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Chapter 1

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.


Chapter 2

We lie there for what feels like years. My cock is still inside her, softening slowly, and neither of us makes a move to pull apart. The garage is quiet—just the faint hum of the water heater somewhere in the corner and our breathing slowly synchronizing. Sweat cools on my skin. Cum is drying between us. Elizabeth’s hand traces idle patterns on my chest, her fingernails leaving faint trails that raise goosebumps.

“Your heart,” she says softly. Her palm is flat against my sternum, feeling the pulse. “It’s still racing.”

“Your fault.”

She almost laughs. A warm, shaky exhale that turns into something quieter. Her eyes find mine in the dim light filtering through the SUV windows, and for a long moment we just look at each other. No performance. No walls. Just Elizabeth and Mark in the back of an SUV with cum between them and the world waiting outside.

Then her expression changes. Something settles behind her eyes—heavier, darker—and her hand stills on my chest.

“He’s doing it again.” Her voice is quiet. Level. The kind of quiet that costs something. “The interns. There’s two of them now. Twins, would you believe it? Twenty-two years old. Blonde. From the same Bible college in Texas.” She shakes her head. A single, sharp movement. “He has them on the payroll as ‘ministry assistants.’ They show up to events in matching skirts. The congregation thinks it’s adorable.”

The words land between us. Heavy. Familiar in the worst way. Richard Blackwood, the family values pastor, collecting young women like trading cards while his wife sits in the front row and smiles.

“I caught them last week.” Her fingers curl against my chest, not quite a fist. “In his study. One on her knees. The other watching. He had his hand in her hair.” She takes a breath. Holds it. Lets it go in a shudder that moves through her whole body. “He didn’t even close the door all the way, Mark. He didn’t care if I walked past. He wanted me to see.”

Something hot and ugly coils in my gut. My jaw clenches. The rational part of my brain—the part that should be reminding me that I’m fucking his wife in his garage—is quiet. Drowned out by something darker. Something that wants to put my fist through a wall.

“I should—”

“Don’t.” Her hand finds my face. Her palm is warm against my cheek, her thumb brushing my lower lip. “Don’t be stupid. He’s not worth it.” The tenderness in her touch contradicts the hardness in her voice. “He’s worth nothing. That’s the point.”

I kiss her palm. Once. Gently. She smiles—a small, broken thing that doesn’t reach her eyes—and then she’s pushing herself up, reaching for her clothes scattered across the cargo mat.

“I need water,” I say. My throat is dry. The post-sex cottonmouth hitting hard, and the thought of the kitchen sink is suddenly the most urgent thing in the world.

“Go through the side door. He’s at the church until six.” She’s pulling her shirt over her head, her hair a mess, and the sight of her—Elizabeth Blackwood, naked from the waist down, my cum drying on her thighs, dressing like nothing happened—is going to live in my brain forever.

I find my jeans. Pull them on commando, my cock still wet, still sensitive. My shirt goes on last, and I run a hand through my hair and try to look like a man who hasn’t just had the best sex of his life in the back of an SUV while his best friend’s dad fucked twins in a study down the hall.

The side door from the garage leads into a mudroom. Tile floor, coat hooks, the particular organized chaos of a family that employs a housekeeper. I wipe my feet out of habit—twenty-one years of conditioning—and step into the hallway that connects to the kitchen.

The kitchen smells like lemon and vanilla. Elizabeth’s domain. Counters clean, dishes put away, the particular antiseptic perfection of a space that’s photographed for lifestyle blogs. I head for the sink and run the water cold, cupping my hands under the stream, drinking directly like I’m twelve years old.

“That’s not very sanitary.”

The voice comes from behind me. Smooth. Cultivated. The particular resonant baritone of a man who gets paid to talk.

I turn. Water drips from my chin onto my shirt.

Richard Blackwood—Elizabeth’s husband—is standing in the doorway. Pressed shirt, loosened tie, the particular casual authority of a man who owns every room he walks into. His phone is in one hand, his leather portfolio in the other, and his expression is the one he uses on strangers at donor events—warm, slightly puzzled, the look of a man who’s trying to place a face he should know.

“Mark.” He says my name like he’s reminding himself. “Didn’t expect to see you here on a Tuesday.”

My brain empties. Completely. The space where rational thought should be is just white noise and the distant memory of Elizabeth’s pussy clenching around my cock thirty seconds ago.

“Cookies,” I say.

The word hangs between us. Richard’s eyebrow lifts a fraction of an inch.

“Elizabeth mentioned she baked.” My voice comes out steadier than it has any right to. “Chocolate chip. Said I should come by and try some.” I gesture vaguely at the empty counter. “Guess they’re all gone.”

Richard looks at me. Really looks. His eyes are the same pale blue as Chris’s but colder, sharper, the kind of eyes that have learned to see through people because it’s profitable. For a long second he says nothing. The kitchen clock ticks. Water drips from the faucet I didn’t turn off all the way.

Then his phone rings.

The sound is jarring—some custom ringtone that’s probably a hymn—and Richard’s attention shifts instantly. He checks the screen, his expression warming into the particular performative warmth he reserves for donors, and he holds up a finger to me. One second.

“Brother Thomas.” His voice shifts. Warmer. Deeper. The pastor voice. “Yes, absolutely. The north campus numbers are very encouraging.” He paces. Three steps toward the window, three steps back. “The women’s auxiliary has been instrumental, of course. Elizabeth’s leadership there has been—” He pauses. Listens. Nods. “Yes, she’ll be thrilled to hear that.”

I stand at the sink and try not to exist. My cock is still wet. There’s probably cum on my thighs. The rational part of my brain is screaming that I should leave, now, immediately, but my feet are nailed to the tile and Richard is six feet away talking about his wife’s leadership while I can still taste her on my lips.

The call winds down. Richard’s goodbyes are effusive, warm, the particular cadence of a man who believes God wants him to have more money. He sets the phone on the island and looks at me like he’s remembering I’m here.

“You should stay for dinner.” The invitation is casual. Offhand. The kind of thing you say to your son’s friend because it’s easier than questioning why he’s in your kitchen on a Tuesday drinking from your sink. “Elizabeth’s making that lemon chicken thing. Chris will be home by six.”

The irony is so thick I could choke on it. Elizabeth’s lemon chicken. The same woman who was riding my cock in the garage twenty minutes ago, who has my cum inside her right now, whose husband is inviting me to dinner with the warm indifference of a man who has no idea what’s happening in his own house.

“Thanks,” I say. “Yeah. That’d be great.”

Richard nods. Picks up his portfolio. “Good man.” He claps me on the shoulder as he passes—the particular firm, paternal grip that makes my skin crawl—and then he’s gone, his footsteps fading down the hall toward his study.

I stand at the sink. The faucet is still dripping. The kitchen is quiet. Somewhere in the house, Elizabeth is getting dressed. Somewhere down the hall, Richard is probably texting his twin interns. And I’m standing in a kitchen that smells like lemon and vanilla with cum on my thighs and an invitation to dinner, and the world has never made less sense.

I turn off the faucet. The dripping stops.

The silence is worse.


Chapter 3

Dinner is served at seven sharp. The dining room table is long, polished, set with the good china that only comes out for guests or photographs. Richard sits at the head, of course. Elizabeth to his right. Chris to his left. I’m across from Chris, which puts me directly in Elizabeth’s sightline every time I look up from my plate, which is a problem because every time I look up from my plate I see her mouth and remember what it felt like wrapped around my cock.

The lemon chicken is excellent. Tender, tangy, the kind of thing that would get a million views on a food blog if Elizabeth ever decided to start one. She doesn’t eat much. Three bites, maybe. Sips her wine. Listens.

Richard talks.

“The culture is collapsing,” he says. He’s cutting his chicken with the particular precise movements of a man who believes God cares about knife technique. “You see it everywhere. The universities. The media. This relentless attack on the family structure.” He shakes his head. The overhead chandelier catches the silver at his temples. “Young people are being told that commitment is oppression. That fidelity is outdated. That the sacred covenant of marriage is just one option among many.”

I take a bite of chicken. Chew. Nod at the appropriate intervals. The same performance I’ve been giving at this table since I was sixteen, except now there’s cum dried on my thighs under my jeans and the woman across from me has my DNA inside her and her husband is talking about fidelity like he invented it.

“Look at the statistics.” Richard sets his knife down. Leans forward. The posture of a man delivering a point he’s delivered a thousand times to a thousand rooms. “Premarital sex. Cohabitation. The divorce rate. It’s a direct correlation with the decline of spiritual values in this country.”

Elizabeth takes a sip of wine. Her eyes meet mine over the rim of the glass. Hold for exactly one second too long. Then she’s looking at Richard, nodding, the perfect attentive wife.

Something brushes my calf under the table.

I freeze. The contact is light—almost imperceptible—the soft press of what might be a foot against my leg. I don’t look down. I keep chewing. Keep nodding. Keep my eyes on my plate like a man who is very interested in lemon chicken and not at all aware that his best friend’s mother’s bare foot is currently resting against his calf under a dining table where her husband is talking about premarital sex.

The foot doesn’t move. It rests there, warm, the arch of it pressing gently against my leg, and the contact is so innocent and so obscene simultaneously that my cock stirs in my jeans.

She’s not wearing shoes.

The thought lands. Heavy. Electric. Elizabeth Blackwood, the pastor’s wife, sitting at a formal dinner table in her husband’s mansion, is barefoot under the table with her foot on my calf while her husband lectures about moral decay.

Chris is talking about work. Some car accident call from yesterday, the details blur past me. I make the right sounds. Ask the right questions. Nod. Smile. All while Elizabeth’s foot traces a slow, deliberate line up my calf to my knee, and the touch is so light it might be accidental if I didn’t know better.

I know better.

“Mark.”

Richard’s voice cuts through. I look up. He’s watching me with that particular evaluative look—the one that makes me feel like I’m being assessed for potential, for usefulness, for whether I’m worth the space at his table.

“You still with us, son?”

Son. The word lands like a slap. I nod. “Yeah. Sorry. Long day.”

“Chris says you’ve been hitting the gym hard lately.” Richard’s eyes drop to my arms, my chest, the particular assessment of a man who notices physicality as a metric. “It shows. Discipline is important. The body is a temple, after all.”

Elizabeth’s foot moves higher. The arch of it presses against my inner thigh, just below the knee, and the contact is so deliberate, so fucking calculated, that I have to grip my fork to keep my hand steady.

“Thanks.” My voice comes out normal. A miracle. “Trying to stay consistent.”

“Consistency.” Richard nods like I’ve unlocked a profound truth. “That’s it exactly. Consistency in faith, in discipline, in moral clarity. That’s what’s missing from this generation.”

Elizabeth’s foot slides higher. Slow. Deliberate. The ball of her foot presses against the inside of my thigh, midway up now, and I can feel the heat of her through the denim. My cock is hard. Fully, painfully hard, pressing against the zipper of my jeans, and the rational part of my brain is screaming that this is insane, that we’re at dinner, that her husband is three feet away talking about moral clarity, and the irrational part is cataloguing the precise pressure of her foot against my thigh and wondering how much higher she’s planning to go.

“The Purity and Promise convention is next week.” Richard sets his fork down. Wipes his mouth with a napkin. The particular fastidious gesture of a man who believes God cares about table manners. “Thursday through Sunday. We’re hosting at Grace Cathedral—the main sanctuary, the annex, the whole campus.” He looks at me. “You should come.”

The foot stops. Rests. The arch of it pressed against my inner thigh, warm, steady, and Elizabeth is cutting her chicken with perfect composure, her expression serene, like the most interesting thing in the room is lemon sauce.

“Purity and Promise?” I say. The words feel absurd in my mouth. Purity. Promise. Two concepts that have nothing to do with the woman currently pressing her bare foot against my cock under a dining table.

“Youth-focused.” Richard’s expression warms. This is his wheelhouse—recruitment, cultivation, the particular talent for making young men feel seen. “Keynote speakers. Workshops. Chris and Ashley are leading a panel on waiting for marriage.” He gestures to Chris, who nods, earnest, completely unaware that his best friend is currently sporting a hard-on because his mother’s foot is on my thigh.

“That sounds...” I search for a word that isn’t hilarious or obscene. “Great. Yeah. I’ll be there.”

“Excellent.” Richard smiles. The smile doesn’t reach his eyes. It never does. “The young men need strong examples. Men of character. Men who understand that discipline in one area of life translates to discipline in all areas.”

Elizabeth’s foot moves. Not higher—sideways. The ball of her foot presses against my cock through my jeans, a firm, deliberate pressure that makes my breath catch, and she holds it there for exactly three seconds while cutting a piece of chicken with her other hand.

Then it’s gone. Withdrawn. Slid back to the floor like it was never there.

The absence is worse than the contact. The sudden cold where her warmth was, the empty space under the table where her foot had been resting against my cock while her husband talked about purity, and I sit there with a hard-on and a plate of half-eaten lemon chicken and the certain knowledge that Elizabeth Blackwood is playing a game I don’t fully understand the rules of.

Dinner wraps. Plates are cleared. Richard excuses himself for a call—donors, always donors—and Chris heads to the living room to check scores. Elizabeth stands. Collects the serving dishes with the efficient movements of a woman who has cleared ten thousand dinner tables, and when she passes behind my chair her hand brushes my shoulder.

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

Then she’s gone, dishes in hand, walking toward the kitchen with the particular measured grace of a woman who has spent decades moving through spaces without making a sound.

I sit at the empty table. The chandelier light catches the wine in my glass, red and deep, and I take a sip and try to remember what my life was like three weeks ago before I knew what Elizabeth Blackwood’s pussy felt like wrapped around my cock.

I can’t remember.

That’s the problem.


Chapter 4

Grace Cathedral on a Thursday night looks like the set of a television show about faith. The sanctuary is packed—every pew full, the balcony seats filling, the kind of crowd that only shows up for the big productions. Chandeliers throw warm light across pressed suits and modest dresses. The air smells like perfume and wood polish and the particular faint mustiness of a building that’s been holding prayers for fifty years.

Chris finds me at the back. He’s in a button-down and khakis, the same outfit he’s been wearing to church since he was sixteen, and beside him is Ashley.

I’ve seen photos. Chris has shown me enough Instagram posts to know what she looks like, but photos don’t do it justice. Ashley is fucking gorgeous. Brown hair that falls past her shoulders in waves, bright eyes, a smile that could melt ice. She’s dressed for church—knee-length floral dress, cardigan, the particular modest ensemble of a good Christian girl who knows the rules—but the modesty does nothing to hide what’s underneath.

Her tits are perfect. Perky, full, the kind that push against the front of her dress in a way that makes the floral pattern strain. Her waist is narrow. Her hips flare. The dress hits at mid-thigh but when she walks the fabric shifts and I catch a glimpse of toned calf, the curve of her ass, and the cognitive dissonance is immediate: this woman, who is publicly the embodiment of Christian modesty, has a body that belongs on a billboard.

“Mark, this is Ashley.” Chris’s arm is around her waist, proprietary, proud. “Ash, this is my best friend. The one I’ve been telling you about.”

Ashley extends a hand. Her grip is firm, warm, and her eyes hold mine with a directness that feels like she’s seeing more than she should. “Chris talks about you all the time. It’s good to finally meet you.”

“Likewise.” My voice comes out normal. A miracle, given that I’m standing in a church looking at my best friend’s girlfriend’s tits while my cock is still sore from fucking his mother in a garage two days ago.

The dissonance is physical. A headache building behind my eyes, the particular pressure of a brain trying to hold too many contradictory truths at once.

We find seats in the back. Chris and Ashley take the aisle, I slide in beside them, and the pew is hard wood and thin cushion and exactly as uncomfortable as God intended. The crowd murmurs. Programs rustle. The stage at the front is set with a pulpit, two chairs, a water glass, the particular minimalist staging of a production that doesn’t need props because the star is the message.

Richard walks on stage.

The room quietens. Not gradually—instantly, the particular hush that falls when a man who owns the building enters it. He’s in his preaching suit. Navy, tailored, the tie a deep red that probably has a scripture reference. He takes the pulpit and smiles, and the smile is warm and practiced and reaches absolutely no one.

“Brothers and sisters.” His voice fills the sanctuary. Resonant. Cultivated. The particular baritone of a man who has learned that depth of voice correlates with depth of conviction in the minds of donors. “Welcome to Purity and Promise. A weekend dedicated to the most precious gift God has given us: the gift of our bodies, and the sacred responsibility to guard that gift until marriage.”

I pull out my phone.

Subtle. Under the program. Screen dimmed. The woman in the pew in front of me is wearing a hat that blocks the sightline from the stage, and I angle the phone into the shadow of it and open my photos.

The first image loads. Elizabeth. Topless. Her tits heavy in her own hands, nipples hard, the photo taken in what looks like her bathroom—marble counter, good lighting, the particular careful composition of a woman who knows her angles. The timestamp is yesterday. Sent at three in the afternoon while Richard was at a board meeting.

I swipe.

Another. Elizabeth in the black lace set from the livestream. Strappy, delicate, her ass to the camera, looking over her shoulder with an expression that’s half challenge, half invitation. The caption: Thinking about the garage.

I swipe again.

Another. Closer. Her pussy. Shaved smooth, pink, glistening, her fingers spread slightly, and the image is so fucking explicit, so obscenely detailed, that my cock stirs in my jeans despite the wooden pew and the sermon and the fact that I’m sitting beside my best friend and his girlfriend in a church sanctuary.

“—the world will tell you that your desires are too strong to resist.” Richard’s voice booms through the sound system. “The culture will whisper that abstinence is outdated. That waiting is impossible. That the body’s urges are too powerful to contain.”

I swipe again.

Elizabeth on her knees. In the bedroom. The mask pushed up on her forehead, her mouth open, tongue out, and the caption: Next time.

The juxtaposition is so perfect it’s almost funny. Richard Blackwood, six feet tall on a stage, preaching about containing urges while his wife’s open mouth fills my phone screen three hundred feet away. I should feel guilty. I should feel conflicted. What I feel is a dark, spreading warmth in my chest that might be the closest thing to religious ecstasy I’ve ever experienced.

“The statistics are clear.” Richard gestures to the screens behind him, where a graph appears—neat bars, downward trend, the particular visual language of a man who believes God cares about PowerPoint. “Young people who wait until marriage report higher satisfaction. Stronger bonds. More fulfilling intimacy.”

Chris and Ashley are called to the stage.

They walk up together. Hand in hand. Chris in his khakis, Ashley in her floral dress, and they look like a fucking Norman Rockwell painting. Wholesome. Earnest. The kind of couple that makes grandmothers sigh and fathers nod approvingly.

They take the chairs. Microphones are adjusted. Richard stands behind them, hands on their shoulders, the particular paternal pose of a man who believes he’s responsible for other people’s choices.

“Chris and Ashley have been together for two years.” Richard’s voice drops into storytelling mode—warmer, more intimate, the register he uses for testimonies. “Two years of choosing patience. Of honoring the covenant of friendship before the covenant of marriage. They’re here tonight to share what that journey has meant to them.”

Chris speaks first. His voice is earnest. Unpracticed. The particular stumbling sincerity of a man who means every word and hasn’t learned to make it sound smooth. He talks about respect. About boundaries. About the value of building a foundation on something deeper than physical attraction.

Ashley speaks next. Her voice is quieter. More measured. She talks about trust. About the freedom that comes from knowing your partner values your heart more than your body. About how waiting has taught her things about herself she wouldn’t have learned otherwise.

They’re telling the truth. That’s the worst part. They believe every word. Chris with his open face and his steady hands. Ashley with her bright eyes and her floral dress and the body underneath it that could stop traffic. They believe in waiting. In purity. In the sacred covenant that Richard Blackwood preaches about and violates in his study with Bible college twins while his wife sends me photos of her pussy from the bathroom.

I swipe to another photo.

Elizabeth in the shower. Steam on glass, her body visible through the fog, one hand between her legs, her face turned toward the camera with an expression that’s raw hunger. The caption: Wish you were here.

Richard is wrapping up. His voice rises to the particular resonant crescendo that means we’re approaching the altar call, the moment when the music will swell and the volunteers will take positions at the front and young people will make decisions they’ll question for the rest of their lives.

“Your body is a temple.” His hands are raised. His eyes are closed. The stage lights catch the silver in his hair. “Not a playground. Not a laboratory. A temple. Sacred. Set apart. And when you enter into marriage—the way God intended, the way Chris and Ashley are preparing for—that temple becomes a shared sanctuary. A holy space.”

I close the photos. Slide my phone into my pocket. The wooden pew is hard against my back. The sanctuary is warm, close, full of the particular charged energy of a room where two thousand people are being told to feel something at the same time.

Chris and Ashley return to their seats. Chris’s hand finds Ashley’s, their fingers intertwine, and the gesture is so genuine, so unaffected, that something in my chest twists.

The music starts. Soft at first, then building. A worship team takes the stage—guitars, keyboard, the particular earnest faces of people who believe what they’re singing—and the crowd stands. Programs are set down. Hands are raised. Voices rise in that particular practiced harmony that only happens in rooms with good acoustics.

I stand. I don’t sing. I don’t raise my hands. I stand in the back row of Grace Cathedral with my best friend on one side and his girlfriend on the other and my phone warm in my pocket full of his mother’s nudes, and I think about temples and playgrounds and the particular distance between what people preach and what they do when the doors are closed.

