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Chapter 1

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.”


Chapter 2

A week later, I’m horizontal on my dorm couch, one leg dangling over the armrest, scrolling through my phone with the particular aimless dedication of a man who has fucked two women in the past seven days and is still bored.

Ashley texted this morning. A photo of her tits, no caption, just the image—perky, full, nipples hard against the thin fabric of a tank top. I didn’t respond. Not yet. The game is part of it—the waiting, the particular electric tension of a woman who wants something and knows she’ll get it but doesn’t know when. Elizabeth hasn’t texted. Probably busy being a pastor’s wife. Rehearsing the performance. Washing cum out of her hair in sinks that cost more than my tuition.

The door opens without a knock. Chris — Elizabeth’s son and my best friend. Of course. The only person in my life who still treats boundaries like suggestions.

He looks like shit. Sandy blond hair unwashed, sticking up in places, dark circles under his eyes that his boyish face can’t quite pull off. He’s wearing the same hoodie he wore yesterday, maybe the day before, the particular uniform of a man who has stopped caring what he looks like because the woman who used to care isn’t around to care anymore.

“Dude,” he groans, flopping into the armchair across from me with the particular graceless collapse of defeated youth. “You have to save me.”

I set my phone down. “From what?”

“My dad.” He runs a hand through his hair, making it worse. “He’s dragging me to this stupid ‘Mega-Pastor Summit’ at some fancy resort in the Keys. This weekend. It’s gonna be a weekend of old dudes in polo shirts talking about tax-exempt status and donor cultivation and how to monetize the apocalypse.” He leans forward, elbows on knees, face in hands. “I cannot do it alone, man. I will literally die of boredom.”

I almost laugh. Actually almost. The image of Richard Blackwood—navy suit, red tie, the particular performative gravitas—surrounded by clones of himself discussing how to extract more money from the faithful while his wife gets fucked on camera by a twenty-one-year-old is so perfectly ironic it circles back around to beautiful.

“Since Ashley left,” Chris says, and his voice cracks on her name, actually cracks, and something in my chest twists—not guilt, not exactly, something darker and warmer that I don’t have a clean word for. “I’ve been... I don’t know. Empty. You know?”

I know. I know exactly why Ashley left him. She didn’t leave him—she upgraded. From a boy who talks about purity rings to a man who fucks her in church hot tubs and comes on her face while her boyfriend knocks on the door. She’s still fucking me without Chris knowing. Twice this week. Once in her car, once in my dorm while Chris was at an EMS shift. He has no idea. The particular catastrophic blindness of a man who takes people at face value because he hasn’t learned that faces lie.

“Yeah,” I say. The word comes out steady. Neutral. The voice of a man who is very interested in his best friend’s emotional well-being and not at all responsible for it. “I get it, man. That sucks.”

Chris nods. Vigorously. The particular earnest gratitude of someone who believes he’s being understood. Then his face changes—lightness spreading across it, the particular boyish enthusiasm that makes him look sixteen instead of twenty-one—and he sits up straight.

“Wait.” His eyes lock on mine. Bright. Hopeful. “I have an idea. You should come!”

I blink. “To the... pastor summit?”

“Yes! My dad said I could invite a friend so I don’t ‘wander off.’” He does air quotes, rolling his eyes. “He likes you, thinks you’re a ‘good influence.’” More air quotes. The particular performative cynicism of a man who still lives in his father’s house and drives his father’s car. “If you come, we can at least ditch the seminars and hit the resort bar, check out the girls on spring break, use the private beach. It’ll be our own vacation, just with my dad footing the bill.”

The math lands in my head. Instantly. Clean. Richard. Chris. And Elizabeth. At a resort. For a weekend. Away from the church, away from the mansion, away from the particular surveillance of a building where everyone knows everyone.

Elizabeth will be there.

The realization is physical. A jolt through my nervous system that starts in my chest and travels south, and my cock stirs against my thigh, pressing against denim with an urgency that overrides everything else—Chris’s depression, the friendship, the particular moral calculus that should matter and doesn’t.

This isn’t about Chris wanting a friend. This is about Elizabeth. Three days in a resort. A hotel room. Maybe hers. Maybe mine. The particular catastrophic opportunity of a woman who has already fucked me in every room of her husband’s church now fucking me in a room her husband is paying for.

“Yeah, man,” I say. The words come out casual. Measured. The particular careful neutrality of a man who is agreeing to a bro trip and not a three-day adultery bender. “Sounds good. Anything’s better than sitting at home.”

Chris’s relief is palpable. Actually palpable—his whole body relaxes, shoulders dropping, the particular visible uncoiling of a man who has just been handed a lifeline. He grins. That particular boyish, open grin that has never learned to be cynical.

“You’re the best, man. Seriously.” He claps me on the shoulder. The particular firm, brotherly grip that should feel like comfort and feels like a brand instead. “This is gonna be awesome. I promise. We’ll have fun. Actual fun. For once.”

He stands. Bounces on his toes. The particular restless energy of a man who has just solved a problem and is already moving to the next one. “I’ll text you the details. Flight’s Friday morning. Private jet. Dad’s thing.” He says it like it’s normal. Like everyone’s father has a private jet funded by tax-exempt donations. “Pack light. Swim trunks. Maybe that button-down you wore to dinner that one time. You know, the one where Ashley said you looked—”

He stops. Ashley’s name hangs between us. His face falls. Just a little. Just enough.

“Anyway,” he says. Quieter. “Thanks, man. Really.”

He leaves. The door clicks shut behind him, and I’m alone with my phone and my cock and the certain knowledge that in forty-eight hours I’ll be on a private jet with Richard Blackwood, his son, and the woman I’ve been fucking behind both their backs, heading to a resort where the only thing thicker than the donation envelopes will be the irony.

I pick up my phone. Open my messages. Ashley’s tits stare back at me, perky, full, nipples hard, and I type three letters: friday?

She responds in seconds: can’t wait

I close the app. Open another. Elizabeth’s contact. No recent messages. The last one is from the hotel—a photo of her cum-streaked face, the caption: next time, my ass.

I type: keys this weekend. see you there.

I don’t send it. Not yet. The game is part of it—the waiting, the particular electric tension of a woman who doesn’t know what’s coming. I’ll see her on the jet. I’ll watch her face when she realizes. The particular wicked satisfaction of surprise.

I set the phone down. Lean back on the couch. Close my eyes.

Friday can’t come fast enough.


Chapter 3

The Blackwood private jet is a world of hushed luxury. Gleaming mahogany panels. Plush leather seats wide enough to sleep in. The low, constant hum of engines that sound expensive, like they cost more to maintain than most people make in a year. I step through the door and the air hits me—cool, filtered, scented with something subtle and woody that probably has a French name and a three-figure price tag.

Richard is already seated. Of course he is. Front of the cabin, aisle seat, a leather folio open on his lap, reading glasses perched on his nose. He looks up when I board. Smiles. That particular warm, paternal smile that doesn’t reach his eyes.

“Mark! Welcome aboard.” He stands. Extends a hand. His grip is firm, practiced, the particular confident squeeze of a man who shakes hands for a living. “Glad you could join us. Chris mentioned you needed a break from... what was it? Midterms?”

“Something like that,” I say. The lie comes easy. Smooth. The particular performative ease of a man who has learned from the best—from Elizabeth, from Richard himself, from watching people wear masks so well they forget they’re wearing them.

“Well, you’ve earned it.” He claps my shoulder. The particular proprietary touch of a man who believes he owns the people in his orbit. “God knows young men need outlets. Healthy ones.” He says it like he’s quoting something, like there’s a chapter in a pastoral handbook about the recreational needs of twenty-one-year-olds, and the irony is so thick I could choke on it.

Chris is already in his seat. Window. Head against the glass, eyes half-closed, the particular pre-nap droop of a man who woke up at five for a flight he didn’t want to be on. He raises a hand in greeting. Doesn’t speak. Conserving energy for whatever boredom awaits him in the Keys.

And then there’s Elizabeth.

She’s in the middle row. Aisle seat. Legs crossed, a magazine open on her lap that she isn’t reading. Blonde hair loose around her shoulders, a thin gold chain at her throat catching the cabin light. She looks up when I board. Her eyes find mine. Hold. 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.

“Mark,” she says. Her voice is warm. Pleasant. Empty. The voice she uses at dinner tables. “So glad you could make it.”

I take the seat beside her. Window. The leather is soft against my back, cooler than it should be, and the proximity is immediate—her thigh against mine, separated by denim and the thin fabric of whatever she’s wearing under the blanket already draped across her lap.

The blanket is silk. Cream-colored. Expensive. The kind of thing you find in five-star hotels and private jets funded by tax-exempt donations, and Elizabeth adjusts it casually, pulling it higher, covering both our laps with a gesture so smooth it could be accidental if I didn’t know better.

The plane taxis. Takes off. The particular pressurized climb of luxury aviation, and my ears pop, and Chris is already gone—mouth slightly open, head against the window, dead to the world before we’ve reached cruising altitude. Melatonin, probably. Or the particular genetic ability to fall asleep anywhere that he inherited from neither of his parents.

Richard is up front. His back to us. Phone to his ear, voice low but audible, the particular resonant baritone he uses when he’s not performing for a congregation—sharper, harder, all business.

“—the quarterly projections need to reflect the new donor tier. Yes, the platinum circle. They’re giving six figures, Elaine. Six. They want their names on something. A wing. A prayer garden. I don’t care, just find something with our name on it that isn’t the bathroom—”

His voice drones. Constant. The background noise of a man monetizing faith at thirty thousand feet, and beneath the silk blanket, Elizabeth’s hand finds my thigh.

Not tentative. Firm. Deliberate. Fingers tracing the muscle, moving higher, and my cock twitches—actually twitches, pressing against my zipper with an urgency that overrides the cabin pressure, the engine hum, the certain knowledge that Richard Blackwood is six feet away with his back turned.

Her thumb brushes the crease where my thigh meets my hip, and my cock jumps. Hard. Fully hard, pressing against denim, and Elizabeth’s fingers find the outline—tracing it through the fabric, feeling the thickness, the length, and her smile doesn’t change. Doesn’t flicker. She’s looking straight ahead, at the back of Richard’s head, at the graying hair and the expensive suit, and her hand is on my cock and her expression is the particular serene composure of a woman reading a magazine on a private jet.

The blanket hides everything. Silk, cream-colored, draped across both our laps like something innocent, and beneath it Elizabeth’s hand works my zipper—slow, deliberate, the soft metallic drag muffled by the engine hum—and then my cock is free, thick, hard, already leaking, and her hand wraps around it.

Warm. Soft. Her fingers struggle to close around my thickness—small hand, delicate, the particular feminine contrast that makes my vision blur—and she strokes. Once. From base to tip, her thumb brushing over the head where I’m wet, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning.

