking at the door, at the three-inch gap of hallway light, her profile calm and composed in a way that should be illegal given the circumstances. “Blue box. Behind the tissue cartons.”

I shift. Just slightly. An involuntary adjustment—my cock twitches inside her, and she gasps. A small, choked sound that she covers instantly by clearing her throat.

“Thanks.” Chris’s voice is fading. Moving away. Then— “You okay? You sound kinda weird.”

Elizabeth’s eyes find mine. Something flashes in them—desperation, humor, the particular madness of a woman holding a conversation with her son while being fucked against a wall—and her pussy clenches around me again, hard, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning.

“Fine, sweetheart.” She clears her throat again. Deliberate. Casual. “Just a little dusty in here. Allergies.”

The lie is so perfect, so effortless, that under any other circumstances I would laugh. Right now I’m too busy trying not to cum from the way her pussy is gripping me every time she talks.

“Okay.” Chris’s voice is moving further. A door closes. Then opens again. “I’ll be in the green room if you need me.”

“Thank you, honey.”

Silence. Not complete—the muffled drone of Richard’s sermon continues through the wall, a distant, rhythmic backdrop to the sound of our breathing—but Chris’s footsteps are fading. Moving down the hall. Getting further.

Elizabeth’s hand slides from my chest to my face. Her palm is warm against my cheek, her thumb brushing my lower lip, and the tenderness of the gesture—after everything, after the fucking and the crying and the performance she just pulled off—undoes me completely.

“Keep going,” she whispers. “Fuck me like a whore.”

My hips move.

Slow at first. Careful. Each thrust deep and controlled, my cock driving into her wet heat with enough force to matter but not enough to make noise. Elizabeth’s head tips back against the wall, her eyes closing, a soft, broken exhale escaping her lips that she doesn’t try to muffle anymore.

“Fuck,” I breathe against her neck. My voice is a rough whisper, barely audible. “The way you just—God, Elizabeth. The way you lied to him.”

She almost laughs. A wet, shaky exhale that turns into a moan as my cock finds that spot. “I’ve had practice.”

The understatement of the century. Twenty years of marriage to Richard Blackwood. Twenty years of smiling through sermons and fundraisers and quiet humiliation. Of course she can lie to her son while coming on my cock. She’s been lying to everyone for decades.

I thrust harder. The risk is still there—Chris is somewhere in the building, the door is still propped, the hallway is quiet but not empty—but the danger feeds something in both of us. Something reckless. Something that wants to be caught.

“Quieter,” Elizabeth whispers. Her hand finds my mouth, covering it, her fingers pressed against my lips. “I can’t—I can’t be quiet if you keep—fuck—”

I bite her palm. Gently. The sharp pleasure-pain of it makes her gasp, and I thrust deeper, angling up, and her pussy clenches around me in that specific, telltale rhythm that means she’s building again.

“Again?” I whisper against her fingers. “You’re going to come again?”

“Yes—” Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Barely above a breath. “God, Mark, yes—I can’t—it’s too much—”

“It’s not too much.” I thrust harder. Deeper. My cock drives into her to the hilt and holds there, grinding against her clit from the inside, and she whimpers—a high, desperate sound that she tries to swallow and fails. “Come on my cock, Elizabeth. Right here. Right now. While your son is down the hall.”

She shatters.

The third orgasm hits her like a wave breaking. Her body goes rigid against the wall, every muscle taut, her back arching, and I feel it—the violent, rhythmic clenching of her pussy around my cock, milking me, gripping me so tight it’s almost painful. Her mouth opens. A sound builds in her throat—a moan, a cry, something loud and broken and completely unrestrained—and I cover it with my hand.

My palm presses against her mouth. Her lips are warm and wet against my skin, and the sound she makes is muffled but visceral—a long, desperate moan that vibrates through my hand and into my wrist and straight up my arm to somewhere deep in my chest. Her pussy pulses around me in waves, each contraction making her thighs shake against my hips, and I hold her through it, my cock buried deep inside her, fucking her gently through the oversensitivity.

“Shh,” I whisper against her ear. My voice is rough. Shaking. “I’ve got you. I’ve got you, Elizabeth. Let it happen. Let me feel it.”

She comes for what feels like a full minute. Her body trembles against mine, aftershock after aftershock rolling through her, her pussy clenching and releasing around my cock in rhythms that make my vision blur. My hand is still over her mouth, her breath hot and ragged against my palm, and when I finally pull it away she gasps—a wet, broken inhale—and her forehead drops to my shoulder.

“Fuck,” she breathes. The word is wrecked. Barely recognizable. “Mark—fuck—”

I hold her. My cock is still inside her, softening slightly from the effort of holding still, and we stand there against the wall with our breathing slowly synchronizing, her chest heaving against mine, and the only sound is the distant drone of Richard’s sermon and the wet, obscene evidence of what we’ve just done dripping between us.

Chris’s footsteps are gone. The hallway is quiet. Through the gap in the door, the slice of yellow light is steady, undisturbed.

We didn’t get caught.

The relief is its own kind of pleasure—sharp, electric, settling into my chest like something warm. Elizabeth’s arms are around my neck, her face buried against my shoulder, and for a long moment neither of us moves. We just breathe. Together. In the aftermath of something that feels too big to name.

Then her hips shift. Almost imperceptibly. A small, involuntary roll against mine, and my cock—which had been softening—responds immediately. Hardening. Thickening inside her. Elizabeth feels it. I know she feels it because her breath catches, and when she looks up at me her eyes are dark and focused and completely, devastatingly present.

I’m close. So close it’s physical—that familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine, the heat building in my balls, my cock throbbing inside her with each pulse of my heartbeat. Elizabeth feels it. I know she feels it because her pussy clenches around me in answer, a reflexive squeeze that makes me groan.

“Pull out,” she whispers. Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Her hand is on my chest, pushing gently. “I want to see it. On me. Please, Mark—”

The please undoes me. That word in her mouth, wrecked and desperate, after everything she’s taken—three orgasms, my cock in her throat, my cock in her pussy, the wall at her back and her son in the hallway—and she’s still asking for more. Still wanting.

I pull out.

The sensation is fucking insane. My cock slides free of her pussy with a wet, obscene sound that echoes in the small room, and Elizabeth gasps—a sharp, broken inhale—and then her hand is on me, wrapping around my shaft, stroking. Fast. Urgent. Her small hand can’t close all the way around my thickness, and the sight of it—Elizabeth Blackwood’s elegant fingers wrapped around my cock, slick with her own wetness, stroking me toward the edge—is the last thing my brain can process before it short-circuits completely.

“Where?” I groan. My voice is shaking. My thighs are trembling. “Where do you want it, Elizabeth?”

“Everywhere.” Her eyes are dark, focused, completely present. “My tits. My face. Mark, please—”

I come.

The first pulse hits her chest—thick, white, landing on the curve of her left breast with enough force to splash. She makes a sound—a low, hungry moan—and her hand doesn’t stop stroking, milking me, and the second pulse follows, then the third, each one driving another jet of cum across her skin. Her tits. Her sternum. The valley between her breasts. White streaks painting the golden tan of her skin, dripping, pooling in the hollow of her throat.

She tilts her head back against the wall. Opens her mouth.

The fourth pulse lands on her lips. Thick. Warm. She takes it—her tongue darting out, catching the edge of it, and the sight of Elizabeth Blackwood with my cum on her tongue, her eyes locked on mine, is so fucking obscene I groan loud enough to risk the hallway.

The fifth pulse hits her cheek. Her jaw. A streak of white running from her temple to her chin, and she doesn’t wipe it away. She lets it sit there. Lets it drip. Her hand is still on my cock, stroking through the aftershocks, milking the last drops onto her fingers, and when she finally lets go my cock is spent and tender and throbbing in the aftermath of what might be the hardest orgasm of my life.

We breathe.

The room is quiet. The only sound is our ragged breathing and the distant, muffled cadence of Richard’s sermon through the wall, and the contrast is so perfect it’s almost poetic. Elizabeth is leaning against the wall, naked from the waist down, her dress bunched around her hips, her upper body glistening with my cum—white streaks across her tits, her stomach, her face—and she looks used in the most beautiful way possible. Ruined. Wrecked. Completely, devastatingly present.

“Fuck,” I breathe.