The music swells. The lights dim. Around me, two thousand people are feeling something I can’t access, and for a moment—just a moment—I envy them. The simplicity of it. The clarity. The world where bodies are temples and desires are containable and the man on the stage practices what he preaches.

Then my phone vibrates. Once. A text.

I don’t look. I don’t need to. I know who it is. I know what it says. I know what’s coming, and the knowledge sits in my chest like something warm and dark and alive, and when the altar call ends and the crowd files out into the night, I’ll open that text and Elizabeth Blackwood will tell me where to meet her, and I’ll go, because I stopped being a man who could say no to her three weeks ago in a pool with chlorine in my hair and her throat around my cock.

The music fills the sanctuary. Voices rise. Hands reach toward heaven.

And somewhere in the back row, a temple is already desecrated, and the worshipper has never felt more alive.


Chapter 5

The altar call ends. The music fades to a whisper. Around me, two thousand people wipe tears and gather purses and programs, their faces soft with whatever just happened to them on the inside.

I don’t pray. I stand in the back row with my hands at my sides and watch the current move through the room—people filing out, the particular quiet murmur of a crowd dispersing after something intense. Chris and Ashley are still on the stage, talking to a small group of volunteers. His arm is around her waist. Her head is tilted toward his shoulder. They look like a fucking greeting card.

I slip out the side door.

The hallway is narrow. Cream-colored walls, industrial carpet, the particular institutional blandness of a building that was designed to be functional before it was designed to be beautiful. I pass a water fountain. A bulletin board covered in flyers for youth groups and prayer meetings. The building feels bigger from the inside than it looked from the sanctuary, a maze of corridors that all look the same under fluorescent lighting.

I’m looking for a bathroom. Or a quiet corner. Or anything that isn’t the main concourse where people are gathering to shake hands and exchange the particular performative warmth of church socializing. My phone is still warm in my pocket. I haven’t checked the text yet. Part of me doesn’t want to. Part of me wants to hold the anticipation like something precious, the way you hold your breath before jumping.

The hallway opens into a wider corridor. More doors. Administrative offices, probably. The nameplates blur past—Pastoral Care, Finance, Outreach—and the carpet changes from industrial gray to something softer, darker, the kind of upgrade that says this section matters more. The lighting shifts too. Warmer. Recessed. The particular calculated intimacy of a space designed for conversations that donors might overhear.

I hear voices.

Low. Muffled. Coming from behind a door at the end of the hall. A heavy door, dark wood, with no nameplate—just a small brass placard that reads Private in the same font they use on the collection plates.

Richard’s voice.

I know it before I can place it. The particular resonant baritone, the careful modulation, the way he shapes words like they’re objects he’s polishing. But the tone is different. Lower. Rougher. Something I’ve never heard from him across a dinner table or a pulpit.

“You like that, don’t you? Both of you. My good girls.”

I stop. My feet freeze to the carpet. The hallway is empty. The offices around me are dark, doors closed, the building settling into the particular hollow quiet of a space between events.

A moan. High. Female. Then another—a different pitch, a different rhythm, two voices overlapping in something that isn’t pain.

“On your knees. Both of you. Show me how grateful you are.”

The sound is unmistakable. Wet. Rhythmic. The particular obscene suction of mouths on flesh, punctuated by small gasps and whimpers that carry through the door with a clarity that makes my skin tighten.

I should walk away. This is the part where a sane person turns around and finds the nearest exit and drives home and pours a drink and tries to forget what they just heard. Richard Blackwood, the family values pastor, the man who stood on a stage twenty minutes ago talking about sacred covenants, is on the other side of this door with two Bible college interns on their knees and his cock in their mouths.

I don’t walk away.

I step closer. The door isn’t fully sealed—a thin line of warm light spills across the threshold, and the gap is wide enough to carry sound with devastating clarity. I press my shoulder against the wall beside it and listen.

“That’s it. Take it deeper. Both of you.”

A gag. Wet. Choked. Then a gasp for air and the sound resumes, faster now, desperate, and Richard’s breathing changes—sharper, ragged, the particular cadence of a man approaching the edge.

“Your mouths were made for this. God’s perfect design. Fuck—yes—like that—”

The hypocrisy is so thick I could choke on it. The same man who just stood on a stage talking about temples and playgrounds, about the sacred responsibility of guarding the gift, is on the other side of this door getting his cock sucked by twins while his wife sends me nudes from the bathroom. The distance between what he preaches and what he does is so vast it’s almost funny, except nothing about this is funny. It’s just sad. Pathetic. The particular hollow theater of a man who stopped believing his own lines so long ago he doesn’t remember what sincerity feels like.

A moan rises. Deeper this time. Richard. The sound of a man coming, raw and unrestrained, followed by wet, hungry sounds that make my stomach turn and my cock stir simultaneously—a confused, disgusted arousal that sits in my gut like something toxic.

“Swallow. Both of you. Every drop. That’s it—good girls—my good, faithful girls—”

I push off the wall. My hands are shaking. Not from anger—from something uglier, something that feels like the particular cold clarity of a truth I’ve suspected for weeks finally landing with its full weight. Richard Blackwood is not a hypocrite. Hypocrisy implies he knows the difference. He doesn’t. He lives in the gap. The space between the performance and the reality is where he breathes, where he thrives, where he fucks interns and preaches purity and doesn’t see the contradiction because the contradiction is the point. The performance is the reality. The lie is the truth. The temple is the playground and he’s the only one who gets to play.

My phone buzzes.

I pull it out. The screen lights up with her name—not saved, just the number—and the message is three words.

My office. Now.

Behind the door, the sounds have shifted. Murmurs now. Soft laughter. The particular intimate chatter of people who’ve shared something obscene and are comfortable in the aftermath. Richard’s voice, warm, paternal, the register he uses when he’s pleased with himself.

I turn away from the door. Walk. Fast. The hallway blurs. My heartbeat is in my ears. Elizabeth’s office is somewhere in this building—I’ve never been there, but I know it exists, the particular dedicated space of a pastor’s wife who runs the women’s auxiliary with the efficiency of a CEO.

Another text. The screen lights up before I can put the phone away.

East wing. Last door. Don’t knock.

My cock is hard. Fully, painfully hard, pressing against my zipper with an urgency that overrides everything else—the disgust, the anger, the particular sour taste of what I just overheard. Elizabeth wants me. Now. In her office. While her husband is thirty yards away with cum on his interns’ tongues and God knows what else on his conscience.

I find the east wing. The corridor is narrower here, quieter, the carpet plush under my shoes. The last door is heavy, dark wood, slightly ajar—a thin line of warm light spilling across the threshold.

I don’t knock.

I push the door open and step inside, and the world narrows to a single point of heat and want and the certain, devastating knowledge that whatever this is, whatever we’re doing, it’s accelerating toward something I can’t see the end of.

And I don’t care.

***

The office is small. Warm. Nothing like the sterile, performative spaces in the rest of the building. Bookshelves line one wall—real books, not the leather-bound props in Richard’s study—and the desk is cluttered with papers and a half-empty coffee mug. The window is covered with a gauzy curtain that turns the afternoon light soft and golden. And in the center of it all, sitting on the edge of the desk with her legs crossed, is Elizabeth.

Except she’s not Elizabeth.

Not right now. Right now she’s MystiqueM. The mask covers her eyes—black, glittering, the same one from the livestream, the one that turned her into someone else, someone who doesn’t sit in the front row on Sundays. Her blonde hair is loose, falling past her shoulders in waves that catch the soft light. She’s wearing a black lace bra that pushes her tits up and together, the deep valley between them visible above the cups. Matching panties. Black. Thin. The kind that do nothing but highlight what they’re supposedly covering.

Her legs are bare. Long. Toned. The same legs that wrapped around my waist in the garage two days ago, that locked around me while I came inside her, and the sight of them—crossed at the ankle, one foot dangling, her heel barely touching the carpet—does something to my insides that I don’t have a clean word for.

“You’re late.” Her voice is low. Husky. The MystiqueM voice. The one I’ve heard through laptop speakers in the dark of my room, except now it’s three-dimensional, touchable, vibrating in the warm air between us.

“Your husband was busy.” I close the door behind me. The lock clicks. “With his interns. In the private bathroom.”

Something flashes behind the mask. Not shock—recognition. A dark, satisfied curl at the corner of her mouth that tells me she already knew, or suspected, or stopped being surprised by Richard’s appetites so long ago that confirmation is just punctuation.

“Then we should make the most of our time.” She reaches behind the desk. Pulls out a mask—simple black fabric, covers just the eyes and bridge of the nose. Holds it out to me. “Put this on.”

I take it. The fabric is light, smooth against my skin as I lift it to my face and settle it across my eyes. The world narrows. The edges press tight against my temples, 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 soft light and the woman on the desk with her legs crossed and her tits spilling over black lace.

She reaches for her phone. The camera setup is already there—a small tripod on the desk, angled, the particular careful positioning of someone who’s done this enough times to know her angles. She taps the screen. The red light comes on.

The livestream is live.

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

shes back!!

look at her in that bra holy shit

that mask is everything

who’s that lucky bastard with her?

Elizabeth sets the phone down. Screen up. Comments still flooding. Then she’s off the desk, moving toward me, her hips swaying with each step, and the sight of her—MystiqueM, the pastor’s wife, coming for me in an office thirty yards from where her husband just came in two interns’ mouths—is so fucking hot I can barely breathe.

She stops in front of me. Her hand finds my chest. Flat palm against my sternum, feeling my heartbeat, and her lips curve into a smile that’s all challenge.

“Let’s give them something to talk about.”

Her hand moves down. Finds my belt. Pulls. The buckle comes loose with a soft metallic sound, and then her fingers are on my zipper, dragging it down, and my cock springs free—thick, hard, already leaking—and the comments flood faster.

holy FUCK

that cock is insane

she cant take that

she better try

Elizabeth wraps her hand around me. 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—that the microphone picks up and broadcasts to whoever’s watching.

“Listen to him.” Her voice drops lower. Husky. Directed at the camera now, at the anonymous eyes on the other side of the screen. “Listen to how badly he wants it. How hard he gets for me.” Her grip tightens. She strokes me again, slower this time, her thumb circling the head, spreading the pre-cum, and the sensation is so intense I have to brace myself against the door. “You like that, baby? You like when I stroke this big cock of yours while strangers watch?”

“Yes.” The word comes out rough. Shaking. My cock throbs in her hand, pulsing with each beat of my heart, and the comments keep coming.

stroke him harder

that cock is fucking perfect

“Tell them how it feels.” Her hand doesn’t stop. Up and down, firm grip, her thumb working the head on each upstroke, and I’m so hard it hurts, every nerve ending firing at once. “Tell them what my hand does to you.”

“It feels—fuck—” My voice breaks. The words come out raw, unfiltered, nothing like the voice I use in polite company. “Your hand is so fucking good. I’m so hard for you. Every time. Every fucking time.”

She smiles. Behind the mask, her eyes are dark, focused, completely fucking present. “He’s always this hard for me. This thick. This ready.” Her hand speeds up. The wet sounds of her stroking me fill the small office—obscene, rhythmic, the slick friction of her palm on my cock broadcast to God knows how many strangers. “You want to see what I do with it? What this mouth is made for?”

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

YES

PLEASE

TAKE HIM

MAKE HIM CUM

Elizabeth drops to her knees.

The movement is smooth. Deliberate. Her knees hit the carpet and she’s looking up at me, the mask across her eyes, her lips parted, and the sight of her—Elizabeth Blackwood, the pastor’s wife, on her knees in her church office with her tits pushed up in black lace and her mouth open for my cock—is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

She doesn’t tease. No slow build, no tentative licks. She takes me into her mouth in one smooth motion—lips around the head, then deeper, her throat opening, and the wet heat of her mouth enveloping my cock is so intense I groan loud enough to risk the hallway.

“Fuck,” I breathe. My hand finds her hair. Grips it at the roots, not gentle, and she moans around me—the vibration travels up my shaft and straight to my balls, and the comments keep flooding.

holy shit she took it

look at her throat

DEEPER

MAKE HER GAG

Elizabeth pulls back. My cock slides free with a wet, obscene sound that the microphone picks up perfectly, a string of spit connecting her lips to the head, and she looks up at me with eyes that are dark and hungry behind the mask.

“Tell them how it tastes.” Her voice is wrecked. Husky from the cock she just had in her throat. “Tell them what my mouth feels like around you.”

“Wet.” The word comes out rough. Shaking. “So fucking wet. Your mouth is perfect. Your throat—fuck—your throat is so tight.”

She takes me again. Deeper this time. Her lips stretch around my thickness, and then she’s sinking down, taking me into her throat, and I feel the head hit the back and she gags—a wet, choked sound that vibrates through my cock and goes straight to my spine.

“God,” I groan. My hand tightens in her hair. I hold her there for a count—one, two, three—feeling her throat constrict around me, tight and hot and perfect, and when I pull back she gasps, spit running down her chin, her lips swollen and red.

The comments are a frenzy. White text scrolling past so fast it blurs into a solid stream of filth.

CHOKE HER

DEEPER

MAKE HER CRY

SHE LOVES IT

Elizabeth’s hand finds my cock. Strokes me once, from base to tip, her grip firm, her thumb brushing over the head, and then she’s taking me back into her mouth—deeper, faster, her head bobbing, and the wet sounds of her sucking me fill the office. Obscene. Rhythmic. The particular slurping, gagging symphony of a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing with her mouth.

Saliva pools around her lips. It runs down her chin, onto her neck, soaking the front of her bra, 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 and probably carrying through the door if anyone walks past.

“She’s so good at this.” I’m talking to the camera now, to the anonymous eyes, my voice rough and low and nothing like the voice I use in polite company. “Look at her. On her knees. Choking on cock in her church office.”

Elizabeth moans around me. The vibration travels up my shaft and I groan, my fingers tightening in her hair, and the comments keep coming—harder, deeper, make her take it—each one feeding something hungry and possessive in my gut.

I thrust. Not gentle. Not careful. My hips snap forward, driving my cock deep into her throat, and she gags—loud, violent, her whole body jerking—and the sound is so fucking erotic I see stars.

“That’s it,” I groan. My voice is wrecked. Shaking. “Take it. All of it. That’s it.”

She takes it. Her throat works around me, clenching, pulsing, and I feel every contraction against the head of my cock, and the pressure is building—that familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine, the heat pooling in my balls—and I’m so close, so fucking close, and the comments are feeding me, fueling me, each new message scrolling past—cum in her mouth, make her swallow, show us—and Elizabeth’s eyes are locked on mine behind the mask, dark and focused and completely fucking present, and I know exactly what’s about to happen.

And so does she.

I take control. Both hands in her hair now, gripping tight, and I thrust into her mouth—hard, deep, my hips snapping forward with enough force to push her head back against the door. Elizabeth gags. Loud. Violent. A wet, choked sound that the microphone picks up and broadcasts to everyone watching, and the comments flood faster.

HOLY FUCK

SHE’S TAKING IT

LOOK AT HER THROAT

MAKE HER CHOKE

“She’s taking it,” I say to the camera, to the anonymous eyes, my voice rough and low and shaking. “Taking every inch. Gagging on it. Loving it.”

Elizabeth moans around me. The vibration travels up my shaft and I groan, my hips driving forward again, deeper this time, the head of my cock hitting the back of her throat and holding there. I can feel her swallowing around me—rhythmic, involuntary, the muscles of her throat working against the intrusion—and the sensation is so intense my vision blurs at the edges.

“Your husband ever fuck your mouth like this?” The words come out before I can stop them. Reckless. Raw. The kind of thing you say when you’re masked and hard and past the point of caring about consequences. “He ever make you gag? Make you take it all the way down your throat while strangers watch?”

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

I pull almost all the way out. Her lips make an obscene, wet sound as my cock slides free, a thick string of spit connecting her mouth to the head, 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 goes white at the edges. My thighs shake. I’m right there, on the edge, the pressure building at the base of my spine like a live wire, and the comments are feeding me, fueling me, each new message—cum in her mouth, make her swallow, show us—driving me closer to the brink.

“Tell me you want it.” My voice is wrecked. Shaking. My hands are tight in her hair, holding her still, my hips rolling forward in shallow, grinding thrusts that keep my cock deep in her throat. “Tell me you want my cum in your mouth, Elizabeth. Where everyone can see.”

She pulls back. Just enough to free her mouth, my cock still resting on her lower lip, spit shining on her chin and neck, and she looks up at me with eyes that are dark and focused behind the mask.

“I want it.” Her voice is raw. Wrecked. Husky from the fucking I just gave her throat. “I want your cum. In my mouth. Where everyone can see. Please, Mark—fuck—please—”

I thrust back in. Hard. Deep. My cock drives into her mouth, down her throat, and I hold it there, grinding, feeling her swallow around me, and the pressure breaks.

The first pulse hits the back of her throat—thick, hot, driving deep—and Elizabeth moans around me, the vibration traveling up my shaft as I cum, hard, the first jet flooding her mouth and throat. I pull back just enough to let the second pulse land on her tongue, and she makes a sound—low, hungry, almost grateful—as my cum coats her mouth.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is strangled. Raw. My hips keep moving, shallow thrusts that drive my cock against her tongue as I empty myself, pulse after pulse, each one weaker than the last but no less intense, and Elizabeth takes it all—her throat working, swallowing, her lips sealed around me, not letting a drop escape.

The comments are a frenzy. White text scrolling so fast it blurs into a solid stream of capital letters and exclamation points.

HOLY SHIT

SHE TOOK IT ALL

DID HE CUM??

SHOW US

I pull out. Slowly. My cock slides free with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the sudden quiet, and Elizabeth’s mouth is full—I can see it, the slight bulge in her cheeks, cum and spit mixing, and she doesn’t swallow. Not yet.

She turns to the camera.

The movement is deliberate. Graceful. She kneels there on the carpet in her black lace bra and panties, her mask across her eyes, her blonde hair a mess, spit shining on her chin and neck, and she opens her mouth.

The camera catches everything. The white pool on her tongue. The thick, ropes of my cum mixed with spit, glistening under the soft office light. Her tongue moves slowly, pushing the cum forward, displaying it for the anonymous eyes on the other side of the screen, and the comments absolutely detonate.

HOLY FUCK

LOOK AT THAT LOAD

SHE’S FULL

MAKE HER SWALLOW

Elizabeth closes her mouth. Her cheeks hollow as she sucks in, and then she opens again—slow, deliberate—and blows a bubble. A perfect, glistening bubble of cum and spit that expands from her lips, translucent, obscene, catching the light, and the comments lose their fucking minds.

SHE BLEW A BUBBLE

OH MY GOD

THAT’S THE HOTTEST THING IVE EVER SEEN

The bubble pops. Cum drips from her lower lip, and she catches it with her tongue—a slow, deliberate swipe that she holds for the camera, my cum coating her pink tongue, and then she closes her mouth and swallows.

I watch her throat work. The visible swallow, the particular movement of her Adam’s apple bobbing once, twice, taking every drop, and when she opens her mouth again it’s empty—clean—except for the glistening wetness of spit and the particular swollen redness of lips that have been stretched around a cock for ten straight minutes.

She smiles. Behind the mask, her eyes are bright, satisfied, the particular glow of a woman who’s just been used exactly the way she wanted to be used. She runs her tongue across her upper lip, catching a stray drop, and the gesture is so fucking erotic I feel my cock stir again despite the emptiness, the sensitivity, the aftershocks still rolling through my thighs.

“Did you like that?” Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Directed at the camera, at the anonymous eyes. “Did you like watching me take his cum? Watching me swallow every drop?”

The comments answer. A white waterfall of yes, fuck yes, you’re perfect, do it again, and Elizabeth’s smile widens. She reaches for the phone. Taps the screen. The red light goes off.

The livestream dies.

Silence fills the office. Real silence—not the performative quiet of a church between services, but the particular weighted quiet of two people who’ve just done something reckless and obscene and are standing in the aftermath, breathing hard, cum between them, the smell of sex thick in the warm air.

Elizabeth stands. Her knees are red from the carpet. She adjusts her bra, runs a hand through her tangled hair, and the movement is so domestic, so ordinary, after what just happened, that something in my chest twists.

“Your husband is thirty yards away,” I say. My voice comes out steadier than it should. “With cum on his interns’ tongues.”

“I know.” She doesn’t look at me when she says it. Her eyes are on the window, on the gauzy curtain and the soft light beyond it.

The admission lands between us. Heavy. Electric. The particular cold clarity of a truth that’s been living in this house, in this marriage, for longer than I’ve been fucking her.

She turns to me. Behind the mask, her eyes are dark, focused, completely fucking present.

“Put your cock away. Someone might walk past.”

I zip up. Adjust myself. My cock is sensitive, half-hard, wet with spit and the remnants of cum, and the denim feels rough against it. Elizabeth is already reaching for her clothes—a blouse draped over the chair, a skirt hanging on the back of the door—and the performance is reassembling itself around the edges of the woman who just blew a cum bubble on a livestream in her church office.

I should leave. That’s the rational move. Walk out the door, down the hall, out of the building, drive home, pour a drink, try to make sense of whatever the fuck just happened.

I don’t move.