Richard is still talking. “—the tax exemption status is non-negotiable. If the IRS wants to audit a house of worship, they can try, but they won’t like what they find—”

Elizabeth’s hand moves. Slow. Deliberate. Up and down, firm grip, her thumb circling the head on each upstroke, and the sensation is so intense I see stars. The plane rocks gently—turbulence, minor, the particular rhythmic sway of altitude—and her hand moves with it, masked by the movement, and no one looking would see anything but a woman with a blanket on her lap and a serene expression.

No one but me. And I can see everything. Her hand moving under the silk. My cock, thick and hard, disappearing into her grip with each stroke. Pre-cum slicking her palm, making each movement smoother, wetter, and the wet sound is there—faint, muffled by the blanket, by the engines, by Richard’s voice—but I can hear it. The particular obscene, rhythmic slick of her hand on my cock six feet from her husband’s back.

Her eyes are fixed on Richard. Not on me. On him. The back of his head, the graying hair, the particular oblivious set of his shoulders as he barks into his phone about donor cultivation, and the smile on her face is wicked. Triumphant. The particular curl of a woman who is getting away with something catastrophic and loving every second of it.

“You like that?” she whispers. The words are for me. Low. Barely audible over the engine hum. Her hand doesn’t stop. Up and down, firm grip, her thumb brushing over the head where I’m leaking. “Your pastor’s MILF wife. Jerking you off on his jet. While he talks about God.”

“Fuck,” I breathe. The word is strangled. Raw. My hips buck involuntarily into her grip, and she tightens her fingers, holding me still, controlling the movement with the particular confident authority of a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing.

Richard’s voice. Constant. Unaware. “—remind them that tithing is biblical, Elaine. Malachi 3:10. Bring the whole tithe into the storehouse—”

Elizabeth’s hand speeds up. Just a fraction. Her grip tightens. Her thumb finds the slit, spreading the wetness, and the sensation is so intense my vision blurs at the edges. Pre-cum pools. Drips. Soaks her palm, her fingers, and she uses it, working it into the stroke, making everything wetter, slicker, and the wet sound gets louder—still muffled, still hidden, but I can hear it, and I know she can hear it, and the risk of it feeds something in both of us that makes her hand squeeze tighter and my cock pulse harder.

Chris is asleep. Mouth open. Dead to the world. Richard is six feet away, back turned, completely fucking oblivious. And Elizabeth Blackwood is jerking my cock under a silk blanket on a private jet funded by the faithful, and her eyes are on her husband’s back, and her smile is the most honest thing in the cabin.

Her hand doesn’t stop.

Elizabeth’s hand is wet. Slick with pre-cum, with sweat, with the particular obscene evidence of what she’s been doing to me for the last five minutes, and it’s not enough. She needs more.

She brings her hand to her mouth. Slow. Deliberate. Under the blanket, hidden from view, but I can see the movement—her fingers sliding between her lips, her tongue licking a stripe across her palm, and the sound is faint, wet, and my cock throbs in her grip, pulsing against her fingers.

Then she spits. Actually spits—a thick, obscene glob that lands on the head of my cock, warm, slick, and her hand wraps around me again and the wet sound is louder now, unmistakable, the particular rhythmic squelch of a hand working a wet cock, and I have to clench my jaw to keep from groaning.

“Fuck,” I breathe. The word is barely audible. A exhale. A prayer.

Elizabeth leans closer. Her face is inches from mine, her breath warm against my cheek, and beneath the blanket her hand doesn’t stop—up and down, firm grip, her thumb brushing over the head where spit and pre-cum mix into something slick and obscene—and then her lips find mine.

We kiss. Under the blanket, hidden from view, but the movement is there—the dip of her head, the particular visible shift of two people whose faces are closer than they should be—and if Richard turned around he would see it, he would know, and the risk of it feeds something in both of us that makes her tongue push deeper and her hand squeeze tighter.

Her mouth is hot. Hungry. All tongue and teeth and raw, unfiltered want, and I kiss her back, hard, my hand finding her thigh under the blanket, fingers digging into soft flesh, and her moan vibrates through my mouth, muffled by the kiss, by the engines, by Richard’s voice.

Which hasn’t stopped. Constant. Unaware. The particular resonant drone of a man discussing the financial logistics of salvation at thirty thousand feet.

“Elizabeth.” Richard’s voice. Sharper. Directed. He’s half-turned in his seat—not fully, not enough to see us, but his profile is visible, the sharp line of his jaw, the reading glasses perched on his nose. “Did you pack the donor packets? The ones for the Hendersons?”

Elizabeth pulls back from the kiss. Slowly. Her lips are swollen, wet, and she wipes them with the back of her hand—casual, like she’s brushing away nothing—and her voice when she answers is warm. Pleasant. The particular measured brightness of the pastor’s wife.

“In the leather folio. The brown one. Bottom compartment.” Her hand is still moving under the blanket. Up and down on my cock, firm grip, her thumb circling the head on each upstroke, and the wet sound is there—muffled but present, the particular obscene slick of her hand on my wet cock—and Richard nods, turns back to his phone, completely fucking oblivious.

Elizabeth looks at me. Her eyes are dark. Focused. Completely fucking present. And then she’s moving—sliding down in her seat, the blanket shifting, and before I can process what’s happening her head is in my lap, under the cover, and her mouth is on my cock.

Wet. Hot. Her lips wrap around the head, then deeper, taking me into her mouth in one smooth motion that makes my vision blur. The blanket tents over her head—not completely, the silk draping across her back, her shoulders, but the shape of it is there, the particular visible outline of a woman with her head in a man’s lap, and if Richard turned around he would see it, he would know, and the risk is electric, burning through my nervous system like live wire.

Spit pools. I can feel it—warm, thick, dripping from her lips, coating my cock, and Elizabeth works her mouth with the particular sloppy, hungry technique of a woman who gets off on the mess of it. No teasing. No slow build. Just her lips stretched around my thickness, her tongue working the underside, and the wet sounds are obscene—muffled by the blanket but audible to me, to her, a constant, rhythmic slurping that would be deafening in a quiet room and is just barely hidden by the engine hum.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is strangled. Raw. My hand finds the blanket, grips it at the edge, holding it in place, and beneath it Elizabeth’s mouth is moving—up and down, taking me deeper with each stroke, her throat opening, and I feel the head hit the back and she gags—a wet, choked sound that the blanket barely contains—and the vibration travels up my shaft and straight to my balls.

Richard is still talking. “—remind the Hendersons that their naming opportunity extends to the new children’s wing. ‘The Henderson Family Pavilion’ has a nice ring to it—”

Elizabeth pulls back. My cock slides free with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the confined space under the blanket, and she gasps—a ragged, wet inhale—spit running down her chin, her lips swollen and red, and before she can catch her breath she’s taking me again, deeper, faster, her head bobbing in my lap, and the wet sounds fill the space beneath the silk—obscene, rhythmic, the particular hungry symphony of a woman sucking cock six feet from her husband’s back.

“Elizabeth.” Richard again. Half-turned. “The resort confirmation. You handled that, right?”

She pulls off. My cock slides free with a wet sound that the engines almost mask, and her voice when she answers is steady. Warm. The voice of a woman discussing vacation logistics and not a woman with spit on her chin and a cock in her lap.

“Emailed them yesterday. Everything’s confirmed. Ocean-view suites. The private cabana you requested.” Her hand finds my cock under the blanket. Strokes once, from base to tip, her thumb brushing over the head where I’m leaking, and the contact is so intense I have to bite my lip to keep from groaning. “They’re expecting us at two.”

Richard nods. Turns back. Unaware. Completely fucking oblivious to the fact that his wife is jerking another man’s cock while discussing resort accommodations, and the cognitive dissonance is so perfect it’s almost beautiful.

Elizabeth takes me back into her mouth. 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—violent, convulsive, her whole body jerking—and the sound is wet, choked, and my hand finds the back of her head under the blanket, fingers tangling in her hair, and I hold her there.

One count. Two. Feeling her throat constrict around me, tight and hot and perfect, and when I release her she gasps—ragged, desperate—spit running down her chin, her lips swollen, and she looks up at me from under the blanket with eyes that are dark and hungry and completely fucking deranged.

“Your throat,” I whisper. The word is strangled. Raw. My cock is throbbing in her grip, pulsing with each beat of my heart, and the pressure is building—that familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine, coiling tighter with each stroke of her hand, each wet pull of her mouth.

She doesn’t stop. Couldn’t if she wanted to. Her hand works my cock—up and down, firm grip, her thumb circling the head—and her mouth finds the base, her tongue tracing the vein, and the dual sensation is overwhelming, her hand and her mouth working in tandem, and I can feel it—the pressure building, my balls tightening, that electric coil winding to breaking point.

Richard’s voice. Constant. Unaware. “—make sure the airport car is there on time. The Hendersons hate waiting—”

Elizabeth’s mouth is on my cock. Her hand is on my balls, cupping them, feeling the tightness, and the pressure is building, building, and I’m so close, so fucking close, and Richard is six feet away with his back turned and Chris is asleep across the aisle and Elizabeth Blackwood is sucking my cock on a private jet funded by the faithful, and the world has never made less sense.

And I’ve never been harder.

Elizabeth’s mouth is a wet, obscene miracle. She works my cock with a hunger that’s raw and desperate—lips stretched around my thickness, tongue dragging along the underside, her hand gripping the base, and the wet sounds under the blanket are deafening to me, a constant, rhythmic symphony of slurping and gagging that would carry through the cabin if not for the engines, for Richard’s voice, for the particular blessed white noise of luxury aviation.

Spit is everywhere. I can feel it—warm, thick, dripping from her lips, coating my cock, her chin, the inside of the blanket where it’s gone from cream to something darker, wetter, and Elizabeth doesn’t care. Doesn’t even try to be neat. She sucks me with the particular sloppy, enthusiastic abandon of a woman who gets off on the mess of it, on the risk of it, on the certain knowledge that her husband is six feet away and completely fucking oblivious.

She gags. Violently. The head of my cock hitting the back of her throat, and her whole body jerks, the blanket shifting, and for one suspended second I think Richard will turn—will see the movement, will question it—but he doesn’t. His phone is to his ear, his back is to us, and Elizabeth takes me deeper, her throat opening, and I feel every contraction against the head of my cock, tight and hot and perfect.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is strangled. Raw. My hand finds the back of her head under the blanket, fingers tangling in her hair, and I hold her there—cock buried in her throat, feeling her swallow around me—and the sensation is so intense my vision blurs at the edges.

She pulls back. My cock slides free with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening beneath the silk, and she gasps—ragged, desperate—spit running down her chin, her lips swollen and red, and before I can catch my breath her hand is on me again.