She almost laughs. A wet, shaky exhale that turns into something else—something quieter. Her eyes find mine, and for a long moment we just look at each other. No performance. No walls. Just Elizabeth and Mark in a storage room with cum between them and the world waiting outside the door.

Then something changes.

I see it happen in real time. The daze clears. The vulnerability hardens. Her eyes shift—focusing on something beyond me, beyond this room, beyond the moment—and her expression settles into something I recognize. The same expression she wore in the kitchen this morning. The pastor’s wife reassembling herself.

She pulls away from the wall.

Slowly. Her hand finds the hem of her dress and pulls it up, covering herself with a gesture that feels deliberate, almost ceremonial. She doesn’t wipe the cum off her face. Not yet. She stands there with my come drying on her skin and looks at me with eyes that are warm and distant and completely fucking unreadable.

“This...” She stops. Swallows. “This shouldn’t have happened.”

The words land between us. Heavy. Familiar. The same words she used by the pool, but the delivery is different—softer, lacking the sharp edge of panic. There’s no fear in her voice now. Just something conflicted. Something that sounds like grief.

“I’m married.” She says it like she’s reminding herself. Her hand rises to her chest, brushing at the cum there absently, smearing it across her skin. “You’re Chris’s best friend. This is—” She stops again. Shakes her head. “We can’t keep doing this, Mark.”

But the way she says it. God. The way she says it lacks everything—conviction, certainty, the cold finality of a door closing. It sounds like a woman reading lines from a script she doesn’t believe in anymore. It sounds like a plea.

I don’t answer. What is there to say? That she’s right? That we should stop? That what just happened against this wall—the fucking, the coming, the way she looked at me with cum on her face—was a mistake we can walk away from?

We both know better.

Elizabeth exhales. A shaky breath that moves through her whole body. She reaches for her panties on the floor—white lace, discarded in the heat of it—and steps into them with the careful, composed movements of a woman putting armor back on. Her dress is ruined. The zipper is broken, the fabric torn at the shoulder, and she gathers it around herself as best she can, pulling it closed with one hand.

“I should go.” Her voice is quiet. Steady. The voice of someone making a decision she’s not sure about. “Richard’s sermon is almost over. People will be looking for me.”

I nod. My jeans are still open, my cock soft and wet against my thigh, and I make no move to fix myself. Not yet. The moment feels too fragile for practical concerns.

Elizabeth takes a step toward the door. Then stops. Turns back.

Her hand finds my face. One last time. Her palm is warm against my cheek, her thumb brushing my lower lip with a tenderness that makes my chest ache, and she holds the touch for exactly one second too long. Her eyes search mine—looking for something, asking something, I don’t know what—and then she pulls away.

“Clean yourself up,” she says softly. “There’s a bathroom at the end of the hall. No one uses it during service.”

Then she’s gone.

The door pushes wider on its wedge. The slice of hallway light widens, then narrows as she slips through it, and then it’s just me—standing in a storage room that smells like paper and dust and sex, with cum on my cock and the ghost of Elizabeth’s touch still warm on my skin.

I lean against the wall. The same wall she was pressed against minutes ago, coming apart on my cock, and I close my eyes and breathe and try to make sense of what just happened.

We can’t keep doing this, she said.

But her hands lingered. Her voice lacked conviction. And somewhere in the space between those two facts lives a truth I’m not ready to look at directly.

I zip my jeans. Adjust myself. The cum is cooling on my skin, sticky and evidence, and I wipe it away with the hem of my shirt because it’s all I’ve got. The storage room is exactly as we found it—boxes shifted, table askew, the faint imprint of Elizabeth’s body on the wall if you know where to look—and in five minutes it will be like nothing happened at all.

Except everything happened.


Chapter 10

The weights clank against the rack and the sound echoes through the empty gym. I wipe sweat from my forehead with the back of my wrist and suck air through my teeth. My muscles burn. My chest heaves. I’ve been down here for forty minutes pushing until failure on every set because if I stop moving, I start thinking, and if I start thinking, I go back to that storage room.

Elizabeth against the wall. Cum on her face. Her eyes when she pulled away.

Fuck.

I grab the towel from the bench and press it to the back of my neck. The gym smells like rubber and metal and the faint coconut scent of Elizabeth’s sunscreen from this morning, still on my skin even after a shower, and that’s the problem. Everything in this house smells like her now. The pool. The kitchen. The guest room sheets. The air itself. I’m swimming in it.

My phone buzzes on the bench beside the water bottle.

I pick it up. The screen lights up with her name—not saved, just the number, but I know it by heart at this point—and the message is four words. Nothing more.

My room. Now.

No context. No emoji. No follow-up. Just those three words and the particular, specific urgency living in the space between them, and my cock goes hard so fast it’s almost painful. Full. Thick. Pressing against the inside of my shorts with an urgency that makes my breath catch.

I’m out of the gym in seconds.

The mansion is quiet at night in that specific way only houses this big can be quiet—a hollow, expensive silence that makes every footstep sound deliberate. I take the back stairs. My bare feet on the carpet are silent, practiced, the route familiar from a decade of sleepovers and late-night fridge raids with Chris, but it feels different now. Charged. The air feels charged. My skin feels tight.

I pass Chris’s door. The TV is on behind it—the low murmur of some sports broadcast, the occasional rise of commentary. He’s in there. Twenty feet away. Watching a game, completely unaware that his best friend is walking down a hallway toward his mother’s bedroom with a hard-on that could cut glass.

The master suite is at the end of the east wing. The door is heavy, dark wood, slightly ajar—a thin line of warm light spilling across the carpet. I stop. Breathe. Knock softly.

It opens.

And the world stops.

Elizabeth is standing in the doorway in the black bodysuit. The cat costume. The one from the stream—form-fitting, slick, the neckline cut low enough to show the deep valley between her breasts. Cat ears pinned into her blonde hair, which is loose tonight, falling past her shoulders in waves I’ve watched on a screen for six months. The mask is across her eyes—black, glittering, the same one from the livestream, the one that turned her into MystiqueM, the woman I’ve jerked off to more times than I can count.

Except now she’s real. Three-dimensional. Touchable. Standing in the doorway of the master bedroom in the Blackwood mansion with her hip cocked and her lips red and her eyes dark behind the mask, looking at me like she’s been waiting.

“Hey,” she says.

My cock throbs. Hard enough to make my vision blur. I step inside and she closes the door behind me, the lock clicking with a soft, final sound that lands somewhere deep in my chest.

The room is lit with the ring light. The same one from the night I watched her through the crack—clean, bright, turning everything golden. The camera is set up on its tripod by the bed. The bed itself is made, undisturbed, the kind of pristine that says no one sleeps here. No one has slept here in a long time.

Elizabeth takes my hand. Her fingers are warm, slightly trembling, and she pulls me toward the bed and sits on the edge of it and looks up at me, and something in her face shifts. Behind the mask, her eyes go wide and bright and raw in a way that has nothing to do with sex.

“Richard is with her tonight.” Her voice is quiet. Level. The kind of quiet that costs something. “The intern. The one from this morning. He took her to dinner. Some donor event in the city.” She takes a breath. Holds it. Lets it go in a shudder that moves through her whole body. “Twenty-three years old, Mark. She’s twenty-three and he is fucking her right under my nose.”

I sit beside her. Our thighs touch. The heat of her through the bodysuit is immediate, electric, and I put my hand on her knee and she doesn’t pull away. She leans into it.

“I found texts.” Her voice drops lower. “Months of them. His phone was on the charger and it lit up and I looked. I shouldn’t have looked. But I did.” She shakes her head. A single, sharp movement. “Her. The worship leader’s wife. Someone named Jessica from the board. Pictures. Videos. Things he’s never asked me to do. Things he’s never wanted from me.”

Her hand finds mine. Squeezes. Her knuckles are white.

“I’m done.” The words come out quiet but certain. No tremble. No question. “I’m done being the prop. The trophy. The woman who sits in the front row and smiles while he fucks everything that moves.” She looks at me, and behind the mask her eyes are dark and focused and completely, devastatingly present. “I want you. Tonight. I want everyone to see.”

The implication lands. Heavy. Electric. My pulse picks up so fast I feel it in my throat.

“The stream?” My voice is rough. “You want me to fuck you on camera?”