Elizabeth pulls the blouse over her head. Adjusts the collar. Her mask is still on—she’ll take it off last, I know this pattern by now—and she’s reaching for the skirt when her phone buzzes on the desk.

She picks it up. Checks the screen. Something flashes across her face—quick, sharp, the particular alert of a message that matters—and then it’s gone, smoothed over, the pastor’s wife reassembling.

“Chris is looking for you.” Her voice is warm. Pleasant. Empty. The voice she uses at dinner tables. “Something about basketball. He’s in the gym.”

I nod. The mask is still on my face. I pull it off, and the world widens—the office coming back into focus, the bookshelves, the cluttered desk, the half-empty coffee mug—and I am, suddenly and completely, Mark again. Chris’s friend. Richard’s protégé. The young man who sits at the dinner table and nods at the right intervals.

“Okay.” My voice comes out normal. A miracle.

Elizabeth is fully dressed now. Blouse tucked, skirt smoothed, hair finger-combed into something presentable. The mask is off—I see it on the desk, black glitter catching the light—and she looks like herself again. Elizabeth Blackwood. The pastor’s wife. The woman who runs the women’s auxiliary with the efficiency of a CEO.

Nothing about her suggests that three minutes ago she had my cum in her mouth, that she blew a bubble with it on a livestream, that she swallowed every drop while anonymous strangers watched and typed filth into a comment box.

The performance is flawless. It always is.

I open the door. Step into the hallway. The corridor is quiet—empty, for now, the building settled into the particular hollow calm of a space between events—and I walk toward the gym with the taste of Elizabeth’s mouth still on my lips and the certain knowledge that whatever this is, whatever we’re doing, it’s nowhere near done.

And somewhere down the hall, thirty yards from where I just came in his wife’s mouth, Richard Blackwood is probably washing his hands.


Chapter 6

The hallway stretches. Cream walls. Industrial carpet. The particular fluorescent blandness of a building designed by people who believed God prefers efficiency to beauty. I’m halfway to the gym when I turn a corner and walk straight into something soft and warm and smelling like vanilla.

Ashley.

She bounces off my chest with a small gasp, her hands coming up to brace against me, and for one frozen second we’re pressed together—her body against mine, the floral dress thin enough that I can feel the heat of her through the fabric, the curve of her tits against my sternum—and then she steps back. Her eyes are wide. Bright. The same eyes that looked out at two thousand people from the stage an hour ago, earnest and sincere and full of the particular performative warmth of a good Christian girl who waits for marriage.

Except something’s different.

The warmth is still there. The brightness. But underneath it, behind it, something sharper. Darker. A focus I haven’t seen before, a particular intensity that makes the hair on my arms stand up.

“Mark.” She says my name like she’s been practicing it. Soft. Deliberate. Her hand is still on my chest, fingers splayed against my shirt, and she doesn’t pull it away. “I’ve been looking for you.”

“You found me.” My voice comes out steadier than it should. My cock is still sensitive from Elizabeth’s mouth, still half-hard in my jeans, and the proximity of Ashley—Chris’s girlfriend, the virgin, the woman who stood on a stage talking about waiting—is doing things to my nervous system that feel illegal.

She pushes. Not hard. Just enough. My back hits the wall and Ashley steps closer, her body inches from mine, her hand still flat against my chest, and the hallway is empty but not private—anyone could round the corner, Chris could appear, Richard could walk past—and the risk is electric, live, feeding something in both of us that I can see in the way her pupils dilate.

“I saw you, you know.” Her voice drops. Low. A whisper that carries just far enough to reach my ears and no further. “In Mrs. Blackwood’s office. You have quite a package down there...” Her eyes drop to my jeans, then back to my face, and the look she gives me is pure, unfiltered hunger. “The biggest I’ve ever seen.”

The world stops. Completely. The fluorescent hum of the overhead lights. The distant murmur of voices from the main concourse. The particular hollow quiet of a church hallway on a Thursday afternoon. All of it narrows to a single point of heat and shock and the certain, devastating knowledge that Ashley—Chris’s girlfriend, the virgin, the woman who stood on a stage talking about sacred waiting—just told me she watched me get my dick sucked on a livestream.

“What?” The word comes out rough. Stupid. The only thing my brain can produce.

“You heard me.” Her hand moves. Slides down my chest, over my stomach, to the waistband of my jeans, and her fingers brush the denim just above where my cock is still half-hard and sensitive and completely fucking confused. “I was in the bathroom during the altar call. Sitting on the toilet. Phone out. Bored.” Her smile is small. Sharp. Nothing like the warm, earnest expression she wore on stage. “And then MystiqueM goes live. And there you are. Mask on. Cock out. Bigger than anything I’ve ever seen in person or on a screen.”

My throat is dry. Cotton-mouth dry, the particular arid emptiness of a man whose world just inverted itself in the space of three sentences.

“Ashley.” I say her name like it’s an object I’m testing. “You’re—Chris said—you’re waiting. For marriage. You just gave a testimony about it. On a stage. In front of two thousand people.”

She almost laughs. A soft, warm exhale that doesn’t reach her eyes. “Chris believes what he needs to believe.” Her fingers trace the outline of my belt buckle. Not grabbing. Not yet. Just tracing. The particular deliberate touch of a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing. “He’s sweet. He’s kind. He’s everything a good Christian girl is supposed to want.” Her eyes hold mine. Bright. Focused. Completely fucking present. “But I’m not a good Christian girl.”

The admission lands between us. Heavy. Electric. The particular cold clarity of a truth that’s been living in this relationship, in this performance, for longer than I’ve known either of them.

“I’m not what you think I am, Mark.” Her hand slides lower. Rests on the bulge in my jeans, and the contact—light, almost casual—sends a jolt through my cock that makes me suck in a breath. “I haven’t been a virgin since I was sixteen. And the things I’ve done...” She leans closer. Her lips are inches from my ear, her breath warm against my skin, and what she whispers next is so filthy, so explicit, so far from the floral-dress modesty of the woman on the stage that my cock goes hard so fast it’s painful.

“Fuck,” I breathe. The word is strangled. Raw. My hands find her hips—instinct, reflex, the particular muscle memory of a man who’s been grabbing women against walls for weeks—and she doesn’t pull away. She presses into the touch, her hips rolling forward slightly, and I can feel how warm she is through the thin fabric of her dress.

“Chris is in the gym.” Her voice is low. Husky. Nothing like the measured, earnest tone she used on stage. “He’ll be there for an hour.” Her hand presses harder against my cock. Firm. Deliberate. “There’s a storage closet at the end of this hall. No cameras. No windows. Just us.”

The offer hangs between us. Heavy. Electric. The particular charged silence of a moment where everything changes, where the performance cracks and the truth spills out, and I stand there with Ashley’s hand on my cock and her breath against my ear and the certain knowledge that saying yes means crossing a line that doesn’t have a return path.

I should say no. That’s the rational move. The move that honors the friendship, that respects the already catastrophic web of betrayal I’m tangled in. Chris is my best friend. His mother has my cum in her mouth right now. His father has cum on his interns’ tongues. The math is already so fucked that adding Ashley to the equation feels like setting fire to the remains.

But her hand is warm. Her eyes are dark. And the things she whispered in my ear are living in my brain like something alive, something hungry, something that wants to see if the good Christian girl with the floral dress and the perky tits can back up the filth coming out of her mouth.

“Not today.” The words come out rough. Shaking. My hands are still on her hips and I don’t pull them away. “Not here. Not like this.”

Something flashes in her eyes. Disappointment, maybe. Respect, possibly. The particular cool reassessment of a woman who’s been rejected before and knows how to wear it.

“Okay.” She steps back. Her hand leaves my cock and the absence is cold, immediate, and she smooths her dress with a gesture that’s so performative, so deliberately composed, that I can see the actress beneath the role. “The offer stands. Whenever you’re ready.” Her smile is warm. Earnest. The stage smile. The one that made grandmothers sigh and fathers nod approvingly. “We should get to the gym. Chris is waiting.”

She turns. Walks. Her hips sway with each step, the floral dress shifting against the curve of her ass, and I watch her go with my cock hard and my throat dry and the certain, devastating knowledge that the woman who just stood on a stage talking about waiting for marriage is, in private, the exact opposite of everything she preaches.

Chris doesn’t know. Of course he doesn’t know. Chris believes in the performance because the performance is all he’s ever seen. His father preaches fidelity and fucks interns. His mother sits in the front row and sucks cock in her office. His girlfriend wears a floral dress and whispers filth in hallways.

And I’m standing in the middle of it with cum drying on my dick and Ashley’s handprint warm on my jeans, and the world has never made less sense.

I follow her toward the gym. My steps are slow. Measured. Each one carrying me further into a maze I can’t see the exit of, and the fluorescent lights hum overhead like they’re laughing.


Chapter 7

The sanctuary is packed. Hot. Two thousand bodies pressed into pews under chandelier light, the air thick with perfume and wood polish and the particular charged energy of a room where a man in a tailored suit is telling other people how to live. Richard stands at the pulpit. His voice fills the space—resonant, cultivated, the particular baritone of a man who believes God cares about enunciation.

“The body is not your own.” His hands are raised. His eyes are closed. The stage lights catch the silver at his temples and turn it to something almost halo-like, a calculated effect that I’m sure someone gets paid to engineer. “You were bought with a price. Your body is a temple of the Holy Spirit. A sacred space. Not a playground. Not a laboratory. A temple.”

I sit in the back row. Chris is somewhere up front with Ashley. Their heads are visible—sandy blond beside brown, close together, her hand on his knee, the picture of young Christian love. I haven’t told him about the hallway. About Ashley’s hand on my cock. About the things she whispered in my ear that are still living in my brain like something with teeth.

My phone buzzes.

I pull it out. Screen dimmed, angled into the shadow of the pew in front of me. Elizabeth’s name. The message is four words.

Prayer garden. 11. Now.

I check the time. 10:57. The sermon is building toward its midpoint crescendo, Richard’s voice rising into the particular performative warmth he uses before the altar call, and the crowd is with him—heads nodding, amens murmured, the particular collective hypnosis of two thousand people being told what they already believe.

I slip out the side door.

The prayer garden is behind the east wing. I’ve never been there, but I’ve heard Chris mention it—a secluded corner of the church grounds, stone benches, a fountain, the particular manicured serenity of a space designed for quiet reflection and, apparently, livestreamed sex. The path is gravel. It crunches under my shoes, loud in the morning quiet, and the building looms to my left, white stone and climbing vines, windows reflecting the blue of the sky like nothing’s wrong inside.

Everything’s wrong inside.

The garden is smaller than I expected. Intimate. Stone path winding through trimmed hedges, a central fountain burbling softly, and in the far corner, partially hidden by a trellis covered in climbing roses, a stone wall. Old. Weather-worn. The kind of wall that belongs in a European monastery, not a mega-church in suburban America, and leaning against it with one hip cocked and her arms crossed over her chest is Elizabeth.

Except she’s not Elizabeth.

She’s MystiqueM. The mask covers her eyes—black, glittering, catching the dappled sunlight that filters through the leaves overhead. Her blonde hair is loose, falling past her shoulders in waves that move in the faint breeze. She’s wearing lingerie. Red. Strappy. The kind that does nothing but highlight what it’s supposedly covering—her tits pushed up and together, the deep valley between them visible above the cups, the thin fabric of the panties doing nothing to disguise the fact that she’s bare underneath.

My cock goes hard so fast it’s painful. Pressing against my zipper with an urgency that overrides everything else—the risk, the context, the fact that we’re twenty yards from a building where two thousand people are listening to her husband preach about temples and playgrounds.

“You’re late.” Her voice is low. Husky. The MystiqueM voice. The one that doesn’t belong in prayer gardens.

“Your husband was on a roll.” I step into the sheltered space behind the trellis. The roses smell sweet. Overpowering. Mixing with the coconut scent of her shampoo and the particular warm musk of her skin, and the combination is dizzying. “Something about temples. Sacred spaces. Very moving.”

She almost smiles. Behind the mask, her eyes are dark, focused, completely fucking present. She reaches into a small bag at her feet—a discreet tote, the kind a pastor’s wife might carry to a women’s auxiliary meeting—and pulls out a mask. Black fabric. Simple. The same one from the office, from the livestream, from every time we’ve done this.

“Put it on.”

I take it. The fabric is light against my skin as I lift it to my face and settle it across my eyes. The world narrows. The edges press tight against my temples, and suddenly I’m anonymous again. A body. A cock. A pair of hands on Elizabeth Blackwood’s skin. No name. No face. Just the mask and the dappled sunlight and the woman in red lingerie leaning against a stone wall in a prayer garden.

She reaches into the bag again. Pulls out her phone. The camera setup is minimal—just the phone itself, propped against the base of the fountain, angled to catch the wall, the trellis, the slice of garden that contains us. She taps the screen. The red light comes on.

The livestream is live.

Comments start immediately. A white waterfall scrolling on the screen, moving too fast to read, but I catch fragments—shes outside??, that lingerie, the guy’s here, that garden is fucking gorgeous—and Elizabeth sets the phone down and turns to me.

“Fuck me against the wall.” Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Directed at me, at the camera, at the anonymous eyes on the other side of the screen. “Right here. Right now. While he talks about temples.”

I don’t hesitate. My hands find her waist and I spin her, pressing her back against the stone, and the wall is cold against her skin—I can feel it through the thin straps of the lingerie, the contrast of warm flesh and cold stone—and her mouth finds mine and the kiss is hungry, desperate, all tongue and teeth and raw, unfiltered want.

My hand finds the front of her panties. Pulls them to the side. She’s wet—soaking, dripping, the slick heat of her pussy meeting my fingers before I even push inside, and she gasps against my mouth, her hips rolling forward, seeking friction.

“Fuck.” My voice is rough. Low. Nothing like the voice I use in polite company. “You’re soaked. Did you touch yourself thinking about this?”

“Yes.” The word is raw. Honest. Her hand finds my belt, yanks it open, my zipper dragging down, and my cock springs free—thick, hard, already leaking—and she wraps her hand around me and strokes once, from base to tip, and the contact after the wet heat of her pussy is almost too much.

“Tell them how wet you are.” I’m talking to the camera now, to the anonymous eyes, my voice shaking with the effort of holding back. “Tell them how the pastor’s wife gets when she’s about to get fucked against a stone wall in a prayer garden.”

She moans. Loud. Unrestrained. The sound carries—not far, the trellis and the hedges contain it, but the risk is there, electric, feeding something in both of us that makes her pussy clench around my fingers. “I’m dripping. Fuck—Mark—I’m so wet for you. I’ve been thinking about this all morning. About your cock. About you fucking me right here where anyone could walk past.”

The comments flood. White text scrolling past so fast it blurs—fuck her, take her, make her scream—and 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 the microphone picks up and broadcasts to everyone watching—and her legs come up, wrapping around my waist, locking me in place against the stone wall.

“God,” she gasps. Her forehead drops to my shoulder. “You’re so deep. 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 steals my breath. The stone wall is cold against her back. The dappled sunlight shifts through the leaves overhead, painting patterns across her skin, and somewhere distant, through the open windows of the sanctuary, Richard’s voice carries.

“—the covenant of marriage is sacred—”

The timing is so perfect I almost laugh. Almost. I’m too busy feeling Elizabeth’s pussy clench around my cock to find anything funny.

“Your husband,” I say against her ear. My voice is a rough whisper. “Preaching about covenant. While I’m balls-deep in his wife against a stone wall in a prayer garden.”

She moans. Low. Broken. Her pussy grips me tighter, rhythmic pulses that feel like she’s trying to pull me deeper, and her nails dig into my shoulders hard enough to leave marks.

“Fuck me harder.” Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Between gasps. “Please, Mark—I need it harder—”

I give her harder.

My hips snap forward. Each thrust drives my cock deep into her pussy with enough force to push her against the wall, the stone grinding against her back, and the wet sounds of our bodies fill the small garden—obscene, rhythmic, the slap of skin on skin and the squelch of my cock driving into her soaked pussy over and over.

Elizabeth’s moans come in time with each impact. Low. Broken. Completely unrestrained. Her tits bounce with each thrust, spilling over the red cups of the lingerie, nipples hard against the thin fabric, and I grab one and squeeze and she cries out, her back arching, her pussy clenching around me in a pulse that makes my vision blur.

“Your tits are perfect.” My mouth finds her neck, bites, not gentle, and she whimpers—a high, desperate sound that carries through the garden and into the livestream. “Your husband ever tell you that? Ever worship these tits the way they deserve?”

“No.” Her voice is shaking. Her pussy is clenching around me in pre-orgasmic pulses, getting tighter, wetter, and I can feel her building—the tension in her thighs, the hitch in her breathing, the specific telltale rhythm of a woman approaching the edge. “No one—fuck—no one has ever—”

“Then remember who’s giving it to you.” I thrust harder. Deeper. The angle changes, my cock driving up into that spot that made her scream in the storage room, and she gasps, her whole body tensing. “My cock, Elizabeth. Not his. Mine.”

She comes.

It hits her like a wave breaking. Her body goes rigid against the wall, 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—strong, relentless, milking me so hard I groan—and the sound she makes is primal. Raw. A long, broken wail that echoes off the stone wall and carries through the garden and probably through the open windows of the sanctuary if anyone’s listening.

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

SHE CAME

HOLY FUCK

LOOK AT HER FACE

DONT STOP

I don’t stop.

My hips keep moving. Deep, relentless strokes that drive my cock 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—please—it’s too much—”

“You can take it.” I grab her ass with both hands, pulling her onto my cock with each thrust, and the angle changes—deeper, hitting spots that make her thighs shake. “You’re taking it so good, Elizabeth. So fucking good for me.”

She’s coming apart against the wall. 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.

Through the open windows, Richard’s voice rises. Clearer now. Closer. The particular resonant cadence of a man approaching his conclusion.

“—the sacred bond of marriage, ordained by God, witnessed by the church—”

Elizabeth moans. Broken. Desperate. Her pussy is still pulsing around me, aftershocks rolling through her, and her eyes behind the mask are wide, dazed, something raw and vulnerable in them that wasn’t there before.

“Keep going,” she whispers. Her voice is wrecked. Barely audible. “Don’t stop. Please, 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 pull out. Fast. My cock slides free of her pussy with a wet, obscene sound that the microphone picks up perfectly, and Elizabeth gasps—a sharp, broken inhale—and before she can catch her breath I’m spinning her, turning her away from the wall, and pushing her down onto the grass.

The lawn is trimmed. Soft. The particular manicured perfection of a church garden that donors photograph. Elizabeth goes down on her hands and knees, her ass in the air, the red lingerie pushed to the side, her pussy glistening and swollen and completely bare, and the sight of her—Elizabeth Blackwood, the pastor’s wife, on all fours in a prayer garden with her mask across her eyes and her ass exposed to the camera—is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

I position myself behind her. My cock finds her entrance, wet and hot, and I push in—one smooth thrust that drives me deep, to the hilt, and she cries out, her back arching, her ass pushing back against me.

“Fuck,” she gasps. Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Between thrusts. “You’re so deep—God—you’re so deep—”

I grab her hair. Both hands, gripping at the roots, and I pull—hard—yanking her head back, arching her spine, and she moans, loud, the sound tearing out of her throat and carrying through the garden and into the livestream.

“Tell them how it feels.” My voice is rough. Commanding. Nothing like the voice I use in polite company. “Tell them how it feels to get fucked doggystyle in a prayer garden while your husband preaches about marriage.”

“Good—” Her voice breaks. I thrust harder, deeper, each stroke driving my cock into her pussy with enough force to push her forward on the grass, and her arms shake, struggling to hold herself up. “So fucking good—Mark—please—”

I wrap my hand around her throat.

Not gentle. Not careful. My fingers find the sides of her neck, pressing into the soft tissue, not cutting off air—cutting off blood, the particular careful pressure that makes the world narrow and the pleasure intensify—and Elizabeth gasps, her pussy clenching around me in a violent pulse that makes my vision blur.

“Breathe,” I say against her ear. My voice is low. Rough. My hips don’t stop. Each thrust drives my cock deep into her pussy, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the garden, and my hand tightens on her throat and she whimpers—a high, desperate sound that turns into a moan as my cock hits that spot.

The comments are feeding me. White text scrolling past—choke her, pull her hair, spank her—each one gasoline on a fire that’s already burning out of control.

I release her throat. Her gasp is ragged, wet, and before she can catch her breath my hand comes down on her ass—hard—a sharp crack that echoes off the stone wall and makes her whole body jerk.

“Fuck!” she cries out. Loud. Unrestrained. The sound carries, and the risk of it—someone hearing, someone walking past, the particular electric danger of being caught—feeds something in both of us that makes her pussy clench tighter around my cock.

I spank her again. Harder. My palm leaves a red handprint on the pale flesh of her ass, and she moans—long, broken, the sound vibrating through both of us—and her pussy grips me so tight I groan.

“Again,” she gasps. Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Between thrusts. “Please, Mark—harder—”

I give her harder. My hand comes down three times in rapid succession—crack, crack, crack—each impact leaving a darker red mark on her ass, and Elizabeth sobs—actual sobs, tears streaming from behind the mask, her body shaking with each spank—and her pussy is clenching around me in rhythmic, pulsing waves that feel like she’s trying to pull me deeper.