Wet. Slick with spit, with pre-cum, with the particular obscene evidence of what her mouth has been doing, and she strokes—up and down, firm grip, her thumb circling the head on each upstroke—and the sensation after her mouth, after the wet heat of her throat, is almost too much, oversensitive, electric, and I have to clench my jaw to keep from groaning.

Elizabeth leans close. Her mouth finds my ear, her breath hot against my skin, and what comes out is a whisper. Low. Raw. The particular filthy poetry of a woman who has spent twenty years in a marriage where dirty talk was probably limited to prayer requests.

“Your cock is so fucking perfect,” she breathes. Her hand doesn’t stop. Up and down, firm grip, her thumb brushing over the head where I’m leaking. “I think about it when I’m sitting in the front row. When he’s preaching. When everyone’s looking at me like I’m the perfect wife.” Her tongue flicks out, tracing the shell of my ear, and the contact sends a jolt through my nervous system that makes my cock jump in her hand. “I’m wet right now. Soaking. I’ve been wet since you boarded. Watching you walk onto my husband’s jet with that cock in your pants, knowing what I was going to do to it.”

“Elizabeth.” The word comes out rough. Shaking. My hips buck involuntarily into her grip, and she tightens her fingers, holding me still, controlling the movement with the particular confident authority of a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing.

“Tell me how bad you want to cum.” Her hand speeds up. Just a fraction. Her grip tightens. Her thumb finds the slit, spreading the wetness, and the sensation is so intense I see stars. “Tell me how bad you want to cum on your best friend’s mom’s hand while your best friend sleeps six feet away and her husband talks about God.”

“Fuck.” The word is mangled. My thighs are trembling. The pressure is building—that familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine, coiling tighter with each stroke, each whisper, each wet, obscene sound of her hand on my cock. “I’m gonna cum. Fuck, Elizabeth—I’m gonna cum—”

“Then do it.” Her voice is a command. Rough. Certain. Her hand doesn’t stop. Up and down, firm grip, her thumb circling the head, and the pressure breaks.

The first pulse hits her hand—thick, hot, a rope of cum that lands on her fingers, her palm, and Elizabeth doesn’t flinch. Doesn’t even slow down. Her hand keeps moving, stroking me through it, and the second pulse is stronger, driving another thick jet onto her hand, her wrist, and I groan—a low, strangled sound that the engines almost mask—and my hips buck into her grip, seeking more friction, more pressure, more of everything.

“Fuck,” I breathe. The word is wrecked. Raw. My cock jerks in her hand, pulsing, each contraction driving another rope of cum onto her skin, and Elizabeth strokes me through it—soft now, gentle, the particular tender contrast of a woman who just sucked your cock like a demon now handling you like something precious.

The fourth pulse is weaker. A shuddering aftershock that leaves me shaking. My cock is still in her hand, still pulsing weakly, and she keeps stroking—soft, slow, milking the last drops—and the sensation is so intense, so oversensitive, that I have to grab her wrist to make her stop.

She pulls her hand out from under the blanket. Holds it up where only I can see it. White. Thick. Cum coating her palm, her fingers, dripping toward her wrist, and the sight of it—Elizabeth Blackwood’s hand covered in my cum on her husband’s private jet—does something to my insides that I don’t have a clean word for.

She reaches for a napkin from the drink tray. The particular crisp, white linen of first-class aviation, and she wipes her hand—casual, like she’s brushing away condensation, not cum—and the gesture is so deliberately normal, so performatively composed, that I can see the pastor’s wife reassembling herself in real time.

Richard stands up.

The movement is sudden. His phone call ends. He sets the device in his seat, adjusts his suit jacket, and walks toward the back of the cabin—toward the bathroom, toward us—and my blood goes cold. Actually cold. A flash of ice through my veins that has nothing to do with the cabin temperature and everything to do with the certain knowledge that Elizabeth’s hand is six inches from my cock and there’s cum on a napkin on the drink tray and Richard Blackwood is walking past our seats.

He stops. Right beside me. His hand finds my shoulder—the particular firm, paternal grip that should feel like comfort and feels like a brand instead—and he squeezes. Once. Warm. Proprietary.

“Mark.” His voice is warm. Sincere in the way that only calculated sincerity can be. “I just want you to know how grateful I am that Chris has a friend like you. A god-fearing young man. A good influence.” He pats my shoulder. Twice. The particular performative affection of a man who believes he’s mentoring. “It means more than you know.”

I nod. Can’t speak. My throat is dry, my cock is sensitive, and the napkin with my cum on it is three inches from Richard’s elbow, and the cognitive dissonance is so perfect it’s almost religious.

“Thank you, sir,” I say. The words come out steady. A miracle. The performance is flawless.

Richard smiles. That particular warm, paternal smile that doesn’t reach his eyes. Then he continues to the bathroom, the door clicks shut behind him, and Elizabeth looks at me with eyes that are bright and focused and completely fucking alive.

She’s laughing. Silently. Her shoulders shaking, her hand over her mouth, and the sound is muffled but I can hear it—low, warm, the particular cathartic release of a woman who has just gotten away with something catastrophic—and I’m laughing too, helpless, raw, the particular hysterical relief of a man who just came on his pastor’s wife’s hand while his pastor thanked him for being a good influence.

The bathroom door stays closed. The engines hum. Chris sleeps. And Elizabeth’s hand finds mine under the blanket—clean now, warm, soft—and squeezes.

“God-fearing,” she whispers. The word is loaded. Wicked. “Is that what the kids are calling it these days?”

I squeeze back. Don’t answer. Can’t. My heart is racing, my cock is soft and sensitive, and the napkin with my DNA on it is sitting on a drink tray in a private jet funded by tax-exempt donations, and the world has never made less sense.

And I’ve never felt more alive.


Chapter 4

The resort lobby is a cathedral of glass and marble, the air thick with the scent of money and tropical flowers. Twenty-foot ceilings and chandeliers that probably cost more than my apartment, and all of it designed to make people like Richard Blackwood feel like they belong. I stand behind him at the check-in desk with a carry-on bag and the particular hollow feeling of a man who has followed his best friend’s family to a five-star resort in Mexico because he had nowhere better to go.

So here I am. In a lobby that smells like jasmine and privilege, watching the pastor of Grace Cathedral hit on a receptionist who’s half his age.

Richard’s technique is polished. I’ll give him that. The particular calibrated charm—not too forward, not too casual, the warm baritone that donors respond to deployed against a woman in a resort uniform who’s doing her best to maintain professional boundaries while a man with a Rolex tells her she has “the most genuine smile I’ve seen all week.” His hand rests on the marble countertop, close to hers but not touching, the particular proximity of a man who knows exactly how much space to invade.

The receptionist smiles. It doesn’t reach her eyes. The particular tight, practiced smile of someone who’s been trained to endure this exact scenario eight times a day. Richard doesn’t notice. Or doesn’t care. His wedding ring catches the chandelier light as he leans forward, asking something about the spa services, and the ring is the punchline—the particular obscene contrast of a man in a ten-thousand-dollar suit with a gold band on his finger making a resort employee uncomfortable while his wife is upstairs unpacking.

The receptionist hands Richard his key cards. Four of them. One for him, one for Elizabeth, one for Chris, one for me—the honorary Blackwood, the friend who tags along on family vacations because his own family is a memory and his apartment feels like a crime scene. Richard takes them with a smile that contains the particular confidence of a man who believes the world is designed for his comfort.

Then he sees them.

“Miguel! Sofia! Over here!”

His voice carries. The particular resonant baritone that fills sanctuaries now filling a five-star lobby, and heads turn—not many, this isn’t the kind of place where people stare, but enough that I feel the heat of secondhand embarrassment crawling up my neck. Richard is waving. Actually waving, his arm cutting through the air like a man flagging down a rescue boat, and across the lobby a couple stops walking.

The man is Miguel. I know this before Richard says it because he looks like Richard—the same species, the particular breed of man who wears suits that cost more than cars and believes the extra fabric is worth it. Navy, probably Brioni, the cut sharp enough to draw blood. Dark hair with strategic silver at the temples. The particular practiced gravitas of someone who stands on stages and tells other people how to live.

But it’s the woman who stops my breath.

Sofia.

She is fucking stunning. The kind of stunning Latina that makes adjectives feel inadequate, that turns the English language into a blunt instrument. Crimson dress. The word doesn’t do it justice—this isn’t a dress, it’s a second skin, fabric that clings to every curve like it was painted on, the particular deep red of something arterial and alive wrapping around a body that belongs on magazine covers and movie screens and absolutely nowhere near a church.

Her dark hair falls over one shoulder in a cascade that catches the chandelier light and holds it, glossy and heavy, and when she turns her head the hair moves like water, settling against the golden-brown skin of her neck in a way that makes my throat dry. Her eyes are brown. Not just brown—smoldering, intelligent, the particular dark warmth of good tequila held to light, and they’re set in a face that has the kind of bone structure that doesn’t come from surgery or makeup but from genetics and time and the particular ruthless arithmetic of a woman who has learned exactly how much her beauty is worth.

She’s older than I expected. Not old—maybe forty, forty-two—but older in the way that turns attractive women into something else entirely. The particular confident, settled sexuality of a woman who knows what she wants and isn’t afraid to take it. Her hips are full, curved, the crimson dress pulling tight across them in a way that makes the fabric strain, and her ass—Christ, her ass—is round and firm and exactly the right proportion to make a man forget his own name.

She walks toward us and the lobby seems to rearrange itself around her. Hips swaying with the particular easy rhythm of someone who has never doubted the effect she has on a room, one hand resting on Miguel’s arm with the casual possessiveness of a woman who owns what she touches, and when she smiles—Jesus, when she smiles—it’s not the practiced warmth of Elizabeth’s front-row performance or the calculated charm of Richard’s donor schtick. It’s sharp. Razor-sharp. The smile of a woman who has heard every line, seen every play, and is still waiting for someone to surprise her.

Richard embraces Miguel. The particular back-slapping, brotherly hug of men who went to seminary together and now run competing empires, and then Richard turns to me with the particular expansive generosity of a man showing off a possession.

“Mark, this is Miguel Ortega. Pastor of Ciudad de Gracia in Miami. We were roommates at Dallas Theological. And this—” His hand finds Sofia’s shoulder, the particular paternal grip that makes my skin crawl. “—this is Sofia. Miguel’s better half.”

Sofia extends her hand to Richard. Her smile is polite. Measured. The particular careful warmth of a pastor’s wife who has done this introduction ten thousand times, and there’s nothing in it—nothing in the handshake, in the “so lovely to finally meet you, Richard talks about you all the time”—that suggests anything but perfect composure.

Then her gaze lands on me.

Everything changes.