“Yes.” She reaches for something on the nightstand—a black mask, simple, covers just the eyes and bridge of the nose. She holds it out to me. “Put this on.”

I take it. The fabric is smooth, light. I lift it to my face and the world narrows—the mask settling across my eyes, the edges tight against my skin, and suddenly I’m anonymous. A body. A cock. A pair of hands on Elizabeth Blackwood’s skin. No name. No face. Just the mask and the ring light and the camera pointed at the bed.

Elizabeth stands. She moves to the camera with the practiced ease of someone who’s done this a hundred times, adjusts the angle, checks the feed on her phone. Her body in the bodysuit catches the light—every curve, every dip, the full weight of her breasts visible through the thin black fabric, and my cock aches.

“They won’t know it’s us,” she says. Her voice has changed—lower, huskier, the particular register she uses on stream. The MystiqueM voice. I’ve heard it through laptop speakers in the dark of my room. Hearing it in person, three feet away, does something to my insides that I don’t have a clean word for. “The masks. The angle. They’ll see a body. A cock. A woman getting fucked the way she wants to be fucked. That’s all.”

The risk is astronomical. Richard could walk through that door. Chris is downstairs. The internet is forever. But the look in her eyes—behind the mask, dark, hungry, reckless—makes the risk feel like nothing. Makes it feel like the only thing that matters is right now, this room, this woman putting her hand on my chest and pushing me back onto the bed.

She taps the screen. The red light comes on.

The livestream is live.

The comments start immediately. A white waterfall scrolling on her phone screen beside the camera, moving too fast to read individually, but I catch fragments as they flash by.

holy SHIT she has a GUY

whos the mystery man

that cock through those shorts oh my GOD

she’s so fucking sexy

She sets the phone down on the nightstand, screen up, comments still flooding, and then she’s on the bed, crawling toward me, her hips swaying with each movement, and the sight of her—Elizabeth Blackwood, the pastor’s wife, MystiqueM, on her hands and knees in a cat costume with a mask across her eyes, coming for me on a livestream being watched by God knows how many strangers—is so fucking hot I can barely breathe.

She stops with her face inches from mine. I can feel her breath—warm, mint, slightly uneven—and her eyes behind the mask are dark and focused and completely fucking present.

“Show them what you can do,” she whispers.

And then her mouth is on mine.

Her mouth is warm and wet and she kisses me like she’s trying to crawl inside my skin. My hands find her ass through the bodysuit and squeeze, hard, feeling the firm muscle under the slick fabric, and she moans against my lips—a low, hungry sound that the microphone picks up and broadcasts to God knows how many strangers watching on their phones in the dark.

The comments flood. I catch them in flashes on the screen beside the bed.

shes so into him holy shit

the way shes kissing him

look at her ass in his hands

She breaks the kiss, her breath coming in hot, ragged bursts against my mouth, and her hands are on my chest, pushing my shirt up. I yank it over my head and toss it somewhere off-camera, and the cool air hits my skin a second before her mouth does—her lips on my chest, my stomach, her tongue tracing the line of muscle down to the waistband of my shorts, and the comments scroll faster.

his body Jesus Christ

she’s worshipping him

that V line fuck

I grab the zipper at the front of her bodysuit and pull. It slides down, inch by inch, the fabric parting to reveal skin—golden, warm, the freckles across her chest that I’ve memorized with my tongue. The bodysuit peels open and her tits spill free—heavy, full, nipples hard and dark against her skin, and the comments on the screen go absolutely nuclear.

holy FUCK those tits

this bitch gets me so hard

i hope he fucks her slutty brains out

take it all off

Elizabeth shrugs the bodysuit off her shoulders and it falls to her waist, caught there, and I’m kissing her again, my mouth on her neck, her collarbone, down to her tits. I take one nipple between my lips and suck hard and she gasps, her back arching, her fingers tangling in my hair.

“Fuck,” she breathes. The curse in her mouth is obscene and perfect. “Mark—”

I suck harder. My tongue circles her nipple, flat and wet, and her hand finds my cock through my shorts and squeezes, and the groan that tears out of me is low and raw and completely fucking unrestrained. Her hand strokes me once, from base to tip, her thumb brushing over the head where I’m already leaking, and the comments flood faster.

hes fucking huge

SHE LIKES IT LOOK AT HER HAND

that cock is insane

The bodysuit goes lower. Elizabeth peels it down her hips, over her ass—firm, round, the curve of it catching the ring light—and then she’s stepping out of it, kicking it aside, and she’s naked except for the mask and a pair of black lace panties that do nothing to hide the wet spot darkening the fabric between her legs.

My hands find her ass. I grab two handfuls, squeezing, spreading her cheeks slightly, and she moans—a long, broken sound that the microphone picks up and broadcasts to whoever’s watching, and the comments scroll so fast they blur.

her ass in his hands

she’s so wet look at that

SHE WANTS IT

Elizabeth’s hands are on my waistband, yanking my shorts down, and my cock springs free—thick, hard, fully erect, the head slick with pre-cum—and the comments absolutely detonate.

OH MY GOD

THATS THE BIGGEST COCK IVE EVER SEEN

SHE CANT TAKE THAT

SHE BETTER TRY

I strip my shorts off completely, kicking them away, and we’re both naked except for the masks, skin on skin, and the heat of her against me is so fucking intense I see stars. Her pussy is pressed against my thigh, wet, hot, and I can feel how swollen she is, the slickness coating my skin.

She pushes me back onto the bed and climbs on top of me, straddling my hips, and her mouth finds mine again—deep, hungry, her tongue sliding against mine—and her tits crush against my chest, her nipples hard against my skin, and I’m drowning in her. The taste of her. The smell of her. The wet heat of her pussy grinding against my cock, leaving a slick trail on my shaft.

“Fuck me,” she whispers against my mouth. Her voice is wrecked. Raw. “Please, Mark. I need you inside me.”

“Not yet.” My hands find her waist and lift her, shifting her, turning her on the bed until she’s on her back with her head hanging off the edge. Her blonde hair spills toward the floor, her throat exposed, her tits pointing at the ceiling, and the position is so fucking vulnerable, so obscene, that my cock throbs hard enough to hurt.

The comments are feeding me. Fueling me. Each new message scrolling past—deeper, fuck her throat, make her choke—is gasoline on a fire that’s already burning out of control.

I stand beside the bed. My cock is level with her face, the head brushing her lips, and she opens her mouth without hesitation. Her tongue darts out, licking the pre-cum from the tip, and the sight of her—Elizabeth Blackwood, mask across her eyes, mouth open, waiting—is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

I push into her mouth.

Slow at first. Just the head. Her lips stretch around me, wet and warm, and she takes it—her tongue flat against the underside, her eyes locked on mine above the mask—and then I push deeper.

Her throat opens. The head of my cock slides past her lips, past the ridge of her teeth, into the wet heat of her mouth, and then deeper, into her throat, and she gags—a wet, choked sound that vibrates through my cock and goes straight to my balls.

“Fuck,” I groan. My hand finds her hair, gripping it at the roots, and I hold her there for a count—one, two, three—feeling her throat constrict around me, tight and hot and perfect.

I pull back. Her lips make an obscene, wet sound as my cock slides free, a string of spit connecting her mouth to the head, and the comments on the screen are a white waterfall of filth.

CHOKE HER

MAKE THAT BITCH GAG ON YOUR COCK

MAKE HER CRY

I thrust back in. Harder this time. Deeper. The head hits the back of her throat and she gags again, louder, her throat clenching around me, and I hold it there, my hips rolling forward, grinding against her lips, and the sound she makes—muffled, choked, desperate—is the most erotic thing I’ve ever heard.

“Take it,” I say. My voice is rough, low, nothing like the voice I use in polite company. “Take all of it, Elizabeth. That’s it.”

I set a rhythm. Not gentle. Not careful. My hips pump into her mouth, each thrust driving my cock deep into her throat, holding it there for a count before pulling back just enough to let her breathe, then driving in again. Each thrust pushes a gagging, choking sound out of her, and each sound makes me harder, makes me thrust deeper, makes the coil of pleasure at the base of my spine tighten another turn.

Saliva pools around her lips. It runs down her chin, onto her neck, soaking the carpet beneath her hanging head, and the mess of it is obscene—spit and pre-cum and the wet sounds of her throat working around my cock filling the room and the livestream.