“You like that?” My voice is shaking. My thighs are burning. Each thrust drives my cock deep into her pussy, my balls slapping against her clit with each impact, and the sensation is so intense I’m seeing stars. “You like getting your ass spanked in a prayer garden while strangers watch?”

“Yes—” The word tears out of her, raw, honest, completely fucking wrecked. “Fuck—yes—Mark—I’m coming again—”

The second orgasm hits her even harder than the first. Her entire body goes rigid. Her back arches. Her ass pushes back against me, taking my cock deeper, and her pussy clenches around me in violent, rhythmic pulses—stronger than before, relentless, milking me so hard I groan—and the sound she makes is half scream, half sob. Raw. Desperate. The sound of a woman coming completely undone on her hands and knees in the grass with a stranger’s handprint on her ass and her husband’s voice carrying through the open windows thirty yards away.

“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 writhes beneath me, oversensitive, overwhelmed, her moans turning into whimpers.

“Too much—” she gasps. Her arms give out. She collapses onto her elbows, her face pressed into the grass, her ass still in the air, taking my cock, and the position is so fucking vulnerable, so obscene, that the pressure at the base of my spine tightens another turn.

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 my vision blur.

“Where?” I gasp. My voice is wrecked. Shaking. My hand finds her hair again, gripping, pulling her head back, arching her spine. “Where do you want it, Elizabeth? Tell me. Tell everyone watching.”

“Inside.” The word comes out raw. Certain. Her voice is barely recognizable, wrecked from screaming, raw from the fucking I’ve given her throat against the wall. “Cum inside me, Mark. Please—fuck—fill me up—deep—”

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 in a prayer garden while her husband preaches about family values thirty yards away—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? Right here? Right now?”

“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 push her forward on the grass, and Elizabeth takes it—her ass pushing back against me, taking me deeper, her pussy clenching around me in pre-orgasmic pulses that are building toward something massive.

She comes first. The third orgasm hits her like a freight train. Her entire body goes rigid, every muscle taut, her back arching so hard her tits press into the grass, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves—stronger than either of the first two, rhythmic, milking me so hard I see stars—and the sound she makes is primal. Raw. A long, broken wail that echoes off the stone wall and probably carries through the open windows of the sanctuary if anyone’s listening.

And I come.

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—a wet, broken sound—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 stay there—connected, cum between us, the smell of sex and grass and roses thick in the warm air—and for a long moment neither of us moves. We just breathe. Together. In the aftermath of something that feels too big to name.

I pull out slowly. The sensation is obscene—my cock sliding free of her pussy with a wet, filthy sound that the microphone captures in high definition, and Elizabeth makes this sound—this wet, broken gasp—that vibrates through both of us and straight into the camera.

Then Elizabeth pushes herself up. Slowly. Her arms are shaking. Her hair is a mess, grass stuck to her cheek, the mask still across her eyes, and she turns—still on her knees, my cock still inside her—and reaches for the phone.

She adjusts the angle. Points it downward. Between her legs. At her pussy.

The camera catches everything. My cum leaks from her. Thick, white, glistening—ropes of it sliding out of her swollen, fucked-open pussy and dripping onto the trimmed grass beneath her. She spreads herself with two fingers, showing the camera, and the sight is so fucking explicit I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning. Her pussy is red, used, the lips parted and glistening with cum and her own wetness, and the white streaks painting her inner thighs are evidence of what we just did—of me, emptying myself deep inside her against a stone wall in a prayer garden while her husband preached about fidelity thirty yards away.

The comments flood.

HOLY SHIT

SHE’S FULL

LOOK AT ALL THAT CUM

DID HE GET HER PREGNANT??

FUCKING HOTTEST THING IVE EVER SEEN

Elizabeth holds the angle. Her fingers spread wider, displaying herself for the anonymous eyes on the other side of the screen, and something about the gesture—the deliberate exhibition, the way she’s showing off the evidence of my cum leaking from her body—does something to my chest that feels like a hand squeezing.

“Look at me,” she whispers. Not to the camera. To me.

I look. Behind the mask, her eyes are wide, dazed, something raw and vulnerable in them that wasn’t there before. Sweat gleams on her skin. Grass sticks to her cheek. Her hair is a tangled mess, and she’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen—used, wrecked, coming apart in a prayer garden with my cum dripping out of her, and the contrast between this woman and the one who sits in the front row on Sundays is so fucking perfect it makes my throat tight.

“That’s you,” she says softly. Her voice is wrecked, raw, barely above a whisper. “Inside me. That’s your cum. Every drop.”

I reach for her. My hand finds her face, thumb brushing the grass from her cheek, and she leans into the touch like she’s starving for it. For tenderness, after everything. After the spanking and the choking and the three orgasms I just fucked out of her on live camera.

“I can feel it.” She puts her hand on her stomach, pressing gently, and the gesture is so intimate, so fucking vulnerable, that something cracks in my chest. “Warm. I can feel you inside me, Mark.”

The comments are still flooding. White text scrolling past—she loves it, she wants more, breed her—and Elizabeth watches them for a moment, her expression unreadable behind the mask, and then she reaches for the phone and taps the screen.

The red light goes off.

The livestream dies.

Silence fills the garden. Real silence—just the soft burble of the fountain, the rustle of leaves overhead, the distant murmur of Richard’s voice through the open sanctuary windows. Elizabeth sets the phone down and collapses against me, her forehead dropping to my shoulder, and I wrap my arms around her and hold her, and for a long moment neither of us speaks.

We just breathe. Together. In the aftermath of something that feels too big to name.

Sweat cools on my skin. Cum is drying between us. The smell of sex and grass and roses is thick in the warm air, and Elizabeth’s body is warm against mine, shaking slightly, aftershocks still rolling through her, and I hold her through it because that’s all I know how to do right now.

“That was...” She stops. Swallows. Her voice is so wrecked it’s barely recognizable. “God, Mark.”

“Fucking insane.” My voice isn’t much better. Rough. Shaking. My thighs are burning, my cock is sensitive and spent, and the particular satisfied ache of muscles used hard is settling into my bones like something warm.

She almost laughs. A wet, shaky exhale that turns into something quieter. Her hand finds my face, palm warm against my cheek, and she holds the touch for exactly one second too long before pulling away.

“We should get dressed.”


Chapter 8

The hot tub water is too hot. Steam rises in lazy curls, clouding the glass ceiling of the church’s private wellness center, turning the stars above into smeared points of light. I sink deeper, letting the heat bite into muscles still sore from yesterday—from Elizabeth on her knees in the prayer garden, from the stone wall, from the grass and the spanking and the cum I left inside her that might still be there.

My cock twitches at the memory. Half-hard under the water, sensitive from overuse, and still hungry. Always hungry. It’s been forty-eight hours since the sanctuary, since the hallway with Ashley, since Elizabeth’s mouth around me in her office, and my brain can’t decide which woman to fixate on. So it fixates on both. Elizabeth’s pussy clenching around me against stone. Ashley’s hand on my jeans, her whisper in my ear, the filth that came out of a mouth that stood on a stage and talked about waiting.

The wellness center is empty. Midnight, maybe later. The Purity and Promise conference runs until Sunday, which means the building is technically open all night—prayer rooms, meditation spaces, this fucking hot tub that Richard had installed last year because “the body is a temple” and temples deserve marble and jets and water hot enough to boil sin out of your pores. I came here because I couldn’t sleep. Because the guest room at the Blackwood estate feels like a crime scene and my own apartment feels too far away and somewhere in between is this steaming vat of water where maybe, just maybe, I could stop thinking for five minutes.

It’s not working.

Elizabeth’s face behind the mask. The way her throat worked around my cock. The bubble. The swallow. The performance she reassembled in seconds, pulling a blouse over cum-streaked skin like it was nothing. Twenty years of marriage to a man who fucks interns in private bathrooms has taught her how to wear a mask that never comes off, even when the mask is off. She’s better at it than he is. More convincing. The real performance artist in the family.

And then there’s Ashley.

Her hand on my jeans. Her fingers tracing my belt. The whisper—the things I’ve done—and the specific, graphic detail of what followed, words so filthy they’ve been living in my brain like something with teeth, chewing at the edges of whatever moral high ground I thought I had left. Chris’s girlfriend. The virgin. The woman who stood beside him on a stage and talked about sacred waiting with tears in her eyes and a floral dress that did nothing to hide the body underneath.

Chris has no idea. No fucking clue. His father preaches fidelity and fucks twins. His mother sits in the front row and sucks cock in prayer gardens. His girlfriend whispers pornography in church hallways. And I’m the common denominator, the thread running through all of it, and the worst part is I don’t feel guilty. I feel alive. Electric. Like I’ve plugged into something that was always there, humming under the surface of this perfect Christian family, and I’m the one who found the switch.

The door opens.

I don’t turn. Don’t need to. The particular click of the latch, the soft pad of bare feet on tile, and then the silence—the weighted, deliberate silence of someone who knows exactly what they’re walking into.

Ashley.

She’s in a bikini. Or something that’s pretending to be a bikini. Two triangles of blue fabric that do nothing but highlight what they’re failing to cover—her tits perky and full, spilling over the edges, nipples hard in the cool air before she steps into the steam. The bottoms are worse. Thin. High-cut. The kind that ride up her ass and leave nothing to the imagination, and my cock goes hard so fast it’s painful, pressing against my thigh under the water.

“Couldn’t sleep either?” Her voice is warm. Casual. The particular practiced lightness of someone who’s done this before—walked into rooms where men are waiting, wearing almost nothing, acting like it’s coincidence.

I don’t answer. Can’t. My throat is dry, my cock is throbbing, and the cognitive dissonance of seeing Ashley—Chris’s Ashley, the testimony girl, the waiting-for-marriage poster child—standing in a church hot tub room in what amounts to dental floss is short-circuiting something in my brain.

She slides into the water. Not across from me. Beside me. Close enough that her thigh presses against mine under the surface, warm skin against warm skin, and the contact sends a jolt through my nervous system that makes my breath catch.

“Water’s good.” She sinks deeper, tilting her head back, her neck exposed, water beading on her collarbones and rolling between her tits. “I come here sometimes. Late. When everyone’s gone.” Her eyes find mine. Bright. Focused. Completely fucking present. “It’s the only place in this building that feels honest.”

The word lands between us. Heavy. Loaded. Honest. From the mouth of a woman wearing a bikini in a church hot tub at midnight, three days after standing on a stage talking about virginity.

“I’be been thinking about you.” Her hand finds my thigh under the water. Not tentative. Firm. Deliberate. Fingers tracing the muscle, moving higher. er thumb brushes the crease where my thigh meets my hip, and my cock jumps. “Your cock is all I can think about. Has been since the hallway. Since I touched it through your jeans and felt how hard you were for me.”

“Ashley.” Her name comes out rough. A warning. Or a plea. I’m not sure which.

“Chris is asleep.” Her hand moves higher. Finds my cock through the water, wraps around it, and the contact is electric—her small fingers struggling to close around my thickness, the heat of the water making everything slick, and I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into her grip. “He took a melatonin. Out cold. Won’t wake up until morning.”

She pulls my cock out. Above the water. Into the cool air. The contrast is immediate—hot water below, cool air above, her hand wrapped around my shaft, firm, stroking once from base to tip, and my vision blurs at the edges.

“Fuck,” I breathe. The word is strangled. Raw.

“I’m not a virgin, Mark.” Her hand doesn’t stop. Up and down, firm grip, her thumb brushing over the head where I’m already leaking. “Haven’t been since I was sixteen. Frat parties. Football players. The locker room after games.” Each stroke drives me closer to the edge, her small hand working my cock with a skill that tells me everything her testimony didn’t. “I’ve had a lot of cock. A lot. But nothing like this.” Her eyes drop to where her hand is moving. “Nothing even close.”

The betrayal should land. Should hit me like something physical. Chris in the gym, shooting hoops, talking about Ashley with the particular tender pride of a man who believes he’s found something pure. Chris asleep in a guest room somewhere, melatonin in his system, completely unaware that his girlfriend is jerking his best friend’s cock in a church hot tub at midnight.

It doesn’t land. What lands is heat. Pure, unfiltered want, burning through whatever conscience I have left, and my hand finds her waist under the water, fingers digging into the soft flesh above her hip, pulling her closer.

“Tell me more.” My voice is wrecked. Shaking. “About the frat parties. The football players. Tell me while you stroke my cock.”

She smiles. The smile doesn’t reach her eyes. Behind it is something darker, hungrier, the real Ashley bleeding through the performance. “There was this linebacker. Six-four. Two hundred thirty pounds. Could bench press me with one arm.” Her hand speeds up. My cock throbs in her grip, pulsing with each stroke, pre-cum mixing with water, slicking her palm. “He fucked me against a bathroom stall at a Sigma Chi party. Came on my tits while his brothers pounded on the door.” Her free hand finds my face, pulls me into a kiss that’s all tongue and teeth and raw, unfiltered hunger. “Your cock is bigger. Thicker. I felt it through your jeans and I’ve been wet ever since.”

I kiss her back. Hard. My hand finds her tit above the water, squeezing, feeling the weight of it, the perfect firmness, and she moans against my mouth, her hips rolling forward, seeking friction.

“These tits,” I groan against her lips. “Chris ever worship these tits the way they deserve?”

“No.” The word is raw. Honest. Her hand leaves my cock just long enough to adjust herself, pulling the bikini top to the side, and then her tits are bare—perfect, perky, nipples hard and pink against the golden tan of her skin—and my mouth finds one, sucking hard, teeth grazing, and she cries out, her back arching, water sloshing over the edge of the tub.

“Fuck, Mark—”

My hand finds her ass under the water. The thin fabric of the bikini bottom does nothing—I can feel every curve, every muscle, and I squeeze, hard, pulling her against me, and she gasps, her cock-stroking hand going still.

“I need you inside me.” Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Between kisses. “Right now. Please—”

She climbs onto my lap. One smooth motion—her knees on either side of my hips, the water between us, her bikini bottom pushed to the side, and I can feel how wet she is—slick heat against my cock, soaking, dripping, and the contrast of hot water and hotter pussy is enough to make my vision blur.

She reaches between us. Finds my cock. Guides it to her entrance, and the head catches—wet, hot, tight—and she sinks down.

Slow. Deliberate. Taking me inch by inch, her pussy stretching around my thickness, gripping me like a fist, and the feeling is so intense I groan, my hands finding her hips, holding her steady as she works herself down onto my cock.

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

She’s tight. So fucking tight. Wet and hot and perfect, her pussy clenching around me in rhythmic pulses that feel like she’s trying to pull me deeper, and I look up at her—Ashley, Chris’s Ashley, the good Christian girl with the perky tits and the filthy mouth—riding my cock in a church hot tub at midnight, and the world has never made less sense.

And I’ve never been harder.

She rides me slow at first. Each rise and fall deliberate, taking my cock deep into her pussy and then almost all the way out, the water between us turning the wet sounds into something obscene and amplified. Steam rises around us. Her tits bounce above the surface, water beading on her nipples, and I grab them—one in each hand, squeezing, pinching—and she moans, her pace faltering for half a second before she finds it again.

“Fuck,” she breathes. Her hands brace against my chest, fingers digging into muscle, her hips rolling in a rhythm that’s getting faster, less controlled. “You’re so deep. I can feel you everywhere.”

I can feel her everywhere too. Her pussy is tight—so fucking tight—gripping my cock with each downward stroke, milking me, and the heat of the water makes everything slicker, hotter, the line between her wetness and the tub water blurring until it’s just warmth and friction and Ashley’s body moving on mine.

Her pace increases. No more deliberation. Her hips piston up and down, taking my cock with a hunger that’s raw and desperate, and the water sloshes—hard—waves hitting the edge of the tub and spilling onto the tile. Steam thickens. Her hair is damp, clinging to her neck and shoulders, and her moans come faster, higher, each one rising with the rhythm of her hips.

“I’m close,” she gasps. Her voice is wrecked. Shaking. Her pussy clenches around me in pre-orgasmic pulses, getting tighter, wetter, and I can feel it—the specific telltale rhythm of a woman building toward something massive. “Mark—fuck—I’m so close—”

“Then come.” My hands find her hips. Grip hard. Pull her down onto my cock with each upward thrust, and the angle changes—deeper, hitting spots that make her thighs tremble. “Come on my cock, Ashley. Let me feel it.”

She comes hard.

Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches so far her tits point at the ceiling, water sluicing down her stomach, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, rhythmic pulses—strong, relentless, milking me so hard I groan. The sound she makes is primal. Raw. A long, broken wail that echoes off the glass ceiling and probably carries through the door if anyone’s walking past.

“Fuck!” Her voice tears out of her, unrestrained, and she collapses forward, her forehead against my chest, her hips still rolling, still taking my cock, oversensitive and overwhelmed. “Oh God—oh fuck—”

I don’t stop.

My hips keep moving. Deep, relentless strokes that drive my cock into her oversensitive, clenching pussy, and she whimpers—high, desperate sounds that vibrate through both of us—her nails digging into my shoulders.

“Too much—” she gasps. “Mark—please—it’s too much—”

“Too bad.” I grab her waist. Lift her. Spin her in one smooth motion, pressing her back against the edge of the hot tub, water sloshing violently over the sides, and I’m between her legs now, driving into her from a new angle, and the position puts her ass half out of the water, the cool air hitting heated skin, and she cries out—a sharp, broken sound.

I grab her hair. Pull. Hard. Yanking her head back, arching her spine, and her mouth falls open, a gasp tearing out of her that the steam turns into something visible.

“You’re just a hole for me right now.” My voice is rough. Low. Nothing like the voice I use in polite company. My hips snap forward, each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy with enough force to push her against the tub edge, and water splashes everywhere—on the tile, on our skin, steam thickening until the room is half fog. “A wet, tight cock hole. That’s all you are.”

“Fuck—” Her voice breaks. Her pussy is clenching around me in pre-orgasmic pulses again, building toward a second peak, and I can feel it—the tension in her thighs, the hitch in her breathing, the way her walls grip me tighter with each thrust.

“Your boyfriend ever fuck you like this?” I pull her hair harder. Her neck arches, exposed, vulnerable, and I bite it—not gentle, teeth against tendon—and she sobs, her hips bucking. “Ever make you come twice in a hot tub? Ever treat you like the slut you are?”

“No—” The word is raw. Wrecked. Between thrusts. “No one—fuck—no one has ever—”

She comes again.

Harder than the first time. Her entire body convulses. Her back arches off the tub edge, her tits pointing at the ceiling, water sluicing down her stomach, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves that are so strong I can feel each one travel up my shaft. She screams. Actually screams—a long, broken wail that echoes off every surface and probably carries through the entire east wing of the church.

Water goes everywhere. A wave hits the tile floor, steam billows, and Ashley writhes beneath me—oversensitive, overwhelmed, tears streaming down her temples into her hair, her body shaking with the force of what’s happening to her.

“Too much—” she sobs. “Please—Mark—I can’t—”

“You can.” I fuck her through it. Harder. Deeper. Each thrust drives my cock into her oversensitive, clenching pussy, and she whimpers—high, desperate sounds that are half pleasure, half pain. “You’re taking it so good, Ashley. So fucking good for me.”

I pull her hair until she’s looking at me. Her eyes are wide, dazed, tears streaking her flushed cheeks, and something dark and possessive uncurls in my chest—the particular satisfaction of a man watching a woman come completely apart on his cock.

“One more.” The words are a command. Rough. Certain. “Give me one more, and then I’ll fill this pretty pussy up. You want that? You want my cum deep inside you while your boyfriend sleeps down the hall?”

“Yes—” The word tears out of her, desperate, honest. “Please—fuck—please—”

I give her everything. My hips piston into her, each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy with enough force to shake the hot tub, water sloshing over the edges in steady waves now, the tile floor slick, steam so thick I can barely see her face. My hand finds her throat. Not gentle. Fingers pressing into the soft tissue, cutting off blood just enough to narrow her world to nothing but the cock inside her and the hand around her neck.

She comes a third time.

This one breaks her. Completely. Her body goes rigid, then limp, every muscle giving out at once, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves that feel like she’s trying to pull me deeper, milk me dry, take every inch. The sound she makes isn’t a moan. It’s a sob. Raw. Broken. The sound of a woman who’s been fucked past the point of coherence, and I hold her through it—my hand on her throat, my cock buried deep, my hips driving into her with strokes that are getting erratic, desperate, the pressure building at the base of my spine like a live wire.

“I’m gonna cum,” I groan. The words are strangled. Raw. My thighs are trembling, my grip on her throat tightening reflexively. “Fuck, Ashley—I’m gonna cum inside you—”

“Do it.” Her voice is wrecked. Barely audible. Her hand finds my wrist, not pushing me away—holding me there, keeping my hand against her throat. “Please—fill me up—”

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—a wet, broken sound—her pussy clenching around me in rhythmic pulses, milking me. I keep thrusting, riding the wave, each pulse driving another jet of cum deep inside her, hot and thick, flooding her pussy, coating my cock.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is mangled. My hips keep moving, shallow now, fucking my cum deeper into her, and I can feel it—every pulse, every rope, the specific sensation of emptying myself into a woman who isn’t mine, who belongs to my best friend, who stood on a stage three days ago and talked about waiting.

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 stay there—connected, cum between us, water lapping at our skin, steam curling around us like something alive.