Her hand finds mine. Her skin is warm, soft, her grip firm without being performative, and her eyes—those smoldering, intelligent brown eyes—lock onto mine and something in them shifts. The polite mask doesn’t drop. Not exactly. It thins. Cracks at the edges. Behind the warmth, behind the practiced social calibration, something else moves—something dark, hungry, the particular alert focus of a predator who has just spotted prey worth chasing.

Her thumb brushes my knuckle. Once. Deliberate. The contact lasts half a second and carries more intention than Richard’s entire marriage.

“Mark,” she says. My name in her mouth is different. Lower. Warmer. The particular intimate weight of a woman who knows how to make a single syllable sound like an invitation. “Richard’s told us so much about you.”

He hasn’t. I know he hasn’t. Richard Blackwood doesn’t talk about me, and the lie sits between us—transparent, obvious, and completely fucking electric because Sofia knows it’s a lie and I know it’s a lie and the knowing is its own form of communication.

Her hand releases mine. Slowly. Her fingers trailing across my palm in a touch that might be accidental if I believed in accidents, and then she’s stepping back, rejoining Miguel, her hand finding his arm with the same casual possessiveness, but her eyes don’t leave mine. Not completely. They track. They hold. They assess with the particular measured intensity of a woman who is making calculations I can’t begin to understand.

A shiver runs down my spine. Not from the air conditioning—the resort is aggressively climate-controlled, the particular refrigerated perfection of luxury spaces—but from something deeper, something primal, the particular cold-hot rush of a man who has just been seen by a woman who knows exactly what she’s looking at.

Richard is talking. Miguel is talking. The lobby hums with the particular white noise of privilege—fountain water, distant piano, the soft click of luggage wheels on marble—and I stand there with Sofia’s thumbprint still warm on my knuckle and the certain knowledge that whatever this is, it’s just beginning.

Richard claps me on the shoulder. The particular brotherly grip that should feel like comfort and feels like a brand. “Let’s get you boys settled. Dinner at eight. Miguel’s treating us to the chef’s tasting.”

Miguel nods. Warm. Expansive. The particular generosity of a man who believes money is how you express affection, and Sofia’s hand rests on his arm and her eyes rest on me and the distance between those two points of contact contains the particular catastrophic potential of everything I’ve been moving toward since Elizabeth’s throat closed around my cock in a church bathroom.

I follow them toward the elevators. My carry-on bag feels heavier than it should. My palm still burns where her fingers trailed, and behind me the lobby continues its particular performative opulence—glass and marble and tropical flowers and the scent of money covering something darker, hungrier, waiting.


Chapter 5

The sun at the Keys doesn’t fuck around. It finds the gaps in the palm trees, the spaces between the cabana awnings, and lands on skin with the particular merciless precision of something that knows exactly how vulnerable you are. My shoulders are already pink despite the SPF 50 Chris insisted I borrow—the particular earnest concern of a man whose idea of risk management is sunscreen and prayer—and the lounge chair beneath me is hot enough to sear the back of my thighs through my board shorts.

Chris sprawls beside me, one arm flung across his eyes, a half-empty piña colada sweating on the small table between us. He’s been like this for twenty minutes—alternating between dozing and making commentary about the women who walk past, each observation delivered with the particular unfiltered enthusiasm of a man whose girlfriend broke up with him three weeks ago and whose filter died shortly thereafter.

“Dude.” His voice is muffled by his arm. “Twelve o’clock. Blonde. One-piece. Purple. Holy shit.”

I don’t look. I’m watching the water, the particular hypnotic shimmer of the main pool where a group of college-aged girls are taking selfies with the particular performative casualness of people who know exactly what they’re doing. My phone sits on my thigh, screen dark, no messages from Elizabeth, no messages from Ashley, just the heat and the chlorine smell and the distant thump of resort music from speakers hidden in potted palms.

“Dude.” Chris’s arm drops. He’s sitting up now, eyes wide, and there’s a particular alertness in his posture that means he’s seen something worth seeing. “Check it out.”

He nudges my arm with his elbow. Nods toward the pool bar thirty yards away, and my blood goes still. Actually still—a cold, electric pause that has nothing to do with the heat and everything to do with the woman leaning against the polished teak with a colorful cocktail in her hand.

Sofia.

The crimson dress from yesterday is gone. Replaced by a bikini that the word “barely” doesn’t begin to cover—thin strips of black fabric stretched across golden-brown skin, the top holding her breasts with the particular optimistic tension of something that knows it’s outmatched. Her body is a statement. Not the statement of a woman who works out, who counts macros, who performs wellness—the statement of a woman who was born with something and has spent forty years learning exactly how to deploy it.

Her hips are full, curved, the bikini bottom cutting high on her thighs in a way that makes the fabric strain. Her stomach is flat but soft, the particular elegant line of a woman who has lived in her body long enough to stop fighting it. And her breasts—Jesus, her breasts—are full, heavy, spilling slightly over the top of the bikini with each shift of her weight, the particular defiant gravity of flesh that refuses to be contained.

She’s turning heads. Every head. Men at the bar, men at the pool, men walking past with towels over their shoulders—each one catches the sight of her and does the particular universal double-take that has no denomination, no moral framework, just the raw, biological recognition of something spectacular. Women notice too. The particular sharp, assessing look of someone cataloging a threat, and Sofia doesn’t seem to care about any of it. She sips her cocktail—something pink and frothy in a tall glass—and scans the pool area with the particular casual authority of a woman taking inventory.

My cock stirs. Actually stirs, pressing against the thin fabric of my board shorts with an urgency that overrides the heat, the chlorine, the entire performative vacation happening around me. I shift in the lounge chair, adjust myself, and Chris doesn’t notice because Chris is still staring.

“Loco de la Frontera herself,” he says, and the Spanish is mangled, the particular boyish attempt at sophistication that makes me want to throw his piña colada in the pool. “Miguel’s wife is a smoke show.”

I need a drink. The thought lands with the particular desperate clarity of a man who needs distance from his own body. I stand. My legs are stiff from the lounge chair, my skin tacky with sunscreen and salt, and I head for the pool bar with the particular measured casualness of someone who is not, absolutely not, walking toward Sofia Ortega.

The bar is crowded. Bodies pressed against teak, the particular humid press of vacation skin and coconut sunscreen. I order a rum and coke—the particular bland, reliable choice of a man who doesn’t want to think about his drink—and while the bartender pours, I keep Sofia in my peripheral vision.

She’s still there. Still leaning. Still turning the pool area into her personal exhibition space. Her dark hair is pulled into a loose bun, strands falling around her neck, catching the sunlight in a way that makes the golden-brown skin of her shoulders glow. She’s talking to the bartender now, laughing at something, her head thrown back, and the line of her throat is so fucking elegant it makes my chest tight.

My drink arrives. I take a sip. Too sweet. Too cold. I set it down and turn, and that’s when Sofia moves.

She pushes off the bar. Smooth. Deliberate. Her cocktail in one hand, her towel draped over her shoulder, and she starts walking—not toward the pool, not toward the cabanas, but toward the lounge area. Toward me. Her hips sway with the particular easy rhythm of someone who has never doubted the effect she has on a room, and the black bikini cuts across her ass in a way that makes the fabric disappear into the crease, and I’m watching, I can’t not watch, and my drink is sweating in my hand and my cock is hard in my shorts and the distance between us is closing.

She passes my lounge chair. Close. Close enough that I catch the scent of her—something warm, spicy, expensive, cutting through the chlorine and sunscreen like a blade. And then it happens.

Her hand goes to her ear. A quick, sharp movement, fingers brushing the lobe, and the earring—a small gold hoop, catching the light—falls. Drops. Lands on the concrete beside my chair with a soft, metallic tick that seems deafening against the pool noise.

Sofia stops. Looks down. And then she bends.

Not the careful, modest bend of a woman who’s aware of her audience. The full, unapologetic bend of someone who knows exactly what she’s doing and wants you to know she knows. Her knees dip. Her back arches. And her breasts—Jesus Christ, her breasts—spill forward, the black bikini top struggling to contain them, and I’m at eye level with cleavage so deep, so tanned, so spectacular that my throat goes dry and my drink almost slips from my hand.

She takes her time. Fingers finding the earring, picking it up, holding it to the light with the particular performative inspection of someone who is not, in any way, in a hurry. And then her eyes find mine.

“Sorry about that,” she says. Her voice is lower than it was in the lobby. Warmer. The particular intimate register of a woman who knows exactly how her voice lands. “Clumsy.”

“You’re not clumsy,” I say. The words come out rough. Raw. Nothing like the voice I use in polite company.

Her smile widens. Just a fraction. Her hand finds my arm—bare skin, sun-warm, her fingers pressing into the muscle with a grip that’s firm, deliberate, and the contact sends a jolt through my nervous system that makes my cock throb against my shorts.

“Maybe I wanted your attention,” she says. The words are loaded. Wicked. Her thumb brushes my arm once, a slow stroke that might be accidental if I believed in accidents, and then she’s straightening, the earring back in place, her breasts settling back into the bikini with the particular defiant gravity that makes the fabric strain.

She doesn’t adjust herself. Doesn’t cover up. Stands there with my eyes on her chest and her eyes on my face and the particular electric knowing between us thick enough to touch.

“Enjoy your drink, Mark,” she says. My name in her mouth is different. Weighted. Intentional. Then she turns, and she’s walking away—hips swaying, ass moving beneath the thin black fabric, and the confidence of it is so fucking intimidating, so completely arousing, that I have to take a long pull of my rum and coke to keep from following her.

I watch her go. All the way to a cabana at the far end of the pool, where Miguel sits with a laptop open on his thighs, completely fucking oblivious to what just happened six feet from his wife’s body. She drops her towel. Settles into a lounge chair. Crosses her legs. And her eyes find mine across the water, and she holds my gaze for three full seconds before looking away, and the message is clear.

I return to Chris. Drop into my lounge chair. My drink is half-empty. My cock is hard. My skin is burning in places that have nothing to do with the sun.

“Dude,” Chris says, not looking up from his phone. “You okay? You look weird.”

“Fine,” I say. The word comes out steady. A miracle. “Just hot.”


Chapter 6

The football is wet and slippery, and Chris throws it like a man who has never learned that velocity and accuracy are different skills. It spirals through the air with the particular optimistic trajectory of something that believes in its own destiny, and I lunge for it, arms stretching, fingers grasping, and the catch is clean—wet leather smacking into palms, water spraying from the seams—and Chris pumps his fist like he just completed a thirty-yard pass to a wide receiver instead of throwing a wobbly ten-yard lob to his friend in a resort pool.

“Nice!” he shouts. The word carries across the water, bouncing off the tile, and the girls on the loungers nearest the pool glance over. Three of them. College-aged, maybe grad school, the particular curated vacation aesthetic of women who have spent more time packing than the trip warrants. One of them—brunette, sunglasses, a bikini that’s more string than fabric—watches me with the particular assessing gaze of someone deciding whether I’m worth the effort.