“Look at you.” I’m talking and I can’t stop, the words coming out raw and unfiltered. “The pastor’s wife. Choking on cock. While strangers watch.”

She moans around me. The vibration travels up my shaft and I groan, my fingers tightening in her hair.

The comments are relentless. Deeper. Harder. Make her cry. Each one feeds something in me—something dark, possessive, hungry—and I give them what they want. What she wants. What I want.

I fuck her throat harder. My hips snap forward, driving my cock deep into her, holding it there, grinding against her lips, and her eyes are watering—tears streaming from behind the mask, tracking down her temples into her hair—and she doesn’t pull away. She holds still, her hands braced on my thighs, and takes it.

“Your husband ever fuck your mouth like this?” The words come out before I can stop them. Reckless. Raw. “He ever make you gag? Make you take it all the way?”

She whimpers around me. A broken, affirmative sound that might be a no, might be a yes, might be nothing but the noise of a woman being used exactly the way she wants to be used.

The comments scroll faster. Harder. Deeper. Make her take it.

I pull almost all the way out. Her lips are swollen, red, a mess of spit and pre-cum, and she gasps—a ragged, wet inhale—and before she can catch her breath I thrust back in, hard, deep, the head hitting the back of her throat with enough force to make her whole body jerk.

She gags. Violently. Her throat clenches around me in rhythmic, pulsing spasms, and the feeling is so intense I see stars. My vision blurs. My thighs shake. I’m right there, on the edge, the pressure building at the base of my spine, and I pull out before I lose it.

My cock slides free with a wet, obscene sound. Elizabeth gasps, coughing, spit and pre-cum running down her chin, her chest heaving, and the comments are a frenzy.

holy SHIT

SHE TOOK IT

LOOK AT HER FACE

SHE LOVED IT

Elizabeth’s hand finds my cock. She strokes me once, from base to tip, her grip firm, her thumb brushing over the head, and the contact after the wet heat of her throat is almost too much.

“I’m not done with you,” she says. Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Husky from the fucking I just gave her throat. “Get on the bed.”

I get on the bed. Elizabeth is still on her back, her head hanging off the edge, her chest heaving, spit shining on her chin and neck. I crawl between her legs and pull her up, sliding her fully onto the mattress, and she wraps her arms around my neck and kisses me—deep, hungry, her tongue sliding against mine, the taste of my cock still on her lips.

My hand finds her pussy. She’s soaked. Slick and hot and swollen, her folds parting for my fingers, and when I circle her clit she arches off the mattress, a moan tearing out of her that the microphone picks up and broadcasts to everyone watching.

“Fuck me,” she whispers against my mouth. Her voice is raw. Wrecked. “Please, Mark. I need you inside me. Now.”

I line myself up. The head of my cock finds her entrance, wet and hot, and I push.

She’s tight. So fucking tight. Her pussy grips me like a fist, wet and hot and perfect, and she cries out—a broken, desperate sound that echoes off the bedroom walls and straight into the microphone.

“God,” she gasps. Her legs come up, wrapping around my waist, locking me in place. “You’re so fucking big. I can feel every inch.”

I thrust. Hard. Deep. My cock drives into her to the hilt and holds there, grinding, and the feeling is fucking insane—her pussy clenching around me, milking me, gripping me so tight it’s almost painful.

The comments are a frenzy. White text scrolling so fast it blurs.

FUCK HER HARD BRO

look at her face

SHE LOVES IT

FUCK HER HARDER

I pull back and thrust again. Harder this time. Deeper. The wet slap of skin on skin fills the room, obscene and rhythmic, and Elizabeth’s moans come in time with each impact—low, broken, completely unrestrained.

“You like that?” My voice is rough. Shaking. “You like having my cock inside you while strangers watch?”

“Yes.” Her hips roll up to meet mine, taking me deeper. “Fuck, yes. Harder. Please, Mark—”

I give her harder. My hips snap forward, driving my cock into her with enough force to push her up the mattress, and she gasps—a sharp, broken sound—and her nails dig into my back, hard enough to leave marks.

The comments fuel me. Each new message—deeper, harder, make her scream—feeds something hungry and possessive in my gut, and I fuck her the way the comments want. The way she wants. The way I want.

I pin her beneath me. One hand braces beside her head, the other finds her tit—heavy, full, her nipple hard against my palm—and I squeeze, hard, and she cries out, her back arching, her pussy clenching around my cock in a rhythmic pulse that makes my vision blur.

“Your tits are perfect,” I groan against her neck. My mouth finds the soft skin below her ear and I bite, not gentle, and she whimpers—a high, desperate sound—and her hips buck against mine. “So fucking perfect. Your husband ever tell you that? Ever worship these tits the way they deserve?”

“No.” Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Her hand tangles in my hair, pulling. “No one—fuck—no one has ever—”

“That’s because he’s a blind, selfish fuck.” I thrust harder. Deeper. The angle changes, my cock driving up into that spot that makes her eyes roll back, and she gasps, her thighs tensing around my hips. “But I see you, Elizabeth. I see every fucking inch of you.”

Our hips slap together. The sound is wet, obscene, rhythmic—skin on skin, my cock driving into her pussy over and over, and the comments keep coming.

look at her tits bounce

make that milf bitch cum

FUCK, i wish i was in her pussy

MAKE HER SCREAM

“Tell me how it feels.” My mouth is on her neck, her collarbone, her tits—I take a nipple between my lips and suck hard, and she moans, long and broken. “Tell me how my cock feels inside you, Elizabeth.”

“So fucking good.” Her voice is shaking. Her pussy is clenching around me in pre-orgasmic pulses, gripping, milking, and I can feel her getting wetter—slick heat coating my cock with each thrust. “You’re so deep. I can feel you—fuck—I can feel you everywhere.”

“Deeper than he ever got?” I thrust hard, angling up, and her back arches off the mattress, a choked moan tearing out of her.

“Yes.” The word is raw. Honest. “God, yes. No one—no one has ever—”

“Then remember who’s giving it to you.” I pin her hips with both hands, driving into her with deep, relentless strokes, each one hitting that spot that makes her thighs shake. “Remember whose cock is inside you while strangers watch. Mine, Elizabeth. Not his. Mine.”

She comes.

It hits her like a wave breaking. Her body goes rigid beneath me, every muscle taut, her back arching so hard her tits press flat against my chest. Her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, rhythmic pulses, milking me, gripping me so tight it’s almost painful, and the sound she makes is primal—a long, broken wail that fills the room and the livestream and probably carries through the walls of the mansion.

The comments explode. White text flooding the screen so fast it’s just a blur of punctuation and capital letters.

HOLY SHIT

SHE CAME

LOOK AT HER FACE

KEEP GOING

DONT STOP

I don’t stop. My hips keep moving, fucking her through it, each thrust driving into her oversensitive, clenching pussy, and she sobs—actual sobs, tears streaming from behind the mask, her body shaking with the force of it.

“Too much—” she gasps. Her hands push against my chest, not to stop me, to brace herself. “Mark—it’s too much—I can’t—”

“You can.” I grab her ass with both hands, lifting her hips, changing the angle, and I thrust deeper. Harder. My cock drives into her to the hilt and holds there, grinding against her clit from the inside, and she whimpers—a high, desperate sound—and her pussy clenches again, another smaller wave rolling through her. “Take it, Elizabeth. Take all of it. That’s it.”

She’s coming apart beneath me. Literally coming apart—her composure, her performance, every wall she’s built in twenty years of marriage crumbling under the force of what her body is doing to her. And I’m holding her through it, fucking her through wave after wave, and the feeling of her pussy clenching around me is so intense I’m seeing stars.

The comments keep coming. Harder. Deeper. Don’t stop. Each one feeds the fire, and I give them what they want. What she wants. What I want.

My pace doesn’t slow. If anything, it gets harder—deeper, more punishing, each thrust driving my cock into her with enough force to push her up the mattress. Her legs are locked around my waist, her heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper, and the wet sounds of our bodies fill the room—skin on skin, the obscene squelch of my cock driving into her soaked pussy over and over.

“Fuck,” I groan against her neck. My voice is wrecked. Shaking. “You feel so fucking good, Elizabeth. Your pussy is perfect. So tight. So wet for me.”