Ashley collapses against the tub edge. Her chest heaves. Tears streak her flushed cheeks. Her pussy is still clenching around my cock in aftershocks, milking the last drops, and the sight of her—wrecked, used, cum inside her, water beading on skin that’s marked with my fingerprints—does something to my insides that I don’t have a clean word for.

I pull out slowly. My cock slides free with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the sudden quiet, and cum follows—thick, white, dripping from her pussy into the water, dissolving into cloudy tendrils that swirl between us.

She doesn’t move. Can’t, maybe. Her eyes are closed, her breath coming in ragged gasps, and I watch her—Ashley, Chris’s Ashley, the virgin, the testimony girl—with my cum inside her and my handprints on her throat, and the betrayal is complete. Total. There is no line I haven’t crossed now, no friendship I haven’t burned, and the worst part is I’d do it again. Right now. If she asked.

The water settles. Steam rises. Somewhere in the church, a clock ticks toward morning, and Chris is asleep, and Elizabeth is in her bed, and I’m in a hot tub with cum on my cock and a woman who isn’t mine collapsed against the edge, and the world has never made less sense.

And I’ve never felt more alive.


Chapter 9

The pool cue feels wrong in my hands. Too light. Too smooth. Like I’m holding someone else’s instrument, someone who knows how to line up a shot without seeing Ashley’s face every time he closes his eyes. I chalk the tip. Too much. Blue dust clouds my fingers, and I wipe it on my jeans and try again.

The rec room at the Blackwood estate is all dark wood and leather. Richard’s domain, mostly unused except when Chris drags me here for pool or darts or the particular aimless recreation of two guys who’ve been friends since they were ten and have run out of new things to say to each other. Afternoon light filters through tall windows, catching dust motes, and the click of pool balls is the only sound besides Chris’s voice.

Which hasn’t stopped. For twenty minutes.

“She texted me this morning. Said she had the best night’s sleep.” Chris lines up a shot, his form terrible—elbow out, cue angled wrong—and somehow the three-ball drops anyway. He straightens, grinning, that particular boyish warmth that makes him look sixteen instead of twenty-one. “Said the conference is really speaking to her. The waiting stuff. The purity panels.” He chalks his cue. Doesn’t need to. Does it anyway. “I think she’s really internalizing it, you know? Like, this time it’s clicking.”

My stomach turns. Actually turns, a slow, acid roll that has nothing to do with the coffee I drank at breakfast and everything to do with the memory of Ashley’s pussy clenching around my cock twelve hours ago, milking cum out of me while she sobbed against the hot tub edge.

“Good.” The word comes out flat. Neutral. The voice of a man who is very interested in pool and not at all interested in the fact that he fucked his best friend’s girlfriend in a church hot tub last night. “That’s good, man.”

Chris misses his next shot. Laughs. Shrugs it off with the particular easy grace of someone who has never tied his self-worth to performance. “Your turn. Try not to embarrass me too badly.”

I line up the shot. The seven-ball. Simple cut into the side pocket. My hands are steady. My brain is not. Behind my eyelids, Ashley is on her knees in the hot tub, water sloshing, steam rising, her mouth open around a scream as she comes for the third time with my hand around her throat.

I miss. Badly. The cue ball clips the seven and sends it spinning wide, clicking off the rail and settling nowhere near a pocket.

Chris whistles. “Rough. You okay? You’ve been off all day.”

“I’m fine.” I chalk again. Too much again. Blue dust on my knuckles, and I wipe it on my jeans and it doesn’t come off. “Didn’t sleep great. Guest room bed is lumpy.”

It’s not lumpy. The guest room bed at the Blackwood estate is a fucking orthopedic miracle, and we both know it. Chris lets it slide. He’s good at that—letting things slide, accepting the version of reality you offer him because the alternative would require him to question something, and Chris Blackwood has built his entire life on not questioning things.

“I was thinking,” he says, lining up another shot. This one goes in. Of course it does. “About after graduation. Me and Ashley. I’ve been looking at rings.”

The cue almost slips from my hand. I catch it. Set it down. Pick up my beer from the edge of the table and take a long swallow that doesn’t do anything for the dryness in my throat.

“Rings.” I say it like I’m testing the word. Like it’s in a language I don’t speak.

“Not engagement. Not yet.” He smiles. That particular earnest, open smile that has never learned to be cynical. “Purity rings. Matching ones. Nothing fancy. Just... a symbol, you know? Of what we’re saving for each other.” He sinks another ball. Doesn’t celebrate. Just moves on to the next shot like it’s nothing. “She’s worth waiting for, man. Seriously. I’ve never met anyone like her.”

Each word is a nail. Hammered into something soft behind my sternum. Ashley worth waiting for. Ashley who fucked me in a hot tub. Ashley who took my cum inside her while her boyfriend slept down the hall. Ashley who whispered filth in my ear about football players and frat parties while her hand was on my cock.

The cognitive dissonance is physical. A headache building behind my eyes, the particular pressure of a brain trying to hold too many contradictory truths at once. Chris believes in Ashley the way he believes in his father—completely, unconditionally, with the particular faith of a man who has never had reason to doubt.

He has reason now. He just doesn’t know it.

“That’s...” I search for a word that isn’t hollow. “That’s really great, Chris. Seriously.”

He looks up. His eyes are warm. The same pale blue as Richard’s but without the coldness, without the calculation. Just Chris—kind, loyal, taking people at face value because he hasn’t learned that faces lie.

“You’d be my best man. When it happens. Obviously.” He says it like it’s already decided. Like the future is a straight line from here to a church and a white dress and Ashley waiting at the altar with a purity ring on her finger and my cum still in her pussy from the night before.

My throat closes. Actually closes. I take another swallow of beer that doesn’t help.

“I’d be honored.” The words come out steady. A miracle. The performance is flawless. I’ve learned from the best—from Elizabeth, from Richard, from watching people wear masks so well they forget they’re wearing them. “Absolutely.”

Chris misses his next shot. Laughs. Doesn’t care. “Your turn. Try not to suck this time.”

I line up the shot. The two-ball. Straight into the corner. My hands are shaking. Not much. Enough that I see it, the slight tremor in my fingertips as I brace the cue, and I take a breath and hold it and pull the trigger.

I sink it. Clean. The ball drops with a satisfying click, and Chris whistles again, impressed this time, and for three seconds everything is normal. Two friends playing pool. Talking about the future. The weight of what I’ve done compressed into something small and manageable, tucked behind my sternum where I can almost pretend it isn’t there.

Then Chris says, “She asked about you, by the way.”

The cue stops mid-chalk. Blue dust hangs in the air between us.

“Ashley. This morning. She was like, ‘How long have you and Mark been friends?’ Like she’s trying to get to know the important people in my life.” He smiles. That particular tender pride. “I told her everything. How we met when we were ten. That fight with the Thompson kids. The time you pushed me into the pool with my clothes on.” He laughs. The sound is warm, genuine, completely fucking unaware. “She thinks you’re a good influence. Said she can tell you’re a loyal friend.”

The weight crushes. Actually crushes. My lungs can’t expand past it, and I set the cue down and pick up my beer and drink until the bottle is empty and it still doesn’t help.

“She’s right,” Chris says. Quiet now. Serious in the way he gets sometimes, the particular earnest gravity that comes from a place so genuine it hurts to look at directly. “You’re my best friend, man. You know that, right? Through all this... church stuff, Dad’s thing, all of it. You’ve always been there.”

He claps me on the shoulder. The particular firm, brotherly grip that should feel like comfort and feels like a brand instead. His hand is warm. His eyes are warm. Everything about Chris Blackwood is warm, and I’m standing in the heat of it with Ashley’s cum-drenched pussy in my memory and Elizabeth’s mouth on my cock and Richard’s voice preaching fidelity while his interns choke on him, and the math is so fucked I can’t even see the equation anymore.

“I know,” I say. My voice comes out normal. Steady. The voice of a man who is exactly where he belongs. “You too, man. Always.”

Chris smiles. Nods. Goes back to the game, lining up his next shot with the particular focused clumsiness that is so uniquely him, and I stand there with a pool cue in my hand and the weight of what I’ve done settling into my bones like something permanent, and the worst part is I know, with absolute certainty, that I’ll do it again.

The next time Ashley looks at me. The next time her hand finds my cock. The next time Elizabeth texts me a photo of her pussy with the caption wish you were here.

I’ll say yes. Every time.

The shot clicks. Another ball drops. Chris whoops, and the sound bounces off the dark wood walls, and somewhere in this house, Ashley is probably showering, washing the last of me out of her, getting ready to put on her floral dress and her purity smile and look at Chris with eyes that have seen every inch of me.

And he’ll never know.

The weight settles. I carry it. I line up my next shot. I miss.

And life goes on.


Chapter 10

The Blackwood estate is too quiet in the afternoon. All that money, all that space, and the only sound is my footsteps on hardwood as I wander the east wing looking for Chris. He said he’d be here. Texted twenty minutes ago—pool hall, come find me—but the pool hall was empty, cues racked, lights off, and now I’m checking bedrooms like some fucked-up version of hide and seek where the prize is my best friend and the penalty is finding his girlfriend instead.

I find her in the third door.

Not Chris. Ashley. The guest bedroom at the end of the hall, door cracked two inches, afternoon light spilling across a queen-sized bed with a duvet I recognize—cream-colored, expensive, the kind Elizabeth changes weekly because appearances matter. Ashley is sitting on the edge of it. Not in her floral dress. In shorts. Tiny ones, cutoff denim that ride high on her thighs, and a thin white tank top with no bra underneath. I can see her nipples through the fabric. Hard. Pink. Pointed at me like accusations.

She looks up. Sees me in the doorway. Something flashes across her face—quick, sharp, the particular alert of a predator recognizing prey—and then it’s gone, smoothed over, replaced by that warm, earnest smile that doesn’t reach her eyes.

“Hey.” Her voice is soft. Casual. The particular practiced lightness of someone who’s been waiting. “Looking for Chris?”

“Yeah.” I don’t move from the doorway. Shouldn’t move. Should say yeah, actually, have you seen him? and close the door and walk away and find my best friend and play pool and pretend last night didn’t happen.

I step inside. Close the door behind me. The click of the latch is obscenely loud in the quiet room.

Ashley stands. One smooth motion—off the bed, across the carpet, and then her body is against mine, her hands finding my face, pulling me into a kiss that’s all tongue and teeth and raw, unfiltered hunger. No preamble. No performance. Just her mouth on mine, hot and desperate, and my cock goes hard so fast it’s painful, pressing against my zipper with an urgency that overrides everything else.

“Fuck,” I breathe against her lips. My hands find her waist, then lower, gripping her ass through the thin denim, feeling every curve, every muscle, and she moans into my mouth, her hips rolling forward, seeking friction.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day.” Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Between kisses. Her hand finds my belt, yanks it open, my zipper dragging down, and my cock springs free—thick, hard, already leaking—and she wraps her hand around me and strokes once, from base to tip, and the contact after twenty-four hours of guilt and avoidance is so intense I groan.

“Your mouth,” I say. The words come out rough. Commanding. Nothing like the voice I use in polite company. “On your knees. Now.”

She drops. No hesitation. Her knees hit the carpet and she’s looking up at me, her eyes bright, focused, completely fucking present, and then her mouth is on my cock—lips around the head, then deeper, taking me into her throat in one smooth motion that makes my vision blur.

“God,” I groan. The word is strangled. Raw. My hand finds her hair, gripping at the roots, not gentle, and she moans around me—the vibration travels up my shaft and straight to my balls, and I can feel her throat working, clenching, the wet heat of her mouth enveloping me completely.

She pulls back. My cock slides free with a wet, obscene sound, a thick string of spit connecting her lips to the head, and she looks up at me with eyes that are dark and hungry.

“Fuck, your cock is perfect.” Her voice is husky. Wrecked from the throat fucking she just gave herself. She strokes me once, firm grip, her thumb brushing over the head where I’m leaking, and then she’s taking me back into her mouth—deeper this time, faster, her head bobbing, and the wet sounds fill the bedroom. Obscene. Rhythmic. The particular slurping, gagging symphony of a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing with her mouth.

Spit pools. Runs down her chin. Soaks the front of her tank top, turning the thin white fabric translucent, her nipples visible and hard underneath, and the mess of it is obscene—Ashley on her knees, spit shining on her chin and neck, my cock sliding in and out of her mouth with wet, hungry sounds that would carry through the door if anyone walked past.

She gags. The first one is gentle—a wet, choked sound as the head of my cock hits the back of her throat, and she pulls back, gasping, spit stringing between her lips, and before she can catch her breath I push forward, driving my cock back into her mouth, deeper this time, and she gags harder—violent, convulsive, her whole body jerking—and the sound is so fucking erotic I see stars.

“That’s it,” I groan. My hand tightens in her hair. “Take it, Ashley. All the way down your throat.”

I thrust. Not gentle. Not careful. My hips snap forward, driving my cock deep into her mouth, down her throat, and she gags—loud, wet, choked—her eyes watering, tears streaking down her flushed cheeks, and I hold her there for a count, feeling her throat constrict around me, tight and hot and perfect.

When I pull back she gasps—a ragged, wet inhale—spit running down her chin, her lips swollen and red, and I don’t give her time to recover. My hand in her hair, gripping hard, I pull her forward onto my cock again, driving into her mouth with strokes that are getting faster, harder, each thrust pushing deeper than the last.

“Your fucking mouth,” I growl. My voice is wrecked. Shaking. “Look at you. Chris’s girlfriend. On your knees. Choking on cock.”

She moans around me. The vibration travels up my shaft and I groan, my hips driving forward again, deeper, and she gags—violently this time, her whole body convulsing, tears streaming freely now—and I hold her there, my cock buried in her throat, feeling her swallow around me, and the sensation is so intense my vision blurs at the edges.

Spit is everywhere. On her chin. On her neck. Soaking the front of her tank top completely, her tits visible through the wet fabric, nipples hard and pink, and the sight of her—Ashley, the good Christian girl, on her knees with spit running down her chest and tears on her cheeks and my cock stretching her throat—is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

I pull almost all the way out. Her lips make an obscene, wet sound as my cock slides free, a thick string connecting her mouth to the head, and she gasps—ragged, desperate—her chest heaving.

“Again,” I command. Rough. Certain. My hand in her hair, pulling her forward, and she takes me back into her mouth—deeper, faster, her throat opening, and I thrust, hard, driving my cock down her throat, and she gags—loud, wet, choked—her nails digging into my thighs, and I don’t stop.

I facefuck her. Properly. Both hands in her hair now, gripping tight, controlling the pace, driving my cock into her mouth with strokes that are relentless, punishing, each thrust pushing deep into her throat and holding there while she gags and struggles and takes it because she wants it, because she came to me, because beneath the floral dresses and the purity talks is a woman who gets off on being used.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is mangled. My hips are pistoning, each thrust driving my cock deep into her throat, and Ashley is taking it—tears streaming, makeup running, spit soaking her chest, her throat working around me in desperate, rhythmic swallows—and the obscene wet sounds of my cock fucking her mouth fill the bedroom, loud enough that if Chris walked past he’d hear everything.

He doesn’t walk past. The hallway stays quiet. The mansion stays quiet. And Ashley stays on her knees, taking my cock down her throat, gagging, choking, coming completely apart on my dick while her boyfriend is somewhere in this house looking for me.

I pull her off. Not gentle. My hands in her hair, yanking her back, and my cock slides free with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the sudden quiet. Spit strings between her lips and the head. Her chin is glistening. Her chest is soaked. Her eyes are red, mascara streaked down her cheeks, and she looks used in the most beautiful way possible—wrecked, undone, completely fucking destroyed by my cock.

“Bed,” I say. The word is rough. Commanding. “Now.”

She stands. Her legs are shaking. She wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, doesn’t bother with the rest—the spit on her chin, the tears, the wet tank top clinging to her tits—and she walks to the bed on unsteady legs and turns, looking at me with eyes that are dark and hungry and completely fucking present.

Waiting.

I don’t give her time to get comfortable. My hands find her waist and I lift—one smooth motion, her weight nothing in my arms—and throw her onto the bed. She bounces once, the duvet compressing, her hair flying, and before the mattress has settled she’s on all fours, ass in the air, her cutoff shorts already pushed down her thighs because she knows what’s coming. She knows exactly what’s coming.

I’m behind her in two strides. My cock is wet from her mouth, hard, throbbing, and I line up—the head finding her pussy, slick and hot and already dripping—and I push.

One thrust. Deep. To the hilt. My cock drives into her to the base and holds there, grinding, and Ashley cries out—a broken, desperate sound that the mattress muffles but not enough, not nearly enough—her back arching, her ass pushing back against me, taking every inch.

“Fuck,” she gasps. Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Between thrusts. “You’re so deep—God—you’re so deep—”

I pull back. Thrust again. Harder. Deeper. Each stroke drives my cock into her pussy with enough force to push her forward on the mattress, and the wet sounds of our bodies fill the bedroom—skin on skin, the obscene slap of my hips against her ass, the squelch of my cock driving into her soaked pussy over and over.

Her pussy is perfect. Tight. Gripping me like a fist, wet and hot and hungry, and each thrust sends a jolt through my nervous system that makes my vision blur at the edges. Ashley takes it—her arms shaking, her ass pushing back to meet each stroke, her moans coming in time with the rhythm—and the sight of her from behind is devastating. Her ass round and firm, her back arched, her tank top rucked up to expose the smooth skin of her waist, and my hands find her hips and grip hard, fingers digging into flesh, controlling the pace.

“Harder,” she begs. Her voice is shaking. Between thrusts. “Please, Mark—harder—”

I give her harder. My hips snap forward with enough force to drive the headboard against the wall—a solid thunk that would carry through the entire east wing if anyone’s listening—and Ashley cries out, louder this time, unrestrained, and her pussy clenches around me in pre-orgasmic pulses that feel like she’s trying to pull me deeper.

“I’m close,” she gasps. Her arms give out. She collapses onto her elbows, face pressed into the duvet, ass still in the air, taking my cock, and the position is so vulnerable, so obscene, that something dark and possessive uncurls in my chest. “Fuck—Mark—I’m so close—”

“Then come.” The word is a command. Rough. Certain. My hand finds her hair, grips it at the roots, and pulls—hard—yanking her head back, arching her spine, and the angle changes, my cock driving up into that spot that makes her see stars, and she comes apart.

Violently. Completely. Her entire body convulses. Her back arches so hard her tits press into the mattress, her ass pushing back against me, and her pussy clenches around my cock in rhythmic, pulsing waves that are so strong I can feel each one travel up my shaft. She screams. Actually screams—a long, broken wail that the duvet muffles but doesn’t contain, and the sound of it—raw, desperate, completely fucking wrecked—feeds something in me that wants to ruin her.

I don’t stop.

My hips keep moving. Deep, relentless strokes that drive my cock into her oversensitive, clenching pussy, and Ashley whimpers—high, desperate sounds that are half pleasure, half pain—her body shaking with aftershocks, oversensitive and overwhelmed.

“Too much—” she sobs. Her face is still pressed into the duvet, her voice muffled, tears soaking the fabric. “Please—Mark—it’s too much—”

“Your boyfriend ever make you come like this?” My hand is still in her hair, pulling, controlling, and my hips don’t slow. If anything, they get harder—each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy with enough force to shake the bed. “Ever fuck you until you scream into a mattress? Until you cry?”

“No—” The word tears out of her, raw, honest. “No one—fuck—no one has ever—”

“Then remember who’s giving it to you.” I thrust harder. Deeper. The angle changes, my cock grinding against her clit from the inside, and she gasps, her whole body tensing. “My cock, Ashley. Not his. Mine.”

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

My free hand finds her tit. Under the wet tank top, squeezing, feeling the perfect weight of it, the firmness, the hard nipple against my palm, and I pinch—not gentle—and she cries out, her pussy clenching around me in a violent pulse that makes my vision blur.

“These tits,” I groan. My voice is wrecked. Shaking. My hips are pistoning now, each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy, my balls slapping against her clit with each impact, and the sensation is so intense I’m seeing stars. “Chris ever worship these tits the way they deserve? Ever suck them until you beg? Ever make you come just from playing with them?”

“No.” Her voice is raw. Wrecked. Between thrusts. “He’s—fuck—he’s gentle. Always gentle.”

“I’m not gentle.” I pull her hair until she’s looking back at me over her shoulder, her face tear-streaked, mascara running, lips swollen from my cock, and the sight of her—used, wrecked, completely fucking destroyed—does something to my insides that I don’t have a clean word for. “I’m going to fuck you until you can’t walk straight. Until your boyfriend wonders why you’re walking funny at dinner. Until you have to bite your lip every time you look at me across the table because all you can think about is my cock splitting you open.”

“Please—” The word is a sob. Desperate. Honest. Her pussy is clenching around me in pre-orgasmic pulses again, building toward another peak, and I can feel it—the tension in her thighs, the hitch in her breathing, the way her walls grip me tighter with each thrust.

“Tell me what you are.” My hand tightens in her hair. My hips snap forward, driving my cock deep into her pussy, and she gasps, her back arching. “Tell me what you are right now, Ashley.”

“A slut.” The word tears out of her, raw, unrestrained. “Fuck—I’m a slut—your slut—”

“Louder.”