I throw the ball back. Harder than necessary. It cuts through the air with a tight spiral that Chris fumbles, the ball bouncing off his chest and landing in the water with a splash that soaks his hair, and he laughs—that particular boyish, unself-conscious laugh that makes him look sixteen instead of twenty-one—and dives after it.

The water is cool against my skin. Not cold—the particular tepid, sun-warmed cool of a pool that’s been baking all afternoon—and it slides over my shoulders, my chest, the particular sensory relief of liquid against heat. I’ve been in here for twenty minutes. Long enough for my fingers to prune, for the chlorine to settle into the fine hairs on my arms, for the particular performative bro-ness of throwing a football in a resort pool to lose whatever charm it started with.

But the girls are still watching. Or one of them is. The brunette. Her sunglasses are pushed up now, resting on top of her head, and her eyes track me with the particular frank, unapologetic interest of a woman who knows what she wants and isn’t afraid to look at it. My body is on display. I’m aware of this in the particular clinical way that comes from years of being looked at—the broad shoulders, the cut of muscle across my chest, the V that dips below my board shorts—and the awareness sits in my chest not as vanity but as currency. I am a thing to be consumed. I have learned to let it happen.

Chris surfaces with the ball. Water streams from his hair, down his face, and he grins—that particular open, untroubled grin that belongs to a man who has never had to calculate the cost of being seen—and he cocks his arm back for another throw.

And that’s when I see her.

Elizabeth.

She’s on the balcony of the Blackwood suite. Third floor. East-facing, overlooking the pool, and the distance is just close enough that I can make out the shape of her—blonde hair loose around her shoulders, one hand resting on the railing—and the other hand is moving. Subtle. Deliberate. A single finger curling inward, once, twice, the particular clandestine gesture of a woman who has done this before and knows exactly how little movement it takes.

Come here.

My cock stirs. Actually stirs, pressing against the wet fabric of my board shorts with an urgency that overrides the chlorine, the heat, the entire performative vacation happening around me. The brunette on the lounger is still watching. Chris is winding up for another throw. And Elizabeth is on the balcony with her finger curling.

I need to go. Now.

“Hey,” I say. The word comes out casual. “I’m gonna head back to the room. Grab my phone. Forgot it.”

Chris doesn’t question it. Of course he doesn’t. Chris lives in a world where people say what they mean and mean what they say, and the concept of a subtext is as foreign to him as the concept of his mother sucking cock in prayer gardens. He nods. Winds up. Throws the ball—a wobbly, underthrown thing that I let sail past my outstretched hand and land in the water with a soft plunk.

“Bring it back!” he calls after me, already diving for it, and I’m climbing out of the pool before the ripples settle.

Water streams from my body. Drips onto the concrete, leaving dark footprints that evaporate almost instantly in the heat. My board shorts cling to my thighs, to my ass, to the particular prominent outline of my cock, which is not helping the situation. I grab my towel from the lounge chair—the one Chris and I claimed this morning, the particular territorial claim of resort vacationers—and dry off with the particular hurried efficiency of a man who is not, in any way, just going to his room for his phone.

The walk through the resort is tense. Public spaces. Hallways. The particular gauntlet of being seen, of being recognized, of someone—a staff member, a guest, God forbid Richard himself—noting the direction I’m heading and putting the pieces together. I take the stairs instead of the elevator. Three flights, my bare feet silent on the carpeted steps, water still dripping from my hair onto my shoulders, and each floor brings me closer to the east wing, to the Blackwood suite, to Elizabeth waiting on a balcony with her finger curled.

The hallway is empty. Cream carpet. Brass numbers on dark wood doors. The particular hushed opulence of a resort that charges four figures a night and makes you feel like you’re getting a deal. I stop at 312. The Blackwood suite. Richard’s name on the reservation, Richard’s credit card paying for it, Richard’s wife on the other side of the door with her finger curled and her robe probably already open.

I don’t knock. We’re past knocking. Past the particular performative courtesy of people who have boundaries. I turn the handle. It’s unlocked. Of course it’s unlocked. Elizabeth doesn’t lock doors when she’s waiting.

I step inside, and the air conditioning hits me. The suite is dim, curtains half-drawn, the particular curated gloom of a room that isn’t meant for visibility. The door clicks shut behind me. Soft. Final. And Elizabeth is there.

On the bed. Not standing, not pacing—sitting on the edge of the king-sized mattress with her legs crossed, one foot bare and resting on the carpet, and she’s wearing a robe. Silk. Sheer. The particular transparent peach fabric doing absolutely nothing to hide the fact that she is naked underneath, her breasts visible through the material—full, heavy, nipples hard against the thin silk—and the curve of her hips, the shadow between her thighs, all of it rendered in the particular obscene clarity of fabric that exists solely to suggest what it fails to conceal.

Her blonde hair is loose. Falls around her shoulders in waves that catch what little light filters through the curtains. Her makeup is light—the particular casual application of a woman who hasn’t bothered with the full performance—and her eyes are dark. Focused. Completely fucking present.

She doesn’t speak. Doesn’t need to. The robe is the speech. The way she’s sitting—hips tilted, one leg extended, the particular deliberate display of a woman who knows exactly what she’s offering—is the speech. The fact that the door was unlocked, that she was waiting, that she beckoned from a balcony in full view of a resort pool, is the speech.

I cross the room. Three steps. My bare feet silent on the carpet, water still dripping from my hair onto the tiles near the door, and Elizabeth watches me come with the particular hungry, patient focus of a woman who has been counting the seconds.

She stands. The robe shifts. Slides across her skin with a whisper that seems deafening in the quiet room, and then she’s moving—fast, urgent—her hands finding my chest, my shoulders, pulling me to her with a strength that surprises me, and her mouth crashes against mine.

No tease. No slow build. Her lips are hot, hungry, all tongue and teeth and raw, unfiltered want, and she kisses me like she’s been starving—like the three days since the jet, since the blanket, since the cum on her hand, have been a drought she can’t survive—and I kiss her back, hard, my hands finding her hips through the thin silk, feeling the heat of her skin beneath the fabric, and the robe might as well not exist.

She moans into my mouth. A low, desperate sound that vibrates through both of us, and her hands are everywhere—my chest, my shoulders, tangling in my wet hair, pulling me closer—and I can feel her body against mine, the silk between us doing nothing but making everything wetter, slicker, the particular obscene slide of almost-naked against almost-naked, and my cock is hard against her hip, pressing through my board shorts with an urgency that borders on painful.

“Fuck,” she breathes against my lips. The word is wrecked. Raw. Her hips roll against mine, seeking friction, seeking pressure, and the silk robe parts—slides open at the front, revealing the full, heavy curve of her breast, the hard nipple, the golden skin—and her hand finds the waistband of my board shorts.

“I’ve been thinking about this since the jet,” she says. Her voice is low. Husky. The particular intimate register of a woman who has spent the afternoon alone in a hotel room with nothing but the memory of my cock in her hand. “Every second. Every fucking second.”

Her fingers work the drawstring. Pull. The knot comes loose, and my board shorts sag on my hips, and Elizabeth’s hand slides beneath the wet fabric, finds my cock—thick, hard, already leaking—and wraps around it.

“God,” she groans. The word is worship. Her grip is firm, warm, her palm slick with my pre-cum, and she strokes once, from base to tip, and the sensation after the walk, after the tension, after the particular electric anticipation of her finger curling on the balcony, is so intense I see stars.

“Elizabeth,” I breathe. Her name comes out rough. Shaking. My hand finds the back of her neck, fingers tangling in her hair, and I pull her into another kiss—deeper, hungrier—and her hand doesn’t stop moving on my cock, and the robe is open now, hanging off her shoulders, and her body is pressed against mine, skin on skin, and the only thing between us is the thin, wet fabric of my board shorts and her desperate, hungry hand.

She breaks the kiss. Looks up at me with eyes that are dark and focused and completely fucking deranged.

“Take these off,” she says. Her voice is a command. Rough. Certain. Her hand releases my cock, finds the waistband of my board shorts, and yanks.

They hit the carpet with a wet slap. And Elizabeth drops to her knees.

Her mouth is on my cock before I can process what’s happening. No tease. No slow build. Just Elizabeth on her knees on the hotel carpet, her lips wrapping around the head, then deeper, taking me into her mouth in one hungry, desperate motion that makes my vision blur.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word tears out of me, raw, unfiltered, and my hand finds the back of her head—blonde hair, still damp from whatever shower she took before I arrived—and I hold her there, feeling her lips stretch around my thickness, her tongue working the underside with a hunger that borders on violent.

Spit pools immediately. Warm, thick, coating my cock, her chin, the inside of her lower lip, and Elizabeth doesn’t try to be neat. Doesn’t try to be anything but desperate. Her technique is sloppy, wet, the particular enthusiastic abandon of a woman who gets off on the mess of it—her lips sliding up and down my shaft with enough force to make wet, obscene sounds that fill the quiet suite, each upward stroke accompanied by a hungry moan that vibrates through my cock and straight to my balls.

She pulls back. My cock slides free with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening against the air conditioning hum, a thick string of spit connecting her lips to the head, and she looks up at me with eyes that are dark and hungry and completely fucking deranged.

“Your cock,” she breathes. Her voice is wrecked. Husky from the throat fucking I haven’t started yet. “I’ve been thinking about it since the jet. Since your cum on my hand. Since Richard thanked you for being a good influence.” Her hand wraps around my shaft, strokes once, firm grip, her thumb brushing over the head where I’m leaking, and the contact is so intense I have to bite my lip to keep from groaning. “I’ve been wet all day. Soaking. Touch me and you’ll feel it.”

I don’t touch her. Not yet. My hand finds her hair again—both hands now, gripping at the roots—and I pull. Hard. Yanking her forward onto my cock with enough force to drive the head straight into her throat, and Elizabeth gags.

Violently. Her whole body jerks. A wet, choked sound tears out of her, muffled by my cock buried deep in her mouth, and I hold her there—one count, two, three—feeling her throat constrict around me, tight and hot and perfect, and when I pull back she gasps—ragged, desperate—spit running down her chin in thick ropes, soaking the front of the silk robe that’s already transparent with moisture.

“Again,” she gasps. The word is barely audible. Raw. Her eyes are watering, mascara starting to run in thin black streaks down her cheeks, and she doesn’t wipe it away. Doesn’t care. Her hand finds my thigh, grips hard, nails digging into muscle, and she opens her mouth. “Fuck my throat, Mark. Please. I need it.”

I give it to her. Both hands controlling her head, I drive my cock into her mouth with strokes that are relentless, punishing—each thrust pushing deep into her throat, holding there while she gags and struggles and takes it because she wants it, because beneath the pearl earrings and the pastor’s wife performance is a woman who gets off on being used in hotel rooms while her husband is God knows where.