“It’s yours.” The words come out broken, raw, between gasps. “All of it. Everything. Fuck—Mark—don’t stop—”

I don’t stop.

I couldn’t stop if I wanted to.

Her pussy is milking my cock with each thrust, gripping, releasing, gripping again, and the pressure is building at the base of my spine—that familiar, electric tightening that means I’m getting close. Really close.

But I’m not there yet.

And neither is she.

I fuck her harder. My hips snap forward with enough force to shake the bed frame, each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy, and Elizabeth takes it—her back arching, her tits bouncing with each impact, her moans coming in broken, desperate waves.

“You like that?” My voice is rough. My hands grip her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh, and I pull her onto my cock with each thrust. “You like being fucked like a whore on camera?”

“Yes.” Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Her pussy is clenching around me in rhythmic pulses, getting tighter, wetter. “Fuck—yes—harder, Mark—please—”

The comments are feeding us. White text scrolling past—harder, deeper, make her scream—and I give them everything. My cock drives into her to the hilt, my balls slapping against her ass with each thrust, and the sound is obscene—wet, rhythmic, the bed creaking beneath us.

I pin her wrists above her head. One hand holds both her small wrists against the mattress, and the position pushes her tits up, her back arched, vulnerable, and I lean down and take a nipple between my teeth—not gentle—and bite.

She screams. A real scream. Loud, broken, echoing off the bedroom walls, and the comments go absolutely nuclear.

HOLY FUCK

SHE SCREAMED

THAT’S THE HOTTEST THING IVE EVER SEEN

MAKE THE SLUT DO IT AGAIN

I bite her other nipple. Harder. Her back arches off the mattress, her pussy clenching around my cock so tight I groan, and the scream that tears out of her is even louder—primal, unrestrained, the sound of a woman coming completely undone.

And she comes. Again.

This one hits her like a freight train. Her entire body goes rigid, every muscle taut, her back arching so hard her tits press flat against my chest. Her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves, milking me, gripping me so tight it steals my breath, and the sound she makes is half scream, half sob—raw, desperate, completely fucking wrecked.

“Fuck,” I groan. My hips don’t stop. I keep fucking her through it, each thrust driving into her oversensitive, clenching pussy, and she writhes beneath me, oversensitive, overwhelmed, her moans turning into whimpers.

“Too much—” she gasps. Tears are streaming from behind the mask. “Mark—please—it’s too much—”

“You can take it.” I slow down, just slightly—not stopping, never stopping—but finding a rhythm that’s deep and relentless rather than punishing. My cock drives into her with each thrust, grinding against her clit from the inside, and she whimpers, her hips rolling against mine involuntarily. “You’re taking it so good, Elizabeth. So fucking good for me.”

The front door opens.

The sound is distant—downstairs, through the foyer, the particular heavy thud of the Blackwood mansion’s front door—but in the sudden relative quiet of the bedroom, it lands like a gunshot.

We both freeze.

My cock is buried deep inside her. Her pussy is still clenching around me in aftershocks. Our breathing is ragged, loud, and for one frozen second neither of us moves.

Footsteps. In the foyer. Heavy. Measured. Richard.

Elizabeth’s eyes go wide behind the mask. Her pussy clenches around my cock, hard, a reflexive squeeze of fear or arousal or both, and I feel it—the specific, electric thrill of danger running through both of us simultaneously.

“He’s home,” she whispers.

The footsteps move. Down the hall. Toward the stairs.

I should pull out. I should grab my clothes. I should roll off this bed and find somewhere to hide that isn’t the master bedroom of the man whose wife I’m currently balls-deep inside.

Instead, I thrust.

Hard. Deep. My cock drives into her to the hilt and holds there, grinding, and Elizabeth gasps—a sharp, broken sound—and her nails dig into my shoulders.

“Where do you want it?” My voice is rough. Low. Barely above a whisper. “Tell me where you want my cum, Elizabeth.”

Her eyes lock on mine. Behind the mask, they’re dark, focused, completely fucking present.

“Inside me.” The words come out raw. Certain. “I want you to cum inside me, Mark.”

My cock throbs. Hard. The pressure at the base of my spine tightens another turn.

“Are you on the pill?”

She shakes her head. Once. Sharp. “No.”

The risk lands between us. Heavy. Electric. My cock is buried inside her, my cum about to flood her unprotected pussy, and the danger of it—the specific, visceral danger—does something to both of us that I can feel in the way her pussy clenches around me.

“The risk turns you on.” It’s not a question.

“Yes.” Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Her hips roll against mine, taking me deeper. “Fuck, yes. The thought of you—inside me—getting me pregnant while he’s downstairs—”

I thrust harder. My hips snap forward, driving my cock deep into her, and she gasps, her back arching, her pussy gripping me tighter.

“You want my cum?” My voice is shaking. My thighs are burning. The pressure is building, that electric coil tightening at the base of my spine, and Richard’s footsteps are on the stairs now. First floor. Second. Getting closer. “You want me to fill you up? Get you pregnant? While your husband walks up the stairs?”

“Yes.” The word is a sob. Desperate. Honest. “Please, Mark—fuck—please cum inside me—”

I fuck her like a wild man. My hips piston into her, each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy with enough force to shake the bed, and Elizabeth takes it—her legs locked around my waist, her heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper, and the wet sounds of our bodies fill the room, obscene and rhythmic and too fucking loud.

Richard’s footsteps reach the top of the stairs.

The hallway. Twenty feet from the bedroom door.

“I’m gonna cum,” I groan against her neck. My voice is wrecked. Shaking. “Fuck, Elizabeth—I’m gonna cum inside you—”

“Do it.” Her hand finds my face, pulls me into a kiss that’s all tongue and teeth and raw, unfiltered want. “Fill me up, Mark. Please—”

The pressure breaks.

The first pulse is deep—so deep I feel it in my fucking toes. My cock jerks inside her and I cum, hard, the first thick shot hitting her cervix and she gasps against my mouth, her pussy clenching around me in rhythmic pulses, milking me, and I keep thrusting, riding the wave, each pulse driving another jet of cum deep inside her.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is strangled. Raw. My hips keep moving, shallow now, fucking my cum deeper into her, and I can feel it—hot, thick, flooding her pussy, coating my cock—and the sensation is so fucking intense my vision goes white at the edges.

Richard’s footsteps are in the hallway. Ten feet from the door.

Elizabeth’s hand finds the phone. She taps the screen—once, twice—and the red light goes off. The livestream dies.

I pull out.

Fast. Desperate. My cock slides free with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the sudden quiet, cum and her wetness coating my shaft, dripping onto the sheets, and I grab my clothes from the floor—shorts, t-shirt—and roll off the bed in one fluid motion.

The chaise lounge. Large, upholstered, in the corner by the window. I dive behind it, pulling my shorts on as I go, my cock still wet, still half-hard, cum dripping down my thigh, and I press myself against the wall and breathe.

The bedroom door opens.

Richard walks in.

I can see him through the narrow gap between the chaise and the wall—his silhouette, his phone to his ear, his voice carrying in that particular, performative warmth he uses for donors.

“—absolutely, Brother Thomas. The Lord is moving in powerful ways. The north campus property is just the beginning.” He paces. I can hear his footsteps on the carpet. “The contractor issues are being resolved as we speak. My son is handling it personally.”

Elizabeth is on the bed. From my angle, I can see the edge of the mattress, her legs, the rumpled sheets. She’s pulled the comforter up to her waist. Her mask is off—I can see it on the nightstand, the black glitter catching the dim light. Her hair is a mess. Her skin is flushed. Cum is drying on her thighs, between her legs, inside her, and Richard is six feet away talking about faith and property and doesn’t notice a fucking thing.

“Yes, the board meeting is Thursday.” He pauses. Listens. “Elizabeth will be there, of course. She’s been invaluable with the women’s outreach.”

Invaluable. The word lands like a slap. I press myself harder against the wall and try not to breathe.

Richard paces. His footsteps move toward the bathroom, then back. The phone call continues—donor cultivation, property development, the particular cadence of a man who believes God wants him to have a private jet—and through it all, Elizabeth lies in the bed with my cum inside her and says nothing.

Five minutes. The call winds down. Richard says his goodbyes—warm, effusive, the voice of a man who has never questioned his own righteousness—and sets the phone on the dresser.