“I’m a slut!” She screams it. Into the duvet, into the room, loud enough that if the door weren’t closed someone would hear. “Your cock—your whore—fuck—Mark—I’m coming again—”

She comes harder than the first time. Her entire body goes rigid, then limp, every muscle giving out at once, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves that are so strong they border on painful. She sobs—actual sobs, raw and broken—her face pressed into the duvet, her body shaking with the force of it, and I hold her through it—my hand in her hair, my cock buried deep, my hips driving into her with strokes that are relentless, punishing, taking her through wave after wave until she’s incoherent, whimpering, oversensitive and overwhelmed.

And I still don’t stop.

My hand leaves her hair. Finds her throat instead. Not gentle. Fingers pressing into the soft tissue, cutting off blood just enough to narrow her world to nothing but the cock inside her, and she gasps—a wet, broken sound—her pussy clenching around me in a reflexive squeeze that makes my vision blur.

“Your boyfriend is in this house.” My voice is low. Rough. Against her ear. “Somewhere. Looking for you. Looking for me. And here you are. Taking my cock. Coming on it. Screaming for it.” I thrust harder. Deeper. The bed creaks, the headboard hits the wall, and the sound is obscenely loud in the quiet room. “What would he think, Ashley? If he walked in right now? If he saw his virgin girlfriend getting fucked doggystyle with tears on her face and my hand around her throat?”

“Please—” Her voice is wrecked. Barely audible. “Don’t stop—fuck—don’t stop—”

I don’t stop. My hips keep moving. Deep, relentless strokes that drive my cock into her oversensitive, clenching pussy, and Ashley takes it—whimpering, shaking, completely fucking wrecked—and the weight of what we’re doing, the particular catastrophic betrayal of it, feeds something in both of us that makes her pussy grip me tighter and my hand squeeze harder and the bed hit the wall with each thrust like we’re trying to bring the house down.

Her face is pressed into the pillow now. Has been for minutes. Her arms are giving out, her body collapsing under the force of what’s happening to her, and I follow her down—chest against her back, my hand still on her throat, my cock still driving into her from behind—and the position is intimate in a way that feels dangerous, like we’ve crossed some line beyond fucking into something neither of us planned for.

I’m still hard. Still fucking her. The pressure is building at the base of my spine, that electric coil tightening another turn with each thrust, but I’m not there yet. Not quite. And Ashley’s pussy is still clenching, still milking, taking every inch like she was built for it, and for a long moment there is nothing in the world but this—her body beneath mine, the wet sounds of our fucking, the particular rhythm of hips and breath and skin that feels like the only honest thing in this entire fucking house.

Then I hear it.

A voice. In the hallway.

“Ashley? You in there?”

Chris.

I freeze. My cock is buried deep in Ashley’s pussy, her body trembling beneath me, and for one suspended second nothing moves—not my hips, not her breath, not the dust motes in the afternoon light. The world narrows to a single point of heat and risk and the certain knowledge that my best friend is six feet away on the other side of a door that isn’t locked.

Ashley’s pussy clenches around me. A violent, reflexive squeeze that makes my vision blur, and I realize—with a clarity that feels like ice water—that she’s getting off on this. The risk. The danger. Chris’s voice on the other side of the door while my cock is inside her.

I cover her mouth with my hand. Palm flat against her lips, fingers pressing into her cheek, and she moans into it—a wet, broken sound that my hand barely contains—and her hips push back against me, taking my cock deeper, and the betrayal is so complete it circles back around to something almost religious.

“Ashley?” Chris again. Closer. His footsteps in the hallway, approaching the door. “You okay? I’ve been looking everywhere.”

A knock. Three soft raps against the wood, and the sound is so close, so immediate, that I feel it in my fucking teeth.

Ashley’s hand finds mine. Pulls it away from her mouth just enough to speak, and what comes out is a miracle—her voice steady, warm, the particular measured brightness of the good Christian girlfriend, and underneath it, beneath the performance, I can feel the vibration of my cock inside her as she talks.

“I’m not decent right now.” A laugh. Casual. Light. The laugh of a woman who is very much decent except for the cock buried in her pussy and the hand over her mouth. “Give me a minute, okay?”

I thrust. Slow. Deliberate. One deep stroke that drives my cock to the hilt, and Ashley’s body jerks, a muffled moan escaping around my fingers, and I hold her there—connected, my cock deep inside her, my hand over her mouth—and we wait.

“Okay.” Chris’s voice is warm. Unconcerned. The particular easy trust of a man who has never had reason to doubt. “No rush. I just wanted to make sure you’re good for dinner later. Mom’s making that salmon thing you like.”

I thrust again. Deeper this time. My hips rolling forward in slow, grinding strokes that drive my cock against her cervix, and Ashley whimpers—a high, desperate sound that my hand catches—her body shaking beneath me, oversensitive and overwhelmed and getting wetter with each thrust.

“That sounds great.” Her voice shakes. Just a little. Enough that if Chris were listening closely he might notice, but he’s not listening closely. Chris never listens closely. It’s why we’re here. “I’ll be down in a bit.”

“Cool.” A pause. Footsteps—not walking away. Still there. “Hey, Ash?”

My hand tightens over her mouth. My cock pulses inside her, the pressure building at the base of my spine, that electric coil tightening another turn with each shallow thrust, and I know—with absolute certainty—that I’m about to cum. Soon. Maybe the next stroke. Maybe the one after that.

“Yeah?” Ashley’s voice is a thread. A miracle of control.

“I love you.”

The words land between us like something physical. Heavy. Electric. Chris’s voice through the door—earnest, sincere, completely fucking unaware—and Ashley’s pussy clenches around my cock in a violent, rhythmic pulse that feels like she’s coming again, or trying to, and the sound she makes into my hand is half sob, half moan, and I can’t hold back anymore.

I pull out.

Fast. Desperate. My cock slides free of her pussy with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the sudden quiet, and I grab myself—one hand wrapped around my shaft, stroking fast, rough—and Ashley turns, looks at me with eyes that are wide and dark and completely fucking present, and I aim.

The first pulse hits her cheek—thick, hot, a rope of cum that lands on her skin and slides toward her jaw. The second hits her lips, her chin, and she opens her mouth—actually opens it—and the third pulse lands on her tongue, white and thick, and she moans around it, the sound vibrating through my cock where my hand is still moving.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is muffled, strangled, my teeth clenched against the sound, and the fourth pulse is weaker, a shuddering aftershock that lands on her neck, her collarbone, and I keep stroking, riding it out, until I’m empty and shaking and Ashley is lying beneath me with my cum on her face, in her mouth, on her skin, and Chris is on the other side of the door waiting for an answer.

“I love you too.” The words come out steady. Warm. The particular tender sincerity of a woman in love, and they would be perfect—they would be fucking award-winning—if not for the cum on her lips, the cum on her cheek, the cum on her tongue that she swallows as she says it, and the particular obscene contrast of it short-circuits something in my brain.

Chris’s footsteps. Walking away. Down the hall, getting quieter, and the door stays closed, and the room is quiet except for our breathing—ragged, syncing slowly—and Ashley looks up at me with cum on her face and something in her eyes that I don’t have a clean word for.

She moves. Fast. Her hand finds my cock—still wet, still sensitive—and she pulls it toward her mouth, and before I can process what’s happening her lips are around the head, her tongue cleaning the cum from my shaft, and she kisses it—actually kisses it, soft and reverent, her cum-streaked face pressed against my thigh—and the gesture is so fucking transgressive, so far beyond the boundary of what should be possible, that my cock stirs again despite the emptiness, the sensitivity, the aftershocks still rolling through me.

“Fuck,” I breathe. The word is wrecked. Raw. My hand finds her hair, not gripping—stroking, almost gentle—and she looks up at me with cum on her face and my cock against her lips, and the distance between the woman in this bed and the woman who stood on a stage talking about virginity is so vast it might as well be a different species.

Chris is gone. The hallway is quiet. The mansion is quiet. And Ashley is on her knees on the bed with my cum drying on her skin and my cock softening against her mouth, and the weight of what just happened settles into my bones like something permanent.

I should feel guilty. I should feel something besides this dark, spreading warmth in my chest that might be the closest thing to happiness I’ve felt in weeks. Chris’s voice—I love you—echoing through the door while my cum hit Ashley’s face. Ashley’s reply—I love you too—with my cock in her mouth. The performance so flawless, so convincing, that Chris walked away believing every word.

He believes because he needs to believe. The same way he believes in his father. The same way he believes in the version of Ashley that exists in floral dresses and purity panels. The performance is the reality. The lie is the truth. And I’m standing in the gap between them with cum on my cock and my best friend’s voice in my head, and the worst part is I’d do it again.

Right now.

If she asked.

Ashley sits back on her heels. Wipes her face with the back of her hand—casual, like she’s brushing away sweat, not cum—and the gesture is so deliberately normal, so performatively composed, that I can see Elizabeth in it. The same flawless reassembly. The same ability to wear a mask that never comes off, even when the mask is off.

“We should get cleaned up,” she says. Her voice is warm. Pleasant. Empty. The voice she uses at dinner tables. “Dinner’s in an hour.”

I nod. Can’t speak. My throat is dry, my cock is sensitive, and the cum on Ashley’s face is already drying, flaking at the edges, and in an hour she’ll sit across from Chris at a table and smile at him with my DNA on her skin under makeup, and he’ll never know.

He’ll never know.


Chapter 11

Grace Cathedral on the final day of Purity and Promise smells like hope and hairspray. Two thousand people packed into pews under chandelier light, programs clutched in hands, faces soft with the particular earnest warmth of believers who have spent a weekend being told what they already know. I sit in the back row. Where I belong. Where I’ve sat for every service since this began, a ghost at the feast, a wound in the body of Christ.

My body hurts. Not from exercise. From use. Thighs sore from fucking Ashley in a hot tub. Shoulders marked from Elizabeth’s nails in the prayer garden. A bruise on my hip from the bed frame yesterday, from throwing Ashley onto the mattress and driving into her while Chris knocked on the door. I wear it all under a button-down and jeans that feel like someone else’s clothes, and the particular dissonance of sitting in a sanctuary with cum still drying under my fingernails is so thick I could choke on it.

Richard takes the stage first. Of course he does. Navy suit, red tie, the particular performative gravitas of a man who believes God cares about his cufflinks. His voice fills the space—resonant, cultivated, the baritone that has raised millions and fucked interns—and he talks about closure. About taking what we’ve learned home. About the sacred responsibility of guarding the gift.

I almost laugh. Actually almost. The sound catches in my throat and turns into a cough that the woman beside me mistakes for amen, and she nods, approving, and the irony is so perfect it’s almost beautiful.

Ashley is called to the stage.

She walks up from the front row. Chris beside her, his hand on the small of her back, that particular proprietary touch of a man who believes he owns something pure. Ashley is in the floral dress. The one from the first night. Knee-length, modest, the cardigan draped over her shoulders like armor, and her hair is down, waves of brown falling past her shoulders, and she looks—

She looks like a virgin.

The performance is flawless. Every step measured. Every gesture calibrated. The particular graceful humility of a young woman who knows the room is watching and knows exactly what they want to see. Chris squeezes her hand before she steps onto the stage. She squeezes back. Smiles. The smile doesn’t reach her eyes.

Richard introduces her. Warm. Paternal. The particular pride of a man who believes he’s mentoring the next generation of believers, completely unaware that the woman he’s introducing took my cock down her throat in a church hot tub forty-eight hours ago and had my cum on her face yesterday while his son said I love you through a door.

“Ashley has been a beacon of faithfulness throughout this conference,” Richard says. His hand on her shoulder. The particular paternal grip that makes my skin crawl. “Her testimony on waiting has touched hundreds of young hearts. We’re honored to have her close our weekend with a final word on the sacred gift of virginity.”

Applause. Warm. Sustained. Ashley steps to the pulpit. Adjusts the microphone. Looks out at the crowd with eyes that are bright and focused and completely fucking empty.

“Brothers and sisters.” Her voice fills the sanctuary. Clear. Measured. The particular practiced cadence of someone who has given this speech before, in mirrors, in empty rooms, rehearsing the performance until it became muscle memory. “The world will tell you that your desires are too strong to resist.”

I shift in my seat. My cock stirs. Actually stirs, pressing against my zipper, and the dissonance is physical—a headache building behind my eyes, the particular pressure of a brain trying to hold too many contradictory truths at once.

“The culture will whisper that abstinence is outdated. That waiting is impossible. That the body’s urges are too powerful to contain.” She pauses. Lets it land. The room is silent. Two thousand people holding their breath, and Ashley stands at the pulpit in her floral dress and her cardigan and delivers each line with the sincerity of a woman who has never been fucked against a hot tub edge, who has never had cum on her face, who has never whispered filth in a church hallway with her hand on a cock that wasn’t her boyfriend’s.

Chris is in the front row. Beaming. His face open, warm, the particular tender pride of a man who believes every word coming out of his girlfriend’s mouth. His hand is on the empty seat beside him. Waiting for her to return. Waiting to take her hand and walk her out of this building and into a future where she is pure and he is faithful and the world makes sense.

“Your body is a temple.” Ashley’s voice rises. Finds the particular resonant register that Richard uses, the one that makes donors open their checkbooks. “Not a playground. Not a laboratory. A temple. Sacred. Set apart. And when you enter into marriage—the way God intended—that temple becomes a shared sanctuary. A holy space.”

Her eyes find mine.

Across two thousand people. Across pews and aisles and the particular performative theater of faith, Ashley looks directly at me. Her expression doesn’t change. The speech doesn’t falter. But for one second—one fucking second—the corners of her mouth curl. The slightest, most wicked knowing smirk, there and gone so fast that if I’d blinked I would have missed it, and then she’s looking past me, at the back wall, at the abstract concept of a congregation, and the words keep coming.

But I saw it. I saw everything in that smirk. The woman from the hot tub. The woman from the bedroom. The woman who took my cum on her face and said I love you to my best friend through a door. All of it, compressed into a microexpression that lasted less than a second and contained more truth than the entire speech.

“The statistics are clear.” Ashley gestures to the screens behind her. A graph appears—neat bars, upward trend, the particular visual language of a man who believes God cares about PowerPoint. “Young people who wait until marriage report higher satisfaction. Stronger bonds. More fulfilling intimacy.”

Each word is a nail. Hammered into something soft behind my sternum. Ashley stands at the pulpit and talks about waiting while my cum is probably still inside her from the hot tub, while the bruises on her hips from my hands are fading under her cardigan, while the memory of her throat around my cock lives in my brain like something with teeth.

“The sin of lust is not in the feeling.” Her voice drops. Warmer. More intimate. The register she uses when she wants you to believe she’s being honest. “The sin is in the surrender. In giving your body to someone who hasn’t earned the right to hold your heart.”

Chris nods. Vigorously. His hand is clenched on the pew in front of him, his knuckles white, and the particular earnest intensity of his belief is so genuine it hurts to look at directly.

I should feel guilty. I should feel something besides this dark, spreading warmth in my chest that might be the closest thing to religious ecstasy I’ve ever experienced. Ashley on stage talking about virginity. Elizabeth somewhere in this building, probably texting me photos of her pussy. Richard at the side of the stage nodding along like he hasn’t fucked twins in a private bathroom. Chris in the front row believing every word.

And me. In the back. The thread running through all of it. The common denominator. The wound.

I’ve become the thing this room is preaching against. Not a hypocrite—something worse. A man who lives in the gap. Who thrives in the space between performance and reality. Who fucks the pastor’s wife in prayer gardens and the pastor’s son’s girlfriend in hot tubs and feels, beneath the guilt, beneath the weight, something that might be purpose.

The speech ends. Ashley’s voice rises to the particular resonant crescendo that Richard taught her, probably—the cadence of a conclusion designed to make people feel something—and she steps back from the pulpit with her hands clasped in front of her floral dress, and the applause is thunderous. Sustained. Two thousand people on their feet, clapping for a woman they think they know, and Ashley stands there and accepts it with the particular graceful humility of someone who has never been honest a day in her life.

Chris meets her at the edge of the stage. Pulls her into a hug that the front row can see—proprietary, proud, his hand on the back of her head, her face buried in his shoulder—and the image is so perfect, so fucking Norman Rockwell, that something in my chest twists.

I should leave. That’s the rational move. Walk out the side door, get in my car, drive home, pour a drink, try to make sense of whatever the fuck just happened. But my feet are nailed to the carpet. My eyes are on Ashley—on the cardigan, on the floral dress, on the woman who stood on a stage and talked about waiting while my cum dried on her face—and the knowledge sits in my chest like something warm and dark and alive.

This isn’t over. None of it is over. Elizabeth will text me tonight. Ashley will find me tomorrow. Chris will invite me to dinner next week. Richard will clap me on the shoulder and call me son and preach about fidelity while his interns wait in his study. And I’ll say yes. Every time. To all of it. Because the alternative—walking away, being the good man, honoring the friendship—feels smaller now. Feels like a version of myself that stopped being relevant three weeks ago in a pool with chlorine in my hair and Elizabeth’s throat around my cock.

The crowd files out. Voices rise. Programs rustle. The particular charged energy of a room dispersing after something intense, and I sit in the back row with my hands at my sides and watch the current move through the space—people shaking hands, exchanging the particular performative warmth of Christian socializing, and somewhere in the flow Ashley is holding Chris’s hand and smiling at strangers and wearing a mask so convincing she might believe it herself.

I stand. My legs are sore. My cock is soft. My phone is warm in my pocket, and I know, with absolute certainty, that there’s a message waiting. Elizabeth or Ashley or both. A photo. A time. A place. And I’ll go. Because I stopped being a man who could say no the moment I realized that the performance is the reality, the lie is the truth, and the only honest thing in this entire fucking building is the cock in my pants and the women who want it.

The sanctuary empties. Light filters through stained glass, painting patterns across empty pews, and I walk toward the door with the weight of everything I’ve done settling into my bones like something permanent, and the worst part is I don’t mind the weight.


Chapter 12

The speaker’s voice drones through the chapel like warm honey poured over gravel. Smooth. Sticky. So fucking boring I can feel my brain cells committing suicide one by one. Another panel on purity. Another man in a suit telling two thousand people what to do with their genitals while his own intern probably has his cum on her tongue.

I shift in the pew. My thighs ache. Bruises hidden under denim from Ashley riding me in the hot tub, from Elizabeth against the stone wall, from every surface in this godforsaken building I’ve fucked a woman on. The sanctuary smells the same—wood polish and perfume and the particular charged quiet of people pretending to be better than they are. I’ve been here three hours. My ass is numb. My cock is half-hard from memories I shouldn’t be having in a room full of Baptists.

“The covenant of marriage,” the speaker says. Some silver-haired elder from a satellite church in Virginia. His voice has the particular resonant cadence of a man who’s been paid to sound sincere. “Is a sacred bond. Ordained by God. Witnessed by the church.”

I check my phone under the pew. Two messages. One from Ashley: miss u. tonight? One from Elizabeth: nothing but a photo of her pussy, glistening, the caption: wish you were here.

My cock twitches. Actually twitches, pressing against my zipper with an urgency that overrides the sermon, the pew, the entire performance of faith happening around me. I slip the phone back into my pocket and stand. Casual. Measured. The particular careful movement of a man who doesn’t want to draw attention as he abandons a talk on covenant.

The aisle is long. Cream carpet. Padded kneelers. I walk with my head down, hands at my sides, past rows of nodding believers who don’t look up because looking up would mean acknowledging that someone is leaving, and acknowledging that would mean acknowledging that the talk is boring, and acknowledging that would mean—

The hallway is a relief. Cool air. Fluorescent lights humming overhead with the particular industrial blandness of a building that cost twenty million dollars and looks like a hospital. I head for the east wing restroom. The one near the prayer rooms, the one I know from experience is usually empty during sessions because everyone’s too busy being faithful to piss.

The door swings open. White tile. Industrial soap dispensers. The particular antiseptic smell of a place designed for function, not comfort. I step to the sink. Splash water on my face. The cold hits my skin and does nothing for the heat in my blood, the particular persistent ache that’s been living in my cock since Ashley’s speech, since Elizabeth’s photo, since the moment I realized that the most honest thing in this building is the sin.

The door opens behind me. I don’t turn. Don’t need to. The particular click of the lock, the soft pad of heels on tile, and then the silence—weighted, deliberate, the silence of someone who knows exactly what they’re walking into.

Elizabeth.

I see her in the mirror. Blonde hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. Navy dress that hits just above the knee, respectable, the kind of thing a pastor’s wife wears to afternoon sessions. Pearl earrings. A thin gold cross at her throat. She looks like the woman on the brochure. The one who runs the women’s auxiliary. The one who sits in the front row and nods at the right intervals.

Her eyes find mine in the reflection. Dark. Focused. Completely fucking present.

“Bored?” Her voice is low. Husky. The voice she uses when the mask comes off.

“Unbearably.” I turn. Lean against the sink. My cock is hard now, fully hard, pressing against my zipper with an urgency that her eyes track, that her mouth curves around. “Your husband’s speaker is putting people to sleep.”

“He has that effect.” She steps closer. Her hand finds my chest. Flat palm against my sternum, feeling my heartbeat, and her smile is all challenge. “I thought you might need a break.”