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

She gags. Again. Harder. The head of my cock hitting the back of her throat with enough force to make her whole body convulse, and spit runs everywhere—down her chin, her neck, soaking the front of the silk robe completely, turning the peach fabric dark and transparent, and through the material I can see her breasts—full, heavy, bouncing with each thrust, nipples hard against the wet silk—and the sight of it, Elizabeth Blackwood on her knees with my cock down her throat and spit soaking her robe and mascara running down her cheeks, is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

I facefuck her properly. Hard. Deep. Each thrust drives my cock into her mouth with enough force to push her head back, her neck arching, and Elizabeth takes it—her hands gripping my thighs, her nails digging in hard enough to leave marks, her throat working around the intrusion with desperate, rhythmic swallows that make my vision blur.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is mangled. My thighs are trembling. The pressure is building—that familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine—but I’m not close. Not yet. I want more. I want her pussy. I want to feel her clench around me the way her throat is clenching now, tight and hot and hungry.

I pull out. Fast. My cock slides free with a wet, obscene sound that echoes off the suite walls, and Elizabeth collapses forward, her forehead against my thigh, her chest heaving, spit and pre-cum dripping from her chin onto the carpet between her knees.

“God,” she gasps. The word is wrecked. Raw. Her voice is shot, husky from the throat fucking, and she looks up at me with eyes that are dark and watery and completely fucking present. “Your cock. I can’t get enough of it. I’ll never get enough of it.”

I don’t give her time to recover. My hands find her shoulders—both of them, gripping hard—and I push her back. She goes willingly, her body folding onto the carpet, and then I’m lifting her—one arm under her knees, one behind her back—and carrying her to the bed.

The mattress is soft. Too soft. Memory foam that gives beneath our weight as I lay her down, and Elizabeth’s robe is open now—completely open, splayed around her body like something defeated, revealing everything—her breasts, her stomach, the golden triangle between her thighs, bare, waxed smooth, glistening with how wet she is.

“Fuck,” I breathe. The word is worship. My hand finds her pussy—hot, soaked, swollen—and I slide two fingers inside her, and Elizabeth cries out—a sharp, broken sound—her back arching off the mattress, her pussy clenching around my fingers with a violence that makes my cock throb.

“So wet,” I groan. My fingers curl, finding that spot inside her that makes her thighs shake, and Elizabeth moans—long, desperate—her hips rolling against my hand, seeking more pressure, more friction, more of everything.

“Please,” she gasps. Her hand finds my cock—still wet, still hard, spit and pre-cum slicking the shaft—and she strokes once, firm grip, her thumb brushing over the head. “Fuck me, Mark. Right now. I need you inside me.”

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

One thrust. Deep. To the hilt. My cock drives into her pussy to the base and holds there, grinding, and Elizabeth cries out—a broken, desperate sound that the mattress absorbs but the walls probably don’t—her legs coming up, wrapping around my waist, locking me in place against her.

“God,” she gasps. Her forehead drops to my shoulder. 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. “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 mattress, and the wet sounds fill the suite—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 open robe, nipples hard, 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. The voice I use when the mask comes off. “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 mattress, 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 jasmine scent of the suite, and the combination is dizzying.

“I’m close,” she gasps. Her voice is shaking. Breaking. 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 mattress 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 suite walls and carries through the door if anyone’s walking past.

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

I don’t stop.

Couldn’t if I wanted to. 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 mattress, 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 coiling tighter with each stroke. I’m getting close. Really close. My thighs are burning, my grip on her hips is tight enough to leave marks, and Elizabeth is 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 that’s when my phone buzzes.

The sound cuts through the wet, obscene symphony of our bodies like a knife. Sharp. Jarring. A particular electronic vibration that seems obscenely out of place against the backdrop of skin on skin and Elizabeth’s whimpers.

It’s in my towel. The one I dropped on the floor beside the bed when I carried her to the mattress. The buzz comes again—insistent, rhythmic, the particular urgent pulse of someone who wants an answer now—and my hand freezes on Elizabeth’s hip.

Ignore it. The rational choice. The particular calculated risk-management of a man who is currently fucking his best friend’s mother in a hotel suite while his best friend’s father is God knows where. But it buzzes again. Longer this time. A call, not a text. And in the particular catastrophic arithmetic of my life, a call means someone wants something, and someone wanting something means someone might come looking.

“Fuck,” I breathe. The word is strangled. My hips slow but don’t stop—shallow, grinding strokes that keep my cock buried deep in Elizabeth’s pussy while I reach for the towel, fingers fumbling through the damp fabric until I find the phone.

Chris’s name on the screen. His contact photo—that particular boyish, open grin that belongs to a man who has never had to calculate the cost of being honest—and my thumb hovers over the green button for one suspended second while Elizabeth looks up at me with eyes that are dark and focused and completely fucking present.

She knows. I can see it in her face—the particular sharp, wicked calculation of a woman who has just been handed an opportunity she didn’t expect—and before I can process what’s happening, her pussy clenches around my cock in a deliberate, rhythmic pulse that makes my vision blur.

I answer.

“Hey, man.” The words come out steady. A miracle. The particular forced casualness of a man who is not, absolutely not, currently buried to the hilt in his best friend’s mother. “What’s up?”

Elizabeth’s eyes widen. Her lips part. And then—Jesus Christ, then—her hips roll. Deliberate. Slow. A grinding, circular motion that drives my cock against her cervix, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning.

“Where are you?” Chris’s voice through the speaker. Bright. Unfiltered. The particular earnest confusion of a man who has lost track of his friend at a resort and is mildly concerned about it. “I’ve been looking everywhere. The pool, the bar, the—”

“Yeah, man, I’m just...” I thrust. Hard. One deep, punishing stroke that drives my cock into Elizabeth’s pussy with enough force to push her against the mattress, and she gasps—a sharp, wet sound that I pray the phone doesn’t pick up—and I continue, my voice tight, controlled, the particular strained neutrality of a man walking a wire. “Getting some air. Needed a minute. The sun was—fuck—the sun was getting to me.”

Elizabeth’s hand finds my chest. Flat palm against my sternum, feeling my heartbeat, and her smile is wicked. Triumphant. The particular curl of a woman who has just discovered a new game and intends to win it. Her hips roll again. Slower this time. More deliberate. Each movement dragging my cock against her walls in a way that makes my thighs tremble.

“Air? Dude, it’s like a hundred degrees out.” Chris laughs. The particular boyish, oblivious laugh that belongs to a man who has never had to mask the sound of sex while on the phone. “Anyway, Dad just texted. Dinner’s at eight. That fancy place by the marina. Miguel’s treating. You in?”

“I’m definitely in.” The words come out rough. Shaking. Elizabeth’s pussy clenches around me in another deliberate pulse, and my grip on the phone tightens, my knuckles whitening. “Yeah. Eight. Marina. I’ll be there.”

“Cool. Also, hey—” His voice drops. The particular confidential register of a man about to share something important. “I ran into those girls from the pool. The ones who were watching us? The brunette asked about you. Specifically you. I think she’s into you, dude. Like, seriously into you.”

Elizabeth hears it. I can see it in her face—the particular sharp, calculating shift of a woman who has just been presented with competition, and her response is immediate. Her legs lock around my waist. Tight. Pulling me deeper. And then she speaks—not loud, not enough for the phone to catch, but audible to me, her lips against my chest.

“Fuck me harder,” she whispers. The words are raw. Commanding. “Show me whose cock this is.”

I give her harder. My hips snap forward with enough force to shake the mattress, each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy, and Elizabeth moans—loud, deliberate, a sound that I clamp my hand over her mouth to contain, my palm pressing against her lips while my cock drives into her and Chris blathers in my ear about the brunette from the pool.

“—so I gave her your number. Hope that’s cool. She seemed really—”

“Cool,” I interrupt. The word is strangled. My hips are moving faster now, desperate, erratic, the pressure building at the base of my spine with each thrust into Elizabeth’s soaking, clenching pussy. “Yeah. Cool. Thanks, man.”

Elizabeth’s hand finds my wrist. Pulls my hand from her mouth. And what comes out is not a moan but words—low, deliberate, directed at me, at the phone, at the particular obscene theater of what we’re doing.

“Come on my tits,” she whispers. Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Her eyes locked on mine with a focus that’s almost religious. “I want to feel it. All of it.”

The pressure breaks. That electric coil at the base of my spine winds to snapping, and I’m there—on the edge, right there, my cock throbbing inside her, each thrust driving me closer—and 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 rough, fast—and Elizabeth is already moving, pushing herself up on her elbows, her tits bouncing with the motion, and she spreads her legs wider, an open invitation, and I aim.

The first rope hits her right breast—thick, hot, a white streak that lands on the golden skin and slides toward her nipple. The second hits her left breast, her sternum, and Elizabeth moans—a low, hungry sound—her hand finding her tit, spreading the cum, rubbing it into her skin like she’s marking herself.

“Mark? You there?” Chris’s voice through the speaker. Confused. The particular faint concern of a man who has been talking to dead air for five seconds.

“Yep.” The word comes out rough. Shaking. My cock jerks in my hand, the third pulse hitting Elizabeth’s collarbone, her neck, and she tilts her head back, exposing her throat, and the fourth is weaker, a shuddering aftershock that lands on her chin, her lips, and she opens her mouth—actually opens it—and catches the last drop on her tongue.

“Okay, well, I’ll let you get back to your... air.” Chris laughs. The particular oblivious generosity of a man who has no idea what’s happening six feet from his voice. “See you at eight, dude.”

The call ends. The screen goes dark. And the suite is quiet except for our breathing—ragged, syncing slowly—and Elizabeth is lying beneath me with cum on her tits, on her chin, on her lips, her chest heaving, her pussy glistening and swollen and completely bare.

She smiles. Behind the cum, behind the sweat, behind the mascara streaks, her smile is wicked. Satisfied. The particular curl of a woman who has just gotten away with something catastrophic and is already planning the next one.

“Air,” she says. The word is loaded. Amused. Her tongue flicks out, catching a stray drop of cum from her upper lip, 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.

I collapse beside her on the mattress. My heart is racing. My skin is slick with sweat. My phone is warm in my hand, Chris’s name still glowing on the darkened screen, and the weight of what just happened settles into my bones like something permanent.

Elizabeth’s hand finds mine. Squeezes. Her fingers are sticky with cum, with sweat, with the particular obscene evidence of what we’ve done, and the contact is warm. Real. The only honest thing in a room full of performances.

“Dinner at eight,” she says. Her voice is warm. Casual. Empty. The voice she uses at dinner tables. She sits up, reaches for a tissue from the nightstand, and begins to wipe the cum from her skin with the particular efficient composure of a woman who has done this before, many times, in many rooms, with many men. “You should shower. You smell like chlorine and sex.”