“Long night?” His voice. To Elizabeth. Casual. Disinterested.

“Mm.” Her voice is quiet. Measured. The perfect pastor’s wife. “Tired. Headache.”

“Take something.” A drawer opens. Closes. The sound of him undressing—belt, shoes, the particular rustle of a man changing into sleep clothes without looking at his wife. “I’ve got an early meeting with the finance committee.”

“Okay.”

Silence. The bed dips. Richard’s weight settling on his side, the mattress creaking, and then the sound of sheets, a pillow adjusting, and then nothing.

Just breathing. The soft, even rhythm of a man falling asleep in a bed beside a woman he hasn’t touched in years, completely unaware that twenty minutes ago she was screaming on a livestream with another man’s cock buried inside her.

I wait. Five minutes. Ten. Richard’s breathing slows, evens out, the particular shallow rhythm of a man who sleeps the sleep of the self-satisfied.

Then Elizabeth’s hand appears over the edge of the chaise. Her fingers find mine in the dark. Squeeze. Once. Deliberate.

I squeeze back.

And we wait.


Chapter 11

I wake up alone. The guest room ceiling is pale beige, textured, exactly as it was yesterday and the day before, and for a second I lie there wondering if last night happened at all. If the masks and the livestream and Elizabeth on her back with my cock in her throat and my cum inside her was something I dreamed.

Then I move my leg and feel it—the soreness in my thighs, the specific, satisfied ache of muscles used hard, and I know it was real. Every second of it.

The house feels wrong. Too quiet. Too normal. I shower and dress and make my way downstairs with the particular care of a man walking through a minefield, and the kitchen smells like coffee and bacon and something sweet—pancakes, maybe—and the normalcy of it is almost offensive.

Richard is at the table.

He’s in a pressed shirt, tie loose, reading the paper with the particular focused disdain of a man who believes the world’s problems are personally addressed to him. His coffee cup sits beside a leather portfolio, his phone face-down next to it, and he doesn’t look up when I walk in.

Chris is there too. Bowl of cereal, phone in hand, the same morning routine he’s had since we were sixteen. He glances up and grins.

“There he is. Coffee’s fresh.”

“Thanks.” My voice comes out steady. A miracle.

I pour coffee. Sit at the island. The marble is cool under my palms and I focus on that—the temperature, the texture, anything that isn’t the memory of Elizabeth’s pussy clenching around my cock while Richard’s footsteps climbed the stairs.

She walks in from the pantry.

My breath catches. Elizabeth is in a robe—simple, cotton, the kind of modest, knee-length thing a pastor’s wife wears to make breakfast. Her hair is damp, pulled back in a loose twist, no makeup, and she looks... normal. Domestic. The picture of morning serenity.

She doesn’t look at me. Not directly. She moves through the kitchen with the practiced ease of someone who has made ten thousand breakfasts in this room, pulling batter from the fridge, heating the griddle, and the performance is so flawless it makes my chest hurt.

Richard turns a page. “The north campus closing is Thursday. I’ll need you there, Elizabeth. The women’s auxiliary wants to meet the contractor.”

“Of course.” Her voice is warm. Pleasant. Empty.

Chris is talking about a call from last night—something with a car accident, the details blur past me—and I nod in the right places and make the right sounds and watch Elizabeth’s hands as she flips pancakes. Those hands. On my cock. Around my throat. In my hair.

She plates the first batch. Chris gets his. Richard gets his, delivered with a smile that doesn’t reach her eyes. Then she’s beside me, setting a plate in front of me—stack of pancakes, golden, steam rising—and her hand brushes mine.

Just a brush. Fingers against knuckles. The contact lasts half a second.

Then her hand is under the table. On my thigh. Not a casual touch—a firm, deliberate squeeze, her fingers digging into the muscle just above my knee, and the pressure is specific. Possessive. Her nails press into the denim and I feel it like a brand.

I look at her. She’s looking at the plate, adjusting the syrup bottle, and her profile is calm, composed, and then her eyes find mine.

No fear. No regret. No performance.

Just a cool, confident, possessive look that says everything without saying a word. Her hand is still on my thigh, squeezing, and the message is clear: You’re mine now.

She leans in. Pretends to whisper about the pancakes, her mouth inches from my ear, her breath warm against my skin, and what she actually says is:

“I can still taste you.”

The words land. Low. Private. Raw. My cock goes hard so fast it’s painful, pressing against my zipper, and I choke—literally choke—on the sip of coffee I just took. It goes down wrong, burning my throat, and I cough, hard, my eyes watering.

Richard looks up. Annoyed. The particular tight expression of a man interrupted.

“You okay, kid?”

I nod. Can’t speak. Coffee in my windpipe, Elizabeth’s hand still on my thigh under the table, her fingers tracing small, deliberate circles on the inside of my leg.

“Fine,” I manage. Voice rough. “Wrong pipe.”

Elizabeth straightens. Smiles. The smile is serene, warm, directed at no one in particular, and she picks up her coffee cup and takes a sip like nothing happened. Like she didn’t just set my nervous system on fire with five words.

She finishes her coffee. Sets the cup down with a small, clean click. Stands.

“I’m going to go get dressed.” Her voice is pleasant. Measured. The perfect hostess. “Chris, don’t forget your shift at three.”

“Got it, Mom.”

She walks out of the kitchen. And it’s the walk that does it—the way her hips move, the particular sway that wasn’t there yesterday, a new rhythm, confident, deliberate. The cotton robe does nothing to disguise it. Every man in the room tracks it, whether they admit it or not.

Richard goes back to his paper. Chris goes back to his phone. The kitchen settles into morning normalcy like oil on water, smooth and undisturbed, and I sit there with pancakes I can’t eat and coffee I can’t drink and the ghost of Elizabeth’s hand on my thigh.

My phone buzzes on the table.

The screen lights up. Her name—not saved, just the number—and a notification: 1 new message.

I pick it up. My thumb finds the message and opens it, and my breath stops in my throat.

It’s a picture. Taken seconds ago, must have been—the timestamp shows two minutes back. Elizabeth in her bedroom. The modest robe is gone. She’s wearing the black lace lingerie set from the livestream—the one under the cat bodysuit, I realize—strappy, delicate, her tits pushed up and spilling over the cups. Her mask is pushed up on her forehead, not covering her eyes, and she’s looking directly at the camera with an expression I’ve never seen on her before. Cool. Confident. Hungry.

Her legs are spread. One hand is between them, teasingly pulling the lace of her panties to the side, revealing a glistening, slick pink slit. Wet. So fucking wet. Cum might still be there—my cum, from last night, inside her—and the thought makes my cock throb against my zipper hard enough to make me shift in my seat.

The text below the image is five words.

This is just the beginning.

I stare at it. The kitchen around me fades—Richard’s newspaper, Chris’s cereal, the normalcy of the Blackwood mansion morning—and all that exists is the image on my screen and the three words beneath it and the certain, devastating knowledge that whatever this is, whatever we’ve started, it’s nowhere near done.

Elizabeth Blackwood is not afraid anymore.

And that might be the most dangerous thing I’ve ever seen.
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The Blackwood gates swing open and I ease my car up the driveway like I’m driving through a minefield. The mansion looms at the end—white stone, climbing vines, windows that reflect the sky like nothing’s wrong inside. Everything’s wrong inside. Everything’s been wrong for weeks, and it’s only getting better.

I kill the engine and sit there for a second, my hands still on the wheel, the silence of the estate pressing in around me. My phone is warm in my pocket. I pull it out and the screen lights up with her name—not saved, just the number, but I know it by heart now. The preview of her text is enough to make my cock stir.

Garage. Now. Don’t knock.

Below the text, the image. Elizabeth Blackwood. Topless. Her tits heavy and full in her own hands, her nipples hard and pink against the golden tan of her skin. The photo is cropped at her collarbone, nothing below, nothing that would show in a notification preview, but the message is clear. Come. Now. Don’t think.

I’m twenty-one. She’s forty-two. She’s the mother of my best friend. She’s Richard Blackwood’s wife—the mega pastor, the man with the private jet and the congregation of thousands and the particular talent for fucking everything that moves except his own wife. Three weeks ago I discovered she’s MystiqueM, the OnlyFans model I’ve been jerking off to for six months. Three weeks ago she was on her knees in their pool with my cock down her throat. Two weeks ago she was against a wall in their church while her husband preached about fidelity fifty feet away. Then she was on a livestream, masked, coming apart on my cock while strangers watched.