“I need more than a break.”

“I know.”

Her hand moves down. Finds my belt. Pulls. The buckle comes loose with a soft metallic sound that seems obscenely loud in the tiled room, and then her fingers are on my zipper, dragging it down, and my cock springs free—thick, hard, already leaking, the head swollen and red against the white tile backdrop.

“Fuck,” I breathe. The word hangs between us. Raw. Unfiltered.

Elizabeth doesn’t hesitate. She drops to her knees on the bathroom floor—linoleum, cold, probably filthy—and her mouth is on my cock before I can process what’s happening. Lips around the head, then deeper, her throat opening, and the wet heat of her mouth enveloping me is so intense I groan, my hand finding the edge of the sink, gripping hard enough to whiten my knuckles.

Her technique is obscene. Sloppy. Wet. No teasing, no slow build—just her mouth taking me deep, her throat constricting around the head, and then pulling back with a wet, hungry sound that the tiles amplify into something pornographic. Spit pools around her lips. Runs down her chin. Drips onto the front of her navy dress, darkening the fabric, and the mess of it is devastating—Elizabeth Blackwood, the pastor’s wife, on her knees in a church bathroom with spit shining on her chin and my cock sliding in and out of her mouth while a purity panel happens thirty yards away.

“Your mouth,” I groan. My hand finds her hair. Grips it at the roots, not gentle, and she moans around me—the vibration travels up my shaft and straight to my balls, and I can feel her throat working, clenching, taking me deeper with each downward stroke.

She pulls back. My cock slides free with a wet, obscene sound that echoes off the tiles, a thick string of spit connecting her lips to the head, and she looks up at me with eyes that are dark and hungry behind the perfect makeup of a woman who sits in the front row.

“Tell me how it tastes.” Her voice is wrecked. Husky from the cock she just had in her throat.

“Perfect.” The word comes out rough. Shaking. “Your mouth is perfect. Your throat—fuck—your throat is so tight.”

She takes me again. Deeper this time. Her lips stretch around my thickness, and then she’s sinking down, taking me into her throat, and I feel the head hit the back and she gags—a wet, choked sound that vibrates through my cock and goes straight to my spine.

“God,” I groan. My hand tightens in her hair. I hold her there for a count—one, two, three—feeling her throat constrict around me, tight and hot and perfect, and when I pull back she gasps, spit running down her chin, her lips swollen and red against the pale skin of her face.

Spit is everywhere. On her chin. On her neck. Soaking the front of her dress, the pearl earrings catching the fluorescent light as her head moves, and the contrast is fucking insane—the pastor’s wife in her Sunday best with cum on her mind and spit on her chest, sucking cock in a bathroom while her husband’s speaker talks about covenant through the wall.

I thrust. Not gentle. Not careful. My hips snap forward, driving my cock deep into her mouth, down her throat, and she gags—loud, violent, her whole body jerking—and the sound is so fucking erotic I see stars.

“Take it,” I growl. My voice is rough. Commanding. Nothing like the voice I use in polite company. “Take all of it, Elizabeth. That’s it.”

She takes it. Her throat works around me, clenching, pulsing, and I feel every contraction against the head of my cock, and the pressure is building—that familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine, the heat pooling in my balls—and I’m so close, so fucking close, and Elizabeth’s eyes are locked on mine, dark and focused and completely fucking present, and I know exactly what’s about to happen.

And so does she.

Her phone rings.

The sound cuts through the wet, obscene symphony of her mouth on my cock like a gunshot. Sharp. Jarring. Elizabeth’s hand freezes on my thigh. Her lips stay wrapped around me, my cock still buried halfway down her throat, and for one suspended second nothing moves—not her mouth, not my hips, not the dust motes in the fluorescent light.

She pulls back slowly. My cock slides free with a wet sound that seems deafening against the sudden silence, and she reaches into her dress pocket with spit-shiny fingers and pulls out her phone. The screen lights up her face. Richard’s name. His photo—the official headshot, the one on the church website, the particular calculated warmth of a man who believes God cares about his jawline.

Elizabeth looks up at me. Her eyes are dark. Focused. Completely fucking present. She holds my gaze as she swipes to answer and brings the phone to her ear.

“Hi, honey.” Her voice is warm. Pleasant. The particular measured brightness of the pastor’s wife. Nothing in it suggests that her lips are swollen, that spit is drying on her chin, that my cock is three inches from her face, hard and leaking and demanding attention.

I can hear his voice through the speaker. Muffled. The particular resonant baritone he uses when he’s not performing, when it’s just his wife on the line. Something about the afternoon schedule. Something about a donor.

“I’m in the east wing restroom.” Elizabeth’s hand finds my cock. Wraps around it. Strokes once, from base to tip, her thumb brushing over the head where I’m wet from her mouth, and the contact is so intense I have to bite my lip to keep from groaning. “Just freshening up. The Clayton session ran long.”

Richard says something else. Elizabeth nods, like he can see her. Her hand keeps moving on my cock—slow, deliberate strokes that have no business happening during a phone call with her husband, and the cognitive dissonance is so thick I could choke on it.

“Mmhmm.” Her lips find the head of my cock. A kiss. Soft. Reverent. Her tongue flicks out, licking a stripe from base to tip, and my thighs tense, my hand gripping the edge of the sink hard enough to crack the porcelain. “Yes, I’ll be there. Ten minutes.”

Another kiss. Deeper this time. Her lips wrap around the head, sucking gently, and I can hear the wet sound through the phone—faint, but there, and Richard keeps talking, completely unaware that his wife’s mouth is on another man’s cock while he discusses donor relations.

“Love you too.” She says it into my cock. Literally into it—her lips pressed against the head, the words vibrating through the sensitive skin, and something dark and possessive uncurls in my chest, hot and hungry and completely fucking deranged. “Bye, honey.”

She hangs up. Sets the phone on the sink. Looks up at me with spit on her chin and my cock against her lips and a smile that contains multitudes.

“Your husband,” I say. My voice is wrecked. Shaking. “Has impeccable timing.”

“He always calls when I’m busy.” Her hand wraps around my shaft. Strokes once, firm grip, and the sensation after the phone call, after the performance, is so intense I see stars. “Now where were we?”

I don’t give her time to answer. My hands find her hair—both of them, gripping at the roots—and I pull her forward onto my cock with enough force to drive the head straight into her throat. She gags. Violently. A wet, choked sound that echoes off the tiles, and I hold her there, my cock buried deep, feeling her throat constrict around me in rhythmic, desperate swallows.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is mangled. My hips snap forward, driving deeper, and Elizabeth takes it—her nails digging into my thighs, her throat working around the intrusion, tears forming at the corners of her eyes. Spit runs down her chin in thick, obscene ropes, soaking the front of her dress completely, and the sight of her—Elizabeth Blackwood, the pastor’s wife, on her knees with my cock down her throat and tears on her cheeks—is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

I facefuck her properly. Both hands controlling her head, driving my cock into her mouth with strokes that are relentless, punishing, each thrust pushing deep into her throat and holding there while she gags and struggles and takes it because she wants it, because beneath the pearl earrings and the navy dress is a woman who gets off on being used in church bathrooms.

“Your throat,” I growl. My voice is rough. Low. Nothing like the voice I use in polite company. “So fucking tight. Taking every inch. That’s it.”

She moans around me. The vibration travels up my shaft and I groan, my hips driving forward again, deeper, the head hitting the back of her throat with enough force to make her whole body jerk. Her hands find my thighs, gripping hard, her nails digging into denim, and I can feel her getting wet—the particular telltale shift in her breathing, the way her pussy clenches when she’s turned on, even through the dress I can sense it.

The pressure builds. That familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine, coiling tighter with each thrust, and I’m so close, so fucking close, and Elizabeth feels it. I know she feels it because her throat clenches around me in answer, a reflexive squeeze that makes my vision blur.

“I’m gonna cum,” I groan. The words are strangled. Raw. My thighs are trembling, my grip on her hair tightening reflexively. “Fuck, Elizabeth—I’m gonna cum down your throat—”

She doesn’t pull back. Doesn’t even try. Her eyes lock on mine, dark and focused behind the tears, and she takes me deeper, her throat opening, and the pressure breaks.

The first pulse hits the back of her throat—thick, hot, driving deep—and Elizabeth moans around me, the vibration traveling up my shaft as I cum, hard, the first jet flooding her mouth and throat. I keep thrusting, riding the wave, each pulse driving another rope of cum deep into her, and she swallows—rhythmic, deliberate, her throat working around my cock, taking every drop.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is mangled. My hips keep moving, shallow now, fucking my cum deeper into her throat, and I can feel it—every pulse, every rope, the specific sensation of emptying myself into Elizabeth Blackwood’s mouth while her husband’s voice is still warm in her ear.

The fourth pulse is weaker. A shuddering aftershock that leaves me shaking. My hips slow. Stop. My cock is still buried in her mouth, still pulsing weakly, and she holds it there, her lips sealed around me, not letting a drop escape, and for a long moment we stay like that—connected, cum between us, the smell of sex and soap thick in the fluorescent air.

She pulls off slowly. My cock slides free with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the sudden quiet, and she opens her mouth—slow, deliberate—and shows me her tongue. Clean. Empty. Every drop swallowed.

“Good boy,” she whispers. Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Husky from the throat fucking I just gave her. She stands on shaky legs, adjusts her dress, runs a hand through her tangled hair, and the performance reassembles itself around the edges of the woman who just swallowed my load in a church bathroom. Pearl earrings. Gold cross. Navy dress with a spit stain on the front that she’ll blame on a spilled water bottle.

She picks up her phone. Checks her reflection in the mirror. Fixes her lipstick with a casual efficiency that tells me she’s done this before—many times, in many bathrooms, with many men—and the knowledge sits in my chest like something warm and dark.

“Tomorrow.” She turns to me. Her smile is wicked. Satisfied. The particular curl of a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing. “Gym. Six AM. Before anyone’s awake.” Her hand finds my cock, still wet, still sensitive, and she strokes it once, from base to tip, and my vision blurs. “Wear something you can move in. I want you to fuck me on camera until I can’t walk.”

She turns. Walks to the door. Unlocks it with a click that seems obscenely loud in the tiled room, and then she’s gone—blonde ponytail swinging, navy dress smoothed, the perfect pastor’s wife disappearing down a hallway where a purity panel is still happening, and I stand there with cum drying on my cock and the certain knowledge that whatever this is, it’s accelerating.

And I’m accelerating with it.


Chapter 13

The Blackwood estate gym at 5:45 AM is a cathedral of quiet money. Pre-dawn light filters through floor-to-ceiling windows, painting the equipment in shades of gray and gold—treadmills with screens the size of small TVs, weight racks that cost more than my car, yoga mats thick enough to sleep on. I lock the door behind me. The click echoes.

The mansion is asleep. Somewhere upstairs, Richard is probably dreaming of donation figures. Chris is in his room, melatonin in his system, completely unaware that his mother is about to get fucked on camera fifteen yards from where he sleeps. The particular hush of a house before dawn sits in the air like something physical—heavy, expectant, charged with the weight of what’s about to happen.

Elizabeth is already here.

She stands by the weight rack in sportswear that has no business being worn in a gym. A black sports bra that does nothing but highlight what it’s failing to cover—her tits pushed up and together, the deep valley between them visible above the thin fabric. Matching leggings that ride low on her hips, cut high on the thighs, the particular strategic revealing of a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing. Her blonde hair is pulled back in a high ponytail, tight, severe, and the mask is already on—black fabric across her eyes, glitter catching the pre-dawn light.

MystiqueM. Live at six.

“Right on time.” Her voice is low. Husky. The MystiqueM voice. She reaches into a gym bag at her feet and pulls out another mask—black, simple, the same one from the office, from the prayer garden, from every time we’ve done this. Holds it out to me. “Put it on.”

I take it. The fabric is light against my skin as I lift it to my face and settle it across my eyes. The world narrows. The edges press tight against my temples, and suddenly I’m anonymous again. A body. A cock. A pair of hands on Elizabeth Blackwood’s skin. No name. No face. Just the mask and the pre-dawn light and the woman in black sportswear who’s already reaching for her phone.

The setup is minimal. Phone on a small tripod, angled to catch the largest cushioned mat in the center of the room—the kind used for yoga, for stretching, for the particular expensive recreation of people who have personal trainers. She taps the screen. The red light comes on.

The livestream is live.

Comments start immediately. A white waterfall scrolling on the screen, moving too fast to read, and Elizabeth sets the phone down and turns to me.

“No warmup.” Her hands find my shirt. Pull it over my head in one smooth motion, and then she’s on me—mouth against mine, hungry, desperate, all tongue and teeth and raw, unfiltered want. Her hands find my belt, yank it open, my zipper dragging down, and my cock springs free—thick, hard, already leaking—and she wraps her hand around me and strokes once, from base to tip, and the contact after twelve hours of anticipation is so intense I groan.

“Fuck me,” she whispers against my lips. Her voice is wrecked. Raw. “Right here. Right now. Missionary. I want to look at you while you take me.”

I spin her. One hand on her waist, the other finding the back of her neck, and I push her down onto the cushioned mat. She goes willingly, her back hitting the soft surface, her legs spreading, and I’m between them in one motion—kneeling on the mat, my cock pressing against her through the thin fabric of her leggings, and I can feel how wet she is—soaking, dripping, the heat of her pussy meeting me through the material.

I pull her leggings down. Not off—just enough, yanking them to her thighs, and her pussy is bare—completely bare, waxed smooth, glistening, swollen, and the sight of her—Elizabeth Blackwood, the pastor’s wife, spread open on a yoga mat with her mask across her eyes and her pussy wet and ready—is enough to make my vision blur.

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

One thrust. Deep. To the hilt. My cock drives into her to the base and holds there, grinding, and Elizabeth cries out—a broken, desperate sound that the cushioned mat absorbs but the microphone picks up, broadcasting to whoever’s watching. Her legs come up, wrapping around my waist, locking me in place against her, and her pussy grips me like a fist—tight, wet, perfect, clenching around my cock in rhythmic pulses that feel like she’s trying to pull me deeper.

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

I thrust. Hard. Deep. My cock drives into her pussy with enough force to push her against the mat, and the wet sounds of our bodies fill the gym—obscene, rhythmic, the slap of skin on skin and the squelch of my cock driving into her soaked pussy over and over. Elizabeth’s moans come in time with each impact. Low. Broken. Completely unrestrained. Her tits bounce above the sports bra, nipples hard against the thin fabric, and I grab one and squeeze and she cries out, her back arching, her pussy clenching around me in a pulse that makes my vision blur.

“Your pussy,” I growl against her neck. My voice is rough. Low. Nothing like the voice I use in polite company. “So fucking tight. Taking every inch. That’s it.”

She moans. A long, broken sound that turns into words. “Harder. Please, Mark—harder—”

I give her harder. My hips snap forward with enough force to shake the mat, each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy, and Elizabeth takes it—her nails digging into my shoulders, her legs tightening around my waist, her hips rolling to meet each stroke. Sweat builds between us. Skin on skin, hot and slick, the particular musk of sex mixing with the coconut scent of her shampoo, and the combination is dizzying.

“I’m close,” she gasps. Her voice is shaking. Between thrusts. Her pussy is clenching around me in pre-orgasmic pulses, getting tighter, wetter, and I can feel it—the specific telltale rhythm of a woman building toward something massive. “Fuck—Mark—I’m so close—”

“Then come.” The word is a command. Rough. Certain. My hand finds her throat. Not gentle. Fingers pressing into the soft tissue, cutting off blood just enough to narrow her world to nothing but the cock inside her, and she gasps—a wet, broken sound—her pussy clenching around me in a violent pulse. “Come on my cock, Elizabeth. Let me feel it.”

She comes hard.

Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches off the mat so hard her tits point at the ceiling, her legs locking around my waist, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, rhythmic pulses—strong, relentless, milking me so hard I groan. The sound she makes is primal. Raw. A long, broken wail that echoes off the gym mirrors and carries through the livestream and probably through the door if anyone’s walking past.

“Fuck!” Her voice tears out of her, unrestrained, and she collapses back onto the mat, her chest heaving, her body shaking with aftershocks. “Oh God—oh fuck—”

I don’t stop.

My hips keep moving. Deep, relentless strokes that drive my cock into her oversensitive, clenching pussy, and Elizabeth whimpers—high, desperate sounds that vibrate through both of us—her nails digging into my shoulders.

“Too much—” she gasps. “Mark—please—it’s too much—”

“Too bad.” I grab her hips. Pull her onto my cock with each thrust, and the angle changes—deeper, hitting spots that make her thighs tremble. “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 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 comments are feeding us. White text scrolling past—make her cum again, dont stop, she’s taking it so good—each one gasoline on a fire that’s already burning out of control.

I don’t stop.

Couldn’t 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.

Her pussy is still clenching. Aftershocks rolling through her in rhythmic pulses that grip my cock with each thrust, and Elizabeth writhes beneath me—oversensitive, overwhelmed, her moans turning into whimpers that are half pleasure, half pain. Sweat drips from my chest onto hers. Our skin slides together, hot and slick, and the particular musk of sex fills the gym—thick, primal, broadcast to whoever’s watching through a phone on a tripod six feet away.

“Keep going,” she gasps. Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Between thrusts. Her hands find my face, pulling me into a kiss that’s all tongue and desperate hunger, and I kiss her back, hard, my hips never slowing, driving my cock into her oversensitive pussy with strokes that are relentless, punishing.

Her legs are shaking. Actually shaking, muscles trembling with the effort of holding onto me, and I grab her thighs—both hands, fingers digging into soft flesh—and push them wider. The angle changes. Deeper. My cock drives up into that spot that made her scream against the stone wall, and she gasps against my mouth, her whole body tensing.

“There,” she moans. “Fuck—right there—”

I hit it again. And again. Each thrust driving my cock into that spot with enough force to push her against the mat, and Elizabeth’s breathing changes—shorter, faster, the particular hitch of a woman building toward something massive.

“I’m coming again,” she gasps. Her voice is shaking. Breaking. “Mark—fuck—I’m coming—”

The second orgasm hits her like a freight train. Harder than the first. Her entire body convulses. Her back arches off the mat so violently I think she might break, her tits pressing flat against my chest, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves that are so strong I can feel each one travel up my shaft. She screams. Actually screams—a long, broken wail that echoes off every mirror in the gym and carries through the livestream and probably through the door if anyone’s awake in this wing of the mansion.

“Fuck!” The word tears out of her, raw, unrestrained, and she collapses back onto the mat, her chest heaving, tears streaming from behind the mask, her body shaking with the force of it. “Oh God—oh fuck—”

The comments flood. White text scrolling past so fast it blurs—holy shit she came again, look at her face, make her cum again—and Elizabeth’s hand finds the phone, adjusts the angle, points it downward between our bodies where my cock is still buried deep in her pussy, still fucking her through the aftershocks.

“Don’t stop.” Her voice is a thread. Barely audible. Between ragged gasps. “Please—Mark—don’t stop—”

I don’t stop.

Couldn’t 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 coiling tighter with each stroke. I’m getting close. Really close. But Elizabeth isn’t done. I can feel it in the way her thighs tense, in the hitch of her breathing, in the particular desperate rhythm of a woman who’s building toward a third peak.

I change the angle. Grab her hips and lift, pulling her ass off the mat, and the new position drives my cock even deeper—the head hitting her cervix with each thrust, and Elizabeth gasps, her nails digging into my forearms hard enough to leave marks.

“Right there,” she moans. Her voice is wrecked beyond recognition. Raw from screaming. “Fuck—right there—I’m coming—I’m coming again—”

The third orgasm breaks her completely.

Her entire body goes rigid, then limp, every muscle giving out at once, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves that are so strong they border on painful. She sobs—actual sobs, raw and broken—her face pressed against my chest, her body shaking with the force of what’s happening to her, and I hold her through it—my arms around her, my cock buried deep, my hips driving into her with strokes that are getting erratic, desperate, the pressure building to breaking point.

“Too much—” she sobs into my chest. “Please—Mark—I can’t—”

“You can.” My voice is rough. Low. Against her ear. “You’re taking it so good, Elizabeth. So fucking good for me.”

She collapses against the mat. Completely spent. Her chest heaves. Tears streak from behind the mask, mixing with sweat on her flushed cheeks, and her pussy is still clenching around my cock in aftershocks that make my vision blur. I’m right there. On the edge. That electric coil at the base of my spine tightened to breaking, and one more thrust would do it, one more deep stroke into her oversensitive, milking pussy would push me over.

Elizabeth’s hand finds my face. Pulls me down to her ear. Her voice is wrecked. Barely a whisper.

“Not inside.” The words are raw. Honest. “On my face. I want it on my face. Where everyone can see.”

The request lands between us. Heavy. Electric. The particular transgressive thrill of a woman who wants to be marked, who wants the evidence visible, who wants the anonymous eyes on the livestream to see exactly what happens to the pastor’s wife when she gets fucked at six in the morning.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is strangled. My cock pulses inside her, throbbing, demanding release, and I pull out—fast, desperate—my cock sliding free of her pussy with a wet, obscene sound that the microphone picks up perfectly.