I laugh. The sound is raw. Unfiltered. The particular cathartic release of a man who has just fucked his best friend’s mother while on the phone with his best friend, and gotten away with it, and would do it again.

“So do you,” I say.


Chapter 7

The sun at the private beach is different from the pool. Less aggressive, more deliberate. It finds the pale strip of sand between the palm trees and lays across my chest like something with intention, warming skin that’s already warm, and I close my eyes against it and try to think about nothing at all.

Which is harder than it sounds when your brain is a museum of recent catastrophes. Elizabeth on the bed with cum drying on her collarbone. The phone pressed to my ear while my cock drove into her. Chris’s voice, oblivious, bright, talking about brunettes while his mother’s pussy clenched around me. Dinner last night at the marina—Elizabeth across the table in a dress that covered everything, her eyes meeting mine over wine glasses with the particular wicked satisfaction of a woman who had been thoroughly fucked three hours earlier and was enjoying the secret of it. Richard flirting with the waitress. Miguel talking about tax exemptions. Sofia watching me from the far end of the table with those dark, intelligent eyes that seemed to catalogue everything and reveal nothing.

I shift on the lounge chair. The fabric is rough against my back, still damp from the ocean dip I took twenty minutes ago, and the salt is starting to crystallize on my skin. Not uncomfortable yet, but getting there. The private beach is quieter than the main pool—fewer families, fewer college girls taking selfies, just a scattering of wealthy vacationers spaced far enough apart that conversations don’t carry. The kind of privacy that costs extra and is worth every penny if what you need is silence.

I don’t get silence.

“What are you thinking about?”

Her voice lands beside me like something dropped from a height. Low. Warm. The particular intimate register that makes a simple question sound like an invitation. I don’t open my eyes. Don’t need to. The scent reaches me first—something spicy, expensive, cutting through the salt and sunscreen—and then the shadow falls across my face as she settles into the adjacent lounge chair.

Sofia.

She’s wearing a bikini that the word “barely” was invented to describe. Black fabric stretched across golden-brown skin with the particular optimistic tension of something that knows it’s outmatched. The top holds her breasts—just barely, the fabric straining against the full, heavy curve of them, nipples visible through the thin material—and the bottoms cut high on her thighs, the particular aggressive geometry of a woman who wants you looking at her ass and isn’t subtle about it. Her dark hair is loose, falling over one shoulder in a glossy cascade, and when she adjusts her position on the lounge chair, her hips shift with the particular deliberate grace of someone who has never doubted the effect she has on a room.

“You,” I say. The word comes out before I can stop it. Raw. Honest. The particular unfiltered truth of a man who has stopped pretending.

She laughs. The sound is warm. Rich. The particular confident laugh of a woman who has heard every line and still enjoys hearing them. “Good answer.” She reaches for her bag—a small leather thing that probably costs more than my rent—and pulls out sunscreen. Unscrews the cap. Squeezes a dollop onto her palm. “Mind?”

She extends the bottle. Not asking me to apply it—asking me to hold it while she applies it to herself—and the gesture is so casually intimate, so deliberately constructed, that something in my chest tightens. I take the bottle. Our fingers brush. Her skin is warm. Soft. The contact lasts half a second and carries more intention than Richard’s entire marriage.

Sofia begins applying sunscreen to her arms. Slow. Deliberate. Her fingers tracing the muscle of her bicep, the curve of her shoulder, and I watch because I can’t not watch, because every man on this beach is watching, because Sofia Ortega applying sunscreen to her own body is a performance designed for an audience of one and everyone else is just collateral.

“Your friend Chris is interesting,” she says. Her hand moves to her collarbone. Fingers tracing the line of it, dipping slightly into the shadow between her breasts. “Very... earnest.”

“He’s a good guy.” The words come out automatic. The particular reflexive defense of a man who has been fucking his best friend’s mother and girlfriend and still believes, on some level, that Chris deserves better than the people in his life.

“He is.” Sofia’s hand moves lower. Across her stomach—flat but soft, the particular elegant line of a woman who has lived in her body long enough to stop fighting it—and then to her thighs. Slow strokes. Methodical. Her fingers tracing the muscle with the particular unhurried attention of someone who enjoys being touched, even by herself. “Earnest men are rare. Most men learn to lie before they learn to drive.”

The observation lands between us. Heavy. Loaded. Her eyes find mine—those dark, smoldering brown eyes that saw through me in the lobby, that tracked me across the dinner table, that have been calculating something since the moment we met—and the mask is thin. Transparent. Behind the polite warmth, behind the performative composure of the pastor’s wife, something darker moves—hungry, intelligent, the particular razor focus of a predator who has identified prey.

“You’re married,” I say. The words come out rough. Not an accusation. A reminder—to her, to myself, to whatever catastrophic impulse is building in my chest.

Sofia’s smile doesn’t flicker. Doesn’t change. Her hand pauses on her thigh, fingers resting against golden-brown skin, and what comes out of her mouth is so honest, so completely unfiltered, that the air between us seems to shift.

“Being married has never stopped me before.” Her voice is steady. Warm. Empty of shame. The particular casual certainty of a woman who has made peace with her appetites and has no intention of apologizing for them. “Has it stopped you?”

The question hangs. My throat is dry. The sun is too hot. The salt on my skin has gone from pleasant to grimy, crystallizing in the fine hairs on my arms, and suddenly the ocean feels miles away and not nearly enough.

“I need to rinse off,” I say. The words come out strangled. My cock is hard against my thigh, pressing against the thin fabric of my board shorts with an urgency that overrides everything else—the heat, the conversation, the particular electric danger of what Sofia just admitted.

She nods. Doesn’t push. Doesn’t follow. Just watches me stand with the particular patient focus of a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing and is in no hurry to finish it.

The showers are at the far end of the beach. A row of rustic wooden stalls, open on three sides, roofed with palm fronds that cast dappled shadow across the concrete floors. No doors. No curtains. Just hooks for towels and shower heads mounted on weathered posts, the particular performative rusticity of a resort that charges four figures a night and wants you to feel like you’re roughing it.

I hang my towel on a hook. Step under the nearest shower. Turn the handle.

The water is warm. Perfect. Not the aggressive heat of a hotel shower but something gentler, pressurized by whatever system pumps ocean water through filters and back out through these rustic pipes, and it hits my shoulders and my chest and runs down my body in warm rivulets that wash away salt and sand and the particular grimy residue of too much sunscreen. I close my eyes. Let my head fall back. The water streams through my hair, down my face, and for one suspended moment the world narrows to nothing but sensation—warm water, the scent of salt, the particular blessed absence of thought.

I don’t hear her approach.

The water changes. A shift in the pattern, the particular disruption of spray hitting something that isn’t me, and I turn my head.

My heart stops.

Sofia is standing at the entrance to the shower stall. Leaning against the weathered post with her arms crossed, one hip cocked, her body a study in casual confidence. The black bikini is still on—barely, the fabric dark and wet in places from whatever walk brought her here—but it’s not the bikini I’m looking at. It’s her eyes.

They move. Slowly. Deliberately. Down my wet, naked body with the particular unhurried attention of someone examining something they intend to purchase. Over my shoulders, my chest, the cut of muscle across my stomach, the V that dips below my navel—and then lower. To my cock.

Which is semi-hard. Not fully—the warm water, the relaxation, the particular physiological response of blood flow to heat—but hard enough. Thick. Heavy. Hanging against my thigh with the particular prominent outline of something that doesn’t apologize for itself, and Sofia’s gaze lingers there. Holds. Studies with the particular focused intensity of a woman who is making calculations and liking the results.

There is no shame in her gaze. No performative modesty, no averted eyes, no blush. Just raw, undisguised hunger. The particular open appreciation of a woman who knows what she wants and isn’t afraid to look at it.

“Impressive,” she says. Her voice is low. Warm. The particular intimate register that turns a single word into something filthy. Her eyes stay on my cock for three full seconds before lifting to my face, and what I see there—behind the dark intelligence, behind the calculated warmth—is want. Pure, unfiltered, completely fucking honest want.

She pushes off the post. Straightens. Adjusts the strap of her bikini top with a gesture so casual it could be innocent if I believed in innocence.

“Do you need any help cleaning that?” she asks. The question is loaded. Wicked. Her lips curl in a smile that contains promises I shouldn’t want to hear, and before I can answer—before my brain can form words, before my mouth can shape them—she turns.

Walks away. Hips swaying. The black bikini cutting across her ass in a way that makes the fabric disappear into the crease, and she doesn’t look back. Doesn’t need to. The message is delivered.


Chapter 8

My room smells like resort air conditioning and the particular faint chlorine residue that follows you from the beach no matter how thoroughly you rinse. I’m standing at the window, board shorts on, towel around my neck, watching the ocean do whatever the fuck oceans do when no one’s paying attention, and my mind is a single, repeating image: Sofia leaning against a shower post with her arms crossed and her eyes on my cock.

Not glancing. Not peeking. Looking. The particular deliberate, hungry appraisal of a woman who knows exactly what she’s looking at and exactly what she wants to do with it. Three seconds of eye contact with my semi-hard dick under running water has rewired something in my nervous system, and my cock is fully hard now, pressing against the wet fabric of my board shorts with an urgency that makes thinking impossible.

The knock is soft. Deliberate. Three taps against wood with the particular measured confidence of someone who knows exactly what they’re doing and isn’t concerned about being heard. Not housekeeping—too quiet, too specific. Not Chris—he pounds. Richard announces himself. Elizabeth texts first.

I know who it is before I open the door.

Sofia stands in the hallway wearing nothing but a hotel bathrobe. White. Plush. The kind of robe that comes with rooms that cost four figures a night, wrapped around a body that makes the robe look cheap. Her dark hair is damp, pulled into a loose bun, strands falling around her neck in wet tendrils that catch the hallway light. No makeup. Or minimal—the particular casual application of a woman who doesn’t need it, who understands that her face is already a statement and everything else is commentary. Her lips are full. Slightly parted. And her smile—Jesus, her smile—is predatory. Sharp. The particular curl of a woman who has followed a scent to its source and is pleased with what she’s found.

“Hi,” she says. My name in her mouth would be different. She doesn’t use it. Doesn’t need to. The single syllable carries enough.

I step aside. She pushes past me into the room—close, her shoulder brushing my chest, the scent of her cutting through the chlorine and the air conditioning like something alive—and the door clicks shut behind her.

She turns. Looks at me. And then her hands find the belt of the robe.

It falls. Not a performance—something quicker, more decisive, the particular efficient motion of a woman who has no interest in teasing when she could be having. The white fabric pools at her feet like something defeated, and what’s left is Sofia naked, and the word “naked” doesn’t begin to cover it.