And now I’m sitting in my car with a hard-on that could cut glass, staring at her tits on my phone screen, and the rational part of my brain—the part that should be concerned about consequences, about Chris, about the fact that I’m fucking a married woman in her forties who happens to be my best friend’s mother—that part is quiet. Drowned out by the pulse in my cock and the memory of her voice whispering I can still taste you across a breakfast table while her husband read the paper.

I get out of the car. The driveway gravel crunches under my shoes. The front door is twenty yards away, but the text said garage, so I cut left around the side of the house, past the pool where it all started, and the garage door is already open—just a foot, enough to slip through.

The garage smells like concrete and motor oil and the faint coconut scent of Elizabeth’s shampoo. Her SUV is parked in the far bay, black, gleaming, the back seats already folded down. I don’t see her. Then I feel her.

Hands on my chest. Pushing. My back hits the side of the SUV with a soft thud and her mouth is on mine and the world narrows to a single point of heat and want. Her lips are warm, soft, tasting like mint and something deeper that’s just her, and she kisses me like she’s trying to crawl inside my skin. Her tongue finds mine and the kiss turns hungry fast—deep, searching, desperate—and her hands are in my hair, pulling, and I’m grabbing her ass through her jeans and lifting her and she wraps her legs around my waist like she’s done it a hundred times.

She has. We have.

“Fuck,” she breathes against my mouth. Her breath is hot, ragged. “I’ve been thinking about this all day.”

“Show me.”

She unlocks the SUV with a click of her key fob and we climb in through the back—me first, then her, crawling over me on all fours, her ass in my face, the denim tight across curves I’ve memorized with my hands and my tongue. The back of the SUV is roomier than it looks. Folded seats, cargo mat, enough space for what we’re about to do if we’re creative.

Elizabeth turns. Sits on her heels. Looks at me with eyes that are dark and hungry and completely fucking present.

“Take your shirt off.”

I pull it over my head. The cool air hits my skin and then her hands are on me—palms flat against my chest, fingers tracing the lines of muscle, down to my stomach, to the waistband of my jeans. She finds my belt. Pulls. The buckle comes loose with a soft metallic sound that seems obscenely loud in the quiet garage.

“These too.” Her voice is low. Husky. The MystiqueM voice. The voice that made strangers cum through laptop speakers. Hearing it three feet away does something to my insides that I don’t have a clean word for.

I kick my jeans off. My cock springs free—thick, hard, already leaking—and Elizabeth’s eyes drop to it and her lips part and the look on her face is pure, unfiltered hunger.

“God,” she whispers. “Every time. Every fucking time I forget how big you are.”

Her hands find me. One wraps around my shaft—her small fingers can’t close all the way, the sight of her hand struggling around my thickness is enough to make my vision blur—and she strokes me once, from base to tip, her thumb brushing over the head where I’m already wet.

“Fuck,” I groan. The sound is raw, unrestrained. My hips buck involuntarily into her hand and she makes a sound—low, hungry—and her grip tightens.

“Your turn.” I reach for the hem of her shirt. She raises her arms and I pull it over her head and her tits spill free—the same tits from the photo, better in person, heavy and full and perfect, nipples hard and dark against her skin. I grab one. The weight of it fills my palm, firm and soft at once, and I squeeze and she gasps, her back arching, her hand on my cock going still.

“Mark—”

I take her nipple in my mouth. Suck hard. Flat tongue against the sensitive skin, teeth grazing just enough to walk the edge of pleasure-pain, and she moans—a long, broken sound that echoes off the garage walls. Her hand finds the back of my head, fingers tangling in my hair, holding me against her breast like she’s afraid I’ll stop.

I don’t stop. My mouth moves to her other tit, same treatment, sucking hard, my tongue circling her nipple, and her hips are rolling now, grinding against nothing, her pussy seeking friction through her jeans. I can smell her—warm, musky, the particular scent of a woman who’s been wet for hours thinking about this.

“Jeans,” I say against her skin. My voice is rough. “Off. Now.”

She stands on her knees. Unbuttons her jeans. Pulls them down her thighs—slow, deliberate, like she’s savoring the reveal—and then she’s in nothing but black lace panties, the fabric dark with a wet spot that makes my cock throb.

I push her back. She lies down on the cargo mat, her blonde hair spilling around her head, her tits pointing at the roof of the SUV, and I hook my fingers into the waistband of her panties and pull them down her legs. She lifts her hips to help, one foot then the other, and then she’s bare. Completely bare. Her pussy is shaved smooth, pink and glistening, already swollen, already wet for me.

“Fuck, Elizabeth.” My voice is wrecked. I’m on my knees between her legs, my cock hard and aching, and I run my fingers through her wetness and she gasps, her hips bucking. “You’re soaked.”

“Your fault.” Her eyes are dark, focused. Her hand finds my cock again, stroking, guiding me toward her. “Now fuck me, Mark. I need you inside me.”

She sits up. Turns. Crawls onto my lap, straddling me, her knees on either side of my hips, and the position puts her pussy right against my cock—wet heat against hard length, and the contact is so intense I groan. Her hands are on my shoulders, her tits pressed against my chest, and she reaches between us and guides me to her entrance.

The head of my cock finds her. Wet. Hot. She sinks down slowly, taking me inch by inch, and the feeling is fucking insane—her pussy stretching around me, gripping me like a fist, wet and tight and perfect.

“God,” she gasps. Her forehead drops to my shoulder. “You’re so deep. I can feel every inch.”

I grab her ass with both hands. Squeeze. Spread her cheeks slightly, and the angle changes—deeper, hitting spots that make her thighs tremble—and she moans against my neck, her teeth finding my skin.

“Ride me,” I say. My voice is rough, low. “Show me how much you’ve been thinking about this.”

She starts to move.

Her hips roll. Slow at first, deliberate, each rise and fall taking my cock deep into her pussy and then almost all the way out, the wet sounds of our bodies obscenely loud in the enclosed space. Her tits bounce with each movement, nipples hard, and I grab one and squeeze and she cries out, her pace faltering for half a second before she finds it again.

“Harder,” I say. My hands on her ass, guiding her, pulling her down onto me with each thrust. “Fuck yourself on my cock, Elizabeth. That’s it.”

She obeys. Her hips move faster, harder, each downward stroke driving my cock deep into her pussy, and the sounds—God, the sounds she makes. Low, broken moans that come from somewhere deep in her chest, each one rising with the rhythm of her hips. Her nails dig into my shoulders. Her breath comes in hot, ragged bursts against my neck.

The SUV rocks. Subtly at first, then more noticeably, the suspension creaking with each impact. Someone could walk into the garage. Richard could come home. Chris could come looking for his mom. The risk is there, present, electric, and it feeds something in both of us that makes her pussy clench tighter around my cock and my hands dig deeper into the flesh of her ass.

“Tell me how it feels,” I say against her ear. My voice is shaking. My thighs are burning. “Tell me how my cock feels inside you while your husband is somewhere preaching about marriage.”

She moans. A long, broken sound that turns into words. “So fucking good. You’re so deep. I can feel you—fuck—I can feel you everywhere.”

Her pace is relentless now. Her hips pistoning up and down, taking my cock with a hunger that’s raw and desperate and completely fucking real. Sweat gleams on her skin. Her hair is coming loose, falling across her face, and she’s beautiful—used, wrecked, coming apart on my lap in the back of an SUV in her own garage, and the sight of her is enough to make the pressure build at the base of my spine, that electric coil of pleasure tightening with each thrust.

“I’m close,” she gasps. Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Her pussy is clenching around me in pre-orgasmic pulses, gripping, milking, and I can feel her getting wetter—slick heat coating my cock with each downward stroke. “Mark—fuck—I’m so close—”

“Then come.” The word is a command. Rough. Certain. “Come on my cock, Elizabeth. Let me feel it.”

Her hips don’t stop. If anything, they move faster—harder, more desperate, each downward stroke driving my cock deep into her pussy with enough force to push us both against the back of the seats. Her breath comes in short, ragged gasps. Her nails rake down my back, hard enough to leave marks.