Elizabeth is already moving. She pushes herself up on shaky arms, turns toward the camera, and drops to her knees on the mat. Her mask is crooked. Her ponytail is coming undone. Sweat and tears streak her flushed face, and she looks up at me with eyes that are dark and hungry behind the fabric, her mouth open, waiting.

“Give it to me,” she whispers. Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Directed at me, at the camera, at the anonymous eyes. “On my face. All of it.”

I step forward. My cock is thick, hard, throbbing, pre-cum leaking from the head in steady drops, and I wrap my hand around it and stroke—once, twice, rough, desperate—and the pressure breaks.

The first rope hits her cheek—thick, hot, a white streak that lands on her skin and slides toward her jaw. The second hits her lips, her chin, and Elizabeth opens her mouth and the third pulse lands on her tongue, white and thick, and she moans around it, the sound vibrating through the gym.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is mangled. My hand keeps moving, rough strokes that milk every drop, and the fourth pulse hits her forehead, a thick rope that drips down between her eyes, across the bridge of her nose, and the fifth is weaker, a shuddering aftershock that lands on her neck, her collarbone, and I keep stroking, riding it out, until I’m empty and shaking and Elizabeth is kneeling on the mat with my cum all over her face—white streaks on her cheeks, on her lips, in her hair, dripping down her neck onto the black sports bra.

She doesn’t wipe it off. Doesn’t even try. She turns to the camera. Adjusts the angle. Points it at her face—the cum-streaked, tear-streaked, sweat-streaked mess of it—and the comments explode. White text flooding the screen so fast it’s just a blur of capital letters and exclamation points.

HOLY FUCK

LOOK AT THAT LOAD

ON HER FACE

SHE TOOK IT ALL

Elizabeth smiles. Behind the mask, behind the cum, her eyes are bright, satisfied, the particular glow of a woman who’s just been used exactly the way she wanted to be used. She runs her tongue across her upper lip, catching a stray drop, and the gesture is so fucking erotic I feel my cock stir again despite the emptiness, the sensitivity, the aftershocks still rolling through my thighs.

Footsteps in the hallway.

The sound cuts through the wet, obscene aftermath like a knife. Heavy. Measured. The particular confident stride of a man who owns the ground he walks on, and my blood goes cold. Actually cold—a flash of ice through my veins that has nothing to do with the pre-dawn air and everything to do with the certain knowledge that those footsteps belong to Richard Blackwood, and he is twenty feet from a door behind which his wife is kneeling with my cum on her face.

“Fuck,” I hiss. The word is barely audible. Elizabeth’s eyes widen behind the mask. Behind the cum. She reaches for the phone, taps the screen, and the red light dies—the livestream ends—and then we’re moving.

Fast. Desperate. I yank my gym shorts up, my cock still wet, still sensitive, the fabric rough against it, and Elizabeth is on her feet, grabbing her water bottle from the rack, dumping it—actually dumping it—onto the mat, onto her face, onto her chest, water mixing with cum, creating a milky, opaque mess that runs down her skin in rivulets.

The door handle turns.

Richard walks in.

He’s in a robe. Silk. Dark blue. His hair is mussed from sleep, his face soft in the way of men who haven’t yet put on their public mask, and he stops three steps into the gym and takes in the scene with the particular measured confusion of someone trying to make sense of something that makes no sense.

Elizabeth is on her knees on a wet mat. Water and something white—thick, opaque, definitely not just water—streaks her face, her neck, her sports bra. Her ponytail is coming undone. Her mask is still on, crooked, glitter catching the pre-dawn light. I’m standing six feet away, gym shorts on, chest bare, sweat drying on my skin, trying to look like a man who has been working out and not a man who just came on his pastor’s wife’s face.

“What,” Richard says. The word is flat. Not a question. A statement of incomprehension.

Elizabeth stands. Water drips from her chin. The white streaks are still visible—thinner now, diluted, but there, undeniable—and she smooths her sports bra with a gesture that’s so deliberately casual it’s almost performance art.

“Milk.” Her voice is warm. Pleasant. The particular measured brightness of the pastor’s wife. “I spilled my protein shake. All over myself. All over the mat. It’s a mess.”

Richard looks at the mat. At the milky puddle. At the white streaks on Elizabeth’s face that do, admittedly, look something like diluted protein shake if you squint and have never seen cum before.

“At six in the morning?” His eyebrow arches. The particular skeptical lift of a man who is not quite convinced.

“I couldn’t sleep.” Elizabeth reaches for a towel from the rack, wipes her face—casual, like she’s brushing away sweat, not cum—and the gesture is so flawless, so rehearsed, that something in my chest twists. “Thought I’d get an early workout in. Mark was already here. We ran into each other.”

Richard looks at me. His eyes are pale blue. Cold. The particular assessing gaze of a man who is deciding whether to believe what he’s being told, and for one suspended second I think he knows. I think he sees through it—through the water, through the diluted cum, through the performance that is so perfect it circles back around to suspicious.

Then he shrugs. The particular easy dismissal of a man who has better things to worry about than his wife’s morning protein habits.

“Clean it up before the staff arrives.” He turns. Walks to the door. Pauses. “And Elizabeth? Maybe use a cup next time.”

The door closes behind him. The click echoes in the sudden quiet, and neither of us moves for three full seconds. Then Elizabeth collapses onto the mat—the dry part, not the cum puddle—and laughs. Actually laughs—a low, warm sound that starts in her chest and builds until she’s shaking with it, tears forming at the corners of her eyes behind the mask.

“Protein shake,” she gasps between laughs. “Holy shit. Protein shake.”

I sink down beside her. My legs are shaking. Adrenaline crashing, aftershocks rolling through my nervous system, and the absurdity of it—Richard Blackwood standing three feet from his wife’s cum-streaked face and walking away because she said the word “milk”—hits me like a wave, and I’m laughing too, helpless, raw, the particular cathartic release of a man who just narrowly avoided catastrophic exposure.

Elizabeth reaches for the phone. Ends the livestream properly—a tap, a swipe, the particular careful shutdown of someone who knows the rules of this game—and then she pulls off her mask. Her face is flushed. Cum streaks still visible despite the water, despite the towel, thin white lines drying on her golden skin, and she looks at me with eyes that are bright and focused and completely fucking alive.

“We need to clean up.” Her voice is warm. Casual. The voice she uses when the performance is reassembling. She stands, adjusts her sports bra, runs a hand through her tangled hair, and the transformation is seamless—Elizabeth Blackwood, pastor’s wife, emerging from the wreckage of MystiqueM like a phoenix from protein shake.

I stand. My cock is soft now, sensitive, the fabric of my gym shorts rough against it, and I watch her move through the gym—grabbing towels, wiping the mat, the particular domestic efficiency of a woman who has done this before, many times, in many rooms, with many men.

She turns to me. Her smile is wicked. Satisfied. The particular curl of a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing and has no intention of stopping.

“Next time,” she says. Her voice drops. Low. A whisper that carries just far enough to reach my ears and no further. “I want you to fuck my ass. On camera. During a livestream.” Her hand finds my chest. Flat palm against my sternum, feeling my heartbeat. “Think you can handle that, Mark?”

My cock twitches. Actually twitches, pressing against my shorts with an urgency that overrides the adrenaline crash, the near-miss, the certain knowledge that what we’re doing is accelerating toward something with no return path.

“Fuck yes,” I say.
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The hotel bed is soft. Too soft. Our bodies sink into it, leaving depressions in the memory foam, and Elizabeth’s skin is slick against mine, hot, her legs locked around my waist, her pussy gripping my cock with every thrust like it’s trying to hold on.

I’m twenty-one. She’s forty-two. Her son is my best friend. Her husband is a millionaire pastor who preaches fidelity while I fuck his wife on camera for strangers who pay to watch.

Three weeks ago I discovered that Elizabeth — my MILF fantasy since my teenage years — MystiqueM, the OnlyFans model I’ve been jerking off to for months. Since then we’ve been fucking like rabbits, and her husband is still none the wiser.

Her mask is black. Glitter catching the warm light of the bedside lamp, throwing tiny shards of silver across her cheekbones, across the bridge of her nose. MystiqueM. Thirty thousand followers. Each one watching right now as my cock disappears inside her, as her tits bounce above the sports bra she’s not wearing because she’s wearing nothing, just the mask and sweat and the particular flushed pink of a woman being fucked by someone half her age.

The phone sits on the nightstand. Tripod. Camera angled to catch everything—her face, her tits, the junction of our bodies where my cock drives into her over and over, wet and obscene. Comments scroll. White text. Fast. Too fast to read most of it, but I catch fragments:

—FUCK look at that cock

—Mystique’s taking it so good

—who is this guy??

—she’s such a sexy MILF bitch

“Tell them how it feels,” I growl against her neck. My lips find the soft skin below her ear, teeth grazing, and she gasps, her hips bucking up to meet my thrust. Her pussy clenches around me, tight, hot, so fucking wet I can feel it dripping down my balls with each impact.

“Good,” she moans. Her voice carries to the mic, to the livestream, to the anonymous eyes watching. “So fucking good. His cock—fuck—his cock is so deep—”

I thrust harder. Deeper. My hands find her tits—full, heavy, nipples hard against my palms—and I squeeze, pinching, and she cries out, her back arching off the bed, and the sound fills the hotel room, probably carries through the thin walls, and I don’t give a fuck.

“Tell them who you are.” My voice is rough. Low. Against her ear, against the mic. “Tell them what you do when the cameras are off.”

Elizabeth’s eyes find the camera behind the mask. Dark. Focused. Completely fucking present. Her tongue flicks out, wetting her lower lip, and the gesture is obscene, deliberate, calculated for the livestream.

“I’m a pastor’s wife.” The words come out steady. Warm. The voice she uses in church, in front of donors, in the particular performative theater of faith. And then it cracks—her composure, her performance—and what comes out next is raw, wrecked, the real Elizabeth bleeding through. “And I suck cock in prayer gardens. I get fucked in church bathrooms. I take loads on my face at six in the morning while my husband thinks it’s protein shake.”

The comments explode. White text flooding so fast it blurs—HOLY FUCK, SHE SAID IT, THIS IS REAL—and something dark and possessive uncurls in my chest, hot and hungry, and I thrust harder, driving my cock into her with enough force to push the headboard against the wall.

“Whose cock?” I demand. My hand finds her throat. Not gentle. Fingers pressing into the soft tissue, cutting off blood just enough to narrow her world. “Whose cock is inside you right now, Elizabeth?”

“Yours.” The word tears out of her, desperate, honest. Her pussy clenches around me in a violent pulse. “Mark—fuck—Mark’s cock—only yours—”

I kiss her. Hard. All tongue and teeth and raw hunger, and she kisses back, her hands gripping my shoulders, nails digging into muscle, and our bodies move together, skin sliding against skin, sweat building between us, and the hotel room smells like sex and perfume and the particular charged musk of a woman coming undone.

Her pussy is perfect. Tight. Gripping my cock with each thrust like a fist, wet and hot and hungry, and I can feel her building—the telltale tension in her thighs, the hitch in her breathing, the way her walls grip me tighter, rhythmically, pre-orgasmic pulses that are getting stronger with each stroke.

“I’m close,” she gasps against my mouth. Her voice is shaking. Breaking. “Mark—fuck—I’m so close—”

“Then come.” The word is a command. Rough. Certain. My hand tightens on her throat. My hips snap forward, driving my cock into that spot that makes her see stars, and Elizabeth comes apart.

Violently. Completely. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches off the bed so hard her tits point at the ceiling, her legs locking around my waist, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, rhythmic pulses—strong, relentless, milking me so hard I groan. The sound she makes is primal. Raw. A long, broken wail that echoes off the hotel walls and carries through the livestream and probably through the thin door to the hallway if anyone’s listening.

“FUCK!” Her voice tears out of her, unrestrained, and she collapses back onto the bed, her chest heaving, tears streaking from behind the mask, her body shaking with aftershocks.

The comments flood. White text scrolling past so fast it’s just a blur of capital letters and exclamation points—SHE CAME, HOLY SHIT SHE CAME, LOOK AT HER FACE—and Elizabeth reaches for the phone, adjusts the angle, points it at her face—tear-streaked, flushed, cum not there yet but the expression is the same, the particular shattered ecstasy of a woman who’s just been fucked past coherence.

I don’t stop.

My hips keep moving. Deep, relentless strokes that drive my cock into her oversensitive, clenching pussy, and Elizabeth whimpers—high, desperate sounds that are half pleasure, half pain—her nails digging into my forearms.

“Too much—” she gasps. Her voice is wrecked beyond recognition. Raw from screaming. “Mark—please—it’s too much—”

“Too bad.” I thrust harder. Deeper. Each stroke drives my cock into her pussy with enough force to shake the bed, and she sobs, her body trembling beneath me, oversensitive and overwhelmed and getting wetter with each thrust. “You’re taking it so good, Elizabeth. So fucking good for me.”

Her pussy is still clenching. Aftershocks rolling through her in rhythmic pulses that grip my cock with each thrust, and I can feel the pressure building at the base of my spine—that familiar, electric tightening that means I’m getting close. Really close.

But I’m not done with her. Not even close.

I grab her hips. Pull her up, flip her over in one smooth motion that makes the bed creak, and suddenly Elizabeth is on her hands and knees, her ass in the air, her pussy glistening and swollen and completely bare, and the camera catches everything—the curve of her spine, the roundness of her ass, the wet, obscene evidence of what I’ve been doing to her for the last twenty minutes.

The livestream audience loses its collective mind. White text floods. All caps. Exclamation points. The particular digital frenzy of anonymous eyes watching a pastor’s wife get fucked doggystyle in a hotel room by a twenty-one-year-old.

I position myself behind her. My cock finds her entrance, wet and hot, and I push in—one smooth thrust that drives me deep, to the hilt, and Elizabeth cries out, her back arching, her ass pushing back against me, taking every inch.

“Fuck,” she gasps. Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Between thrusts. “You’re so deep—God—you’re so deep—”

I grab her hair. Both hands, gripping at the roots, and I pull—hard—yanking her head back, arching her spine, and Elizabeth moans, loud, the sound tearing out of her throat and carrying through the livestream, through the hotel room, through the thin walls to whoever might be listening.

“Tell them how it feels.” My voice is rough. Commanding. Nothing like the voice I use in polite company. “Tell them how it feels to get fucked doggystyle in a hotel room while strangers watch.”

“Good—” Her voice breaks. I thrust harder, deeper, each stroke driving my cock into her pussy with enough force to push her forward on the bed, and her arms shake, struggling to hold herself up. “So fucking good—Mark—please—”

The view from behind is devastating. Her ass round and firm, her pussy gripping my cock with each thrust, wet, swollen, the particular obscene evidence of what I’ve been doing to her. The camera catches everything—the curve of her spine, the arch of her back, my hands gripping her hips, my cock disappearing inside her over and over.

Comments scroll. White text. Fast. Fucking her harder, pull her hair, spank that ass—each one gasoline on a fire that’s already burning out of control.

I release her hair. My hand comes down on her ass—hard—a sharp crack that echoes off the hotel walls and makes her whole body jerk.

“Fuck!” she cries out. Loud. Unrestrained. The sound carries, and the risk of it—someone hearing, someone walking past the door—feeds something in both of us that makes her pussy clench tighter around my cock.

I spank her again. Harder. My palm leaves a red handprint on the pale flesh of her ass, the mark blooming against her skin like something alive, and she moans—long, broken, the sound vibrating through both of us—and her pussy grips me so tight I groan.

“Again,” she gasps. Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Between thrusts. “Please, Mark—harder—”

I give her harder. My hand comes down three times in rapid succession—crack, crack, crack—each impact leaving a darker red mark on her ass, and Elizabeth sobs—actual sobs, tears streaming from behind the mask, her body shaking with each spank—and her pussy is clenching around me in rhythmic, pulsing waves that feel like she’s trying to pull me deeper.

“You like that?” My voice is shaking. My thighs are burning. Each thrust drives my cock deep into her pussy, my balls slapping against her clit with each impact, and the sensation is so intense I’m seeing stars. “You like getting your ass spanked in a hotel room while strangers watch?”

“Yes—” The word tears out of her, raw, honest, completely fucking wrecked. “Fuck—yes—Mark—I’m coming again—”

The second orgasm hits her even harder than the first. Her entire body goes rigid. Her back arches. Her ass pushes back against me, taking my cock deeper, and her pussy clenches around me in violent, rhythmic pulses—stronger than before, relentless, milking me so hard I groan—and the sound she makes is half scream, half sob. Raw. Desperate. The sound of a woman coming completely undone on her hands and knees with a stranger’s handprint on her ass and thirty thousand anonymous eyes watching.

I don’t stop.

My hips keep moving. Deep, relentless strokes that drive my cock into her oversensitive, clenching pussy, and Elizabeth writhes beneath me—oversensitive, overwhelmed, her moans turning into whimpers that are half pleasure, half pain.

“Too much—” she gasps. Her arms give out. She collapses onto her elbows, face pressed into the duvet, ass still in the air, taking my cock, and the position is so fucking vulnerable, so obscene, that the pressure at the base of my spine tightens another turn.

My hand finds her throat.

Not gentle. Not careful. My fingers find the sides of her neck, pressing into the soft tissue, not cutting off air—cutting off blood, the particular careful pressure that makes the world narrow and the pleasure intensify—and Elizabeth gasps, her pussy clenching around me in a violent pulse that makes my vision blur.

“Breathe,” I say against her ear. My voice is low. Rough. My hips don’t stop. Each thrust drives my cock deep into her pussy, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room, and my hand tightens on her throat and she whimpers—a high, desperate sound that turns into a moan as my cock hits that spot.

Her pussy clenches around me in pre-orgasmic pulses again. Building. Stronger than before. The choke is doing it—narrowing her world to nothing but the cock inside her and the hand around her neck, and I can feel the tension in her thighs, the hitch in her breathing, the way her walls grip me tighter with each thrust.

“I’m coming,” she gasps. The words are barely audible, choked around my fingers. “Mark—fuck—I’m coming—”

She comes for the third time. Hard. Violent. Her entire body convulses. Her back arches so hard her tits press into the mattress, her ass pushing back against me, and her pussy clenches around my cock in rhythmic, pulsing waves that are so strong I can feel each one travel up my shaft. She screams into the duvet—muffled, raw, completely fucking wrecked—and her body shakes with the force of it, oversensitive and overwhelmed and still taking every inch.

I release her throat. Her gasp is ragged, wet, and she collapses onto the bed, her chest heaving, tears streaming from behind the mask, cum not there yet but the expression is the same—shattered, used, completely fucking destroyed.

The comments are a blur. All caps. Exclamation points. The particular digital frenzy of anonymous eyes watching a woman get ruined.

I pull out. Slow. My cock slides free of her pussy with a wet, obscene sound that the microphone picks up perfectly, and Elizabeth gasps—a sharp, broken inhale—and before she can catch her breath I’m pulling her up, turning her, guiding her mouth to my cock.

She takes it. No hesitation. Her lips wrap around the head, then deeper, taking me into her throat in one smooth motion that makes my vision blur. Spit pools. Runs down her chin. Soaks the front of her neck, her collarbones, and the mess of it is obscene—Elizabeth on her knees on the hotel bed, spit shining on her skin, my cock sliding in and out of her mouth with wet, hungry sounds that the livestream picks up in perfect, pornographic clarity.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is strangled. Raw. My hand finds her hair, gripping at the roots, and she moans around me—the vibration travels up my shaft and straight to my balls.

She pulls back. My cock slides free with a wet, obscene sound, a thick string of spit connecting her lips to the head, and she looks up at me with eyes that are dark and hungry behind the mask.

“Cum in my mouth,” she whispers. Her voice is wrecked. Husky from the cock she just had down her throat. “I want to show them.”

The pressure breaks. The first pulse hits the back of her throat—thick, hot—and Elizabeth moans around it, the vibration traveling up my shaft as I cum, hard, the first jet flooding her mouth. I keep thrusting, shallow, riding the wave, each pulse driving another rope of cum deep into her, and she swallows—rhythmic, deliberate, her throat working around my cock.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is mangled. My hips keep moving, fucking my cum deeper into her throat, and I can feel every pulse, every rope, the specific sensation of emptying myself into Elizabeth Blackwood’s mouth while thirty thousand strangers watch.

When I pull back, she opens her mouth. Slow. Deliberate. Turns to the camera. Shows the livestream audience the evidence—white, thick, pooled on her tongue, dripping from the corners of her lips—and the comments explode. All caps. Exclamation points. The particular digital ecstasy of anonymous voyeurism fulfilled.

Elizabeth swallows. One smooth motion, her throat working, and then she smiles—wicked, satisfied, the particular curl of a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing—and reaches for the phone.

The red light dies. The livestream ends. The anonymous eyes vanish, and suddenly it’s just us—Elizabeth on her knees on a hotel bed with cum drying on her chin and a mask across her eyes, and me standing over her with my cock soft and sensitive and the particular hollow ache of something completed.

She pulls off the mask. Her face is flushed. Cum streaks still visible on her chin, in the corners of her mouth, and she wipes it away with the back of her hand—casual, like she’s brushing away sweat—and the gesture is so deliberately normal, so performatively composed, that I can see the pastor’s wife reassembling herself in real time.

“That,” she says, her voice warm, casual, empty, “was worth every penny of the room.”

Ready for the full story?

➡️Read Book 3 Now
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