And then she comes.

The orgasm hits her like a truck. One second she’s riding me, her hips pistoning, her breath coming in ragged gasps, and the next her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches so hard her tits press flat against my chest. Her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, rhythmic pulses—gripping, milking, so tight it’s almost painful—and the sound she makes is primal. Raw. A long, broken wail that echoes off the garage walls and probably carries through the door if anyone’s listening.

“Fuck,” I groan. My hips don’t stop. I keep fucking her through it, each upward thrust driving my cock deep into her oversensitive, clenching pussy, and she writhes against me—oversensitive, overwhelmed, her moans turning into whimpers that are half pleasure, half pain.

“Too much—” she gasps. Her hands push against my chest, not to stop me, to brace herself. “Mark—it’s too much—I can’t—”

“You can.” I grab her ass with both hands, pulling her down onto me harder, and the angle changes—deeper, my cock grinding against her clit from the inside—and she sobs, a wet, broken sound, and her pussy clenches again. Another wave. Smaller, but real. “Take it, Elizabeth. All of it. That’s it.”

Her thighs are shaking. Literally shaking against my hips, muscles spasming with the force of what’s happening to her body. Sweat gleams on her skin. Her hair is a mess, stuck to her forehead and neck, and she looks used in the most beautiful way possible—wrecked, undone, coming apart on my cock in the back of an SUV while her husband is God knows where doing God knows what with God knows who.

“Your husband ever make you come like this?” My voice is rough. Low. Nothing like the voice I use at dinner tables. “Ever fuck you until you scream in a garage? Until your thighs shake?”

“No.” The word is raw. Honest. Her eyes are wide, dazed, tears streaking her flushed cheeks. “No one—fuck—no one has ever—”

“Then remember who’s giving it to you.” I thrust up hard, driving my cock deep into her, and she gasps, her nails digging into my shoulders. “My cock, Elizabeth. Not his. Mine.”

She moans. A long, broken sound that turns into words. “Yours. Fuck—yours—”

I flip her. One smooth motion—my hands on her waist, lifting, turning—and she’s on her back on the cargo mat, her legs still wrapped around my hips, and I’m on top of her now, driving into her with deep, relentless strokes. The new angle is devastating. My cock hits that spot—the one that made her scream in the storage room, the one that turns her into a different person—and her back arches off the mat, a choked moan tearing out of her throat.

“There?” I thrust again. Hard. Precise. “That the spot? The one that makes the pastor’s wife scream like a whore?”

“Yes—” Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Her pussy is clenching around me in pre-orgasmic pulses, getting tighter, wetter, and I can feel her building again. So soon. So fucking soon after the first one. “Right there—don’t stop—please don’t stop—”

I don’t stop. My hips snap forward. Each thrust drives my cock deep into her pussy with enough force to push her up the cargo mat, her shoulders grinding against the folded seats, and the wet sounds of our bodies are obscene—skin on skin, the squelch of my cock driving into her soaked pussy over and over.

“Look at you.” My voice is shaking. My thighs are burning. The pressure is building at the base of my spine, that electric coil tightening another turn with each thrust. “The pastor’s wife. Spread open in the back of an SUV. Taking my cock like you were built for it.”

She moans. Her hand finds my face, pulls me into a kiss that’s all tongue and teeth and raw, unfiltered want. She kisses me like she’s starving for it, like she’s trying to consume me, and I kiss her back just as hard, my cock still driving into her, our bodies pressed together from chest to hip.

“Tell me what you are,” I say against her mouth. Rough. Commanding. “Tell me what you are right now, Elizabeth.”

She whimpers. Her pussy clenches around me, hard, a reflexive squeeze that makes my vision blur. “Yours,” she gasps. “Fuck—I’m yours—”

“Louder.”

“I’m yours!” The words tear out of her, loud, unrestrained, echoing in the enclosed space. “Your cock—your whore—fuck—Mark—I’m coming again—”

The second orgasm hits her even harder than the first. Her body goes rigid beneath me, every muscle taut, her back arching off the mat so hard her tits point at the roof of the SUV. Her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves—stronger than the first time, rhythmic, milking me so hard I groan—and the sound she makes is half scream, half sob. Raw. Desperate. Completely fucking wrecked.

“Fuck,” I groan. My hips don’t slow. If anything, they get harder—deeper, more punishing, each thrust driving my cock into her oversensitive, clenching pussy, and she sobs beneath me, tears streaming down her temples into her hair, her body shaking with the force of it.

“Too much—” she gasps. Her hands clutch at my back, my shoulders, anywhere she can reach. “Mark—please—it’s too much—”

“You can take it.” I pin her hips with both hands, driving into her with deep, relentless strokes that leave no room for escape. “You’re taking it so good, Elizabeth. So fucking good for me.”

She’s coming apart beneath me. Literally coming apart—her composure, her performance, every wall she’s built in twenty years of marriage crumbling under the force of what her body is doing to her. And I’m holding her through it, fucking her through wave after wave, and the feeling of her pussy clenching around my cock is so intense I’m seeing stars.

The pressure is building. That familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine, the heat pooling in my balls, my cock throbbing inside her with each pulse of my heartbeat. I’m close. So close it’s physical—every thrust driving me closer to the edge, and Elizabeth feels it. I know she feels it because her pussy clenches around me in answer, a reflexive squeeze that makes me groan.

“Where?” I gasp against her neck. My voice is wrecked. Shaking. “Where do you want it, Elizabeth?”

“Inside.” The word is raw. Certain. Her legs lock around my waist, pulling me deeper. “Cum inside me, Mark. Please—fuck—fill me up—”

The risk lands between us. Heavy. Electric. She’s not on the pill. She told me that the night of the livestream, with Richard’s footsteps on the stairs. The danger of it—the specific, visceral danger of getting her pregnant while her husband preaches about family values—does something to both of us that I can feel in the way her pussy grips me tighter.

“You want my cum?” My voice is shaking. My thighs are trembling. The pressure is building, that electric coil tightening to breaking point. “You want me to fill you up? Get you pregnant? While your husband is out fucking interns?”

“Yes.” The word is a sob. Desperate. Honest. “Please, Mark—fuck—please cum inside me—”

I fuck her like a wild man. My hips piston into her, each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy with enough force to shake the SUV, and Elizabeth takes it—her legs locked around my waist, her heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper, and the wet sounds of our bodies fill the garage—obscene, rhythmic, too fucking loud.

“I’m gonna cum,” I groan. The words are strangled. Raw. “Fuck, Elizabeth—I’m gonna cum inside you—”

“Do it.” Her hand finds my face, pulls me into a kiss that’s all desperation and want. “Fill me up, Mark. Please—”

The pressure breaks.

The first pulse is deep—so deep I feel it in my fucking toes. My cock jerks inside her and I cum, hard, the first thick shot hitting her cervix and she gasps against my mouth, her pussy clenching around me in rhythmic pulses, milking me, and I keep thrusting, riding the wave, each pulse driving another jet of cum deep inside her.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is strangled. Raw. My hips keep moving, shallow now, fucking my cum deeper into her, and I can feel it—hot, thick, flooding her pussy, coating my cock—and the sensation is so fucking intense my vision goes white at the edges.

The second pulse. The third. Each one drives another thick rope of cum into her, and Elizabeth moans beneath me—low, broken sounds that vibrate through both of us—her pussy still clenching, still milking, taking every drop.

The fourth pulse is weaker. A shuddering aftershock that leaves me shaking. My hips slow. Stop. My cock is buried deep inside her, still throbbing, still pulsing weakly, and we lie there together in the aftermath—breathing hard, sweating, cum between us, the smell of sex thick in the enclosed space.

Elizabeth’s hand finds my face. Her palm is warm against my cheek, her thumb brushing my lower lip with a tenderness that makes my chest ache. Her eyes are wide, dazed, something raw and vulnerable in them that wasn’t there before.

“Fuck,” she breathes.

I kiss her. Soft. Slow. Nothing like the hungry, desperate fucking of the last ten minutes. Just my mouth on hers, gentle, and she kisses me back the same way—tender, almost reverent—and for a long moment we just breathe together in the quiet of the garage while the world waits outside the SUV windows.

Ready for the full story?

➡️Read Book 2 Now
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