Her body is a fucking masterpiece. Golden-brown skin that holds light the way good tequila holds color—warm, rich, alive—stretching over curves that belong on Renaissance canvases and absolutely nowhere near a church. Her breasts are full, heavy, nipples dark and hard against the warm skin, and they sit with the particular defiant gravity of flesh that has earned its weight. Her stomach is flat but soft, the elegant line of it dipping into the sharp cut of her hips—wide, curved, the particular architecture of a woman built for pleasure—and between her thighs, bare, waxed smooth, the particular golden triangle that makes my throat dry and my cock throb against my shorts.

“Jesus Christ,” I breathe. The words come out wrecked. Raw. The particular unfiltered worship of a man who has just been handed something he didn’t know he was allowed to want.

Sofia smiles. That predatory curl widens, and she takes a step toward me—hips swaying, breasts moving with the particular easy rhythm of someone who has never doubted the effect she has on a room—and her hand finds my chest. Flat palm against my sternum, feeling my heartbeat through skin and bone.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about you in that shower,” she says. Her voice is low. Husky. The particular intimate register that turns a simple statement into something filthy. “That cock. That big fucking cock. I’ve been wet since I walked away.”

My hand finds her waist. Warm skin under my palm, the particular soft heat of a woman who runs hotter than the room, and I pull her to me—hard, urgent—and her mouth crashes against mine.

No tease. No slow build. Her lips are hot, hungry, all tongue and teeth and raw, unfiltered want, and she kisses like a woman who has been starving—like the hours since the shower, since the beach, since the dinner table where her eyes tracked me across candlelight, have been a drought she can’t survive. I kiss her back, hard, my hand tangling in her damp hair, pulling her closer, and her moan vibrates through my mouth—low, desperate, completely fucking honest.

My other hand finds her breast. Full, heavy, the nipple hard against my palm, and I squeeze—not gentle, not careful—and Sofia gasps against my mouth, her hips rolling against mine, seeking friction, seeking pressure. Her hand finds my chest, my shoulder, then lower—fingers tracing the cut of muscle across my stomach, dipping beneath the waistband of my board shorts, finding my cock—thick, hard, already leaking—and she wraps her hand around it through the fabric and strokes once, firm grip, and the sensation is so intense I groan into her mouth.

“Fuck,” I breathe. The word is mangled. My hand moves from her breast to her ass—round, firm, the particular perfect handful of flesh that makes my fingers dig in hard enough to leave marks—and I grip, pulling her against me, and Sofia moans—long, broken—her pussy grinding against my thigh through the thin fabric of my shorts, wet, I can feel how wet she is, soaking through the material, and the knowledge of it—Sofia Ortega wet for me, grinding against my leg, her hand on my cock—makes my vision blur at the edges.

“Your tits,” I groan against her neck. My mouth finds the soft skin below her ear, teeth grazing, and Sofia gasps, her hand tightening on my cock. “So fucking perfect. Your ass. Christ, your ass.”

She moans. A low, hungry sound that starts in her chest and vibrates through both of us, and her hips keep moving—grinding against my thigh, seeking more friction, more pressure—and my cock is throbbing in her grip, pulsing against the wet fabric, and I need more. Need her mouth. Need to feel those full lips wrapped around me, need to watch her suck me with the same hungry focus she used to look at me under the shower.

“Suck my cock,” I say. The words come out rough. Commanding. Nothing like the voice I use in polite company. My hand finds her hair, gripping at the roots, and I pull—not hard, not yet, but firm—and Sofia’s eyes darken. Something shifts in them—hunger deepening, focusing, the particular sharp intensity of a woman who has just been given an order she’s been waiting to follow.

She drops to her knees.

Her hand finds the waistband of my board shorts and yanks. They hit the floor with a wet slap. And her mouth is on my cock before I can process what’s happening.

Wet. Hot. Her lips wrap around the head, then deeper, taking me into her mouth in one hungry, desperate motion that makes my vision blur. Spit pools immediately—warm, thick, coating my cock, her chin, the inside of her lower lip—and Sofia doesn’t try to be neat. Doesn’t try to be anything but desperate. Her technique is sloppy, enthusiastic, the particular hungry abandon of a woman who gets off on the mess of it—lips sliding up and down my shaft with enough force to make wet, obscene sounds that fill the quiet room, each upward stroke accompanied by a moan that vibrates through my cock and straight to my balls.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word tears out of me, raw, unfiltered. My hand finds the back of her head—damp hair, warm scalp—and I hold her there, feeling her lips stretch around my thickness, her tongue working the underside with a hunger that borders on violent. “Your mouth. Jesus Christ, your mouth.”

She pulls back. My cock slides free with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening against the air conditioning hum, a thick string of spit connecting her lips to the head, and she looks up at me with eyes that are dark and hungry and completely fucking deranged.

“Tell me how it feels,” she says. Her voice is wrecked. Husky from the cock she just had down her throat. Her hand wraps around my shaft, strokes once, firm grip, her thumb brushing over the head where I’m leaking. “Tell me how it feels to have Miguel Ortega’s wife on her knees sucking your cock.”

The name lands between us. Heavy. Electric. The particular transgressive thrill of a woman who wants her husband in the room, who wants the weight of his name on her lips while her mouth is on another man’s dick, and something dark and possessive uncurls in my chest—hot, hungry, the particular vicious satisfaction of a man who is taking something that isn’t his and enjoying every second of the theft.

“It feels like theft,” I say. The words come out rough. Shaking. My hand tightens in her hair. “It feels like I’m stealing something expensive and the owner has no idea.”

Sofia’s smile is wicked. Triumphant. She takes me back into her mouth—deeper this time, her lips stretching 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—violent, convulsive, her whole body jerking. A wet, choked sound tears out of her, muffled by my cock buried deep in her throat, and I hold her there—one count, two, three—feeling her throat constrict around me, tight and hot and perfect, and when I pull back she gasps—ragged, desperate—spit running down her chin in thick ropes, her lips swollen, her eyes watering.

“Again,” she gasps. The word is barely audible. Raw. Her hand finds my thigh, grips hard, nails digging into muscle, and she opens her mouth. “Harder. Please. I can take it.”

I give it to her. Both hands gripping her head—fingers tangled in that dark, damp hair, pulling—I drive my cock into her mouth with strokes that are relentless, punishing. Each thrust pushes deep into her throat, holding there while she gags and struggles and takes it because she wants it, because beneath the polite composure and the pastor’s wife performance is a woman who gets off on being used in hotel rooms while her husband is God knows where.

“Your throat,” I growl. My voice is rough. Commanding. Nothing like the voice I use at dinner tables. “So fucking tight. Taking every inch. That’s it, take it.”

She gags. Again. Harder. The head of my cock hitting the back of her throat with enough force to make her whole body convulse, and spit runs everywhere—down her chin, her neck, soaking the front of her chest, dripping between her breasts in obscene rivulets. Tears streak from the corners of her eyes—not performance, not acting, the particular raw, physiological response of a throat being fucked beyond its capacity—and she doesn’t wipe them away. Doesn’t care. Her hands grip my thighs, her nails digging in hard enough to leave marks, and she moans around my cock—wet, choked, the vibration traveling up my shaft and straight to my balls.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is mangled. My hips keep moving, driving my cock into her mouth with enough force to push her head back, her neck arching, and Sofia takes it—her throat working around the intrusion with desperate, rhythmic swallows that make my vision blur. I’m treating her like a cock sleeve. A hole. Something to be used, and she’s loving every second of it, her moans getting louder, more desperate, each gag followed by a hungry inhale and her mouth diving back onto me before she’s fully recovered.

“Such a good fucking throat,” I pant. My grip on her hair is tight enough to hurt, and she moans around me—the particular broken, grateful sound of a woman who wants to be owned. “Taking it so deep. Your husband have any idea what this mouth can do?”

She moans. A long, wet, affirmative sound around my cock, and the vibration travels through me like live wire. Spit pools on the carpet between her knees. Her makeup is running—thin black streaks down her cheeks from mascara that wasn’t designed for this, for a woman on her knees with a cock down her throat and tears streaming from her eyes—and the mess of it is obscene. Beautiful. The particular catastrophic evidence of a woman coming completely undone.

And that’s when her phone buzzes.

The sound cuts through the wet, obscene symphony of her mouth on my cock like a knife. Sharp. Jarring. A particular electronic vibration from the nightstand where her leather bag sits, and Sofia’s eyes flick toward it—just a glance, quick, reflexive—and then back to me, her lips still stretched around my thickness, her throat working.

It buzzes again. Longer this time. A call, not a text.

Sofia pulls off. My cock slides free with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the sudden quiet, spit connecting her lips to the head in a thick, glistening string, and she looks at the nightstand. The screen is lit. A name. A photo.

Miguel.

Something shifts in her face. Not concern. Not guilt. Something darker, hungrier—a wicked, cruel smile that spreads across her lips like something alive, her eyes lighting up with a particular malicious delight that makes my cock pulse against her cheek.

“Answer it,” I say. The words come out rough. Commanding. My hand releases her hair, strokes her cheek where my cock has left a wet streak, and Sofia’s smile widens.

She reaches for the phone. Doesn’t wipe her chin. Doesn’t adjust her posture. Sits there on her knees with spit shining on her skin and my cock wet and hard six inches from her face, and she swipes to answer.

“Hola, mi amor.” Her voice is warm. Pleasant. Empty. The particular measured brightness of the pastor’s wife, and the transformation is so complete, so seamless, that if I couldn’t see her—if I was just hearing this voice through a door—I would believe, completely, that Sofia was sitting in a hotel room doing nothing more scandalous than applying moisturizer.

Miguel’s voice through the speaker. Muffled. The particular resonant baritone of a man who stands on stages and tells other people how to live, and Sofia listens—head tilted, expression attentive, the perfect picture of wifely focus—and her hand finds my cock.

Her fingers wrap around my shaft—still wet, still slick with spit, pre-cum leaking from the head in steady drops—and she strokes. Once. Twice. Slow, deliberate, her thumb circling the head on each upstroke, and the sensation after her mouth, after the wet heat of her throat, is almost too much—oversensitive, electric—and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning.

“Sí, claro,” Sofia says into the phone. Her voice is warm. Supportive. The particular affectionate register of a woman discussing weekend plans with her husband. “A las ocho. Perfecto.”

Her hand doesn’t stop. Up and down on my cock, firm grip, her thumb brushing over the head where I’m leaking, and the wet sound is there—muffled by the phone, by the distance, but audible to me, to her, the particular obscene slick of her hand on my wet cock while her husband’s voice drones through the speaker.

Miguel keeps talking. Something about dinner, about Richard, about the resort amenities—the particular mundane logistics of wealthy vacation—and Sofia makes the appropriate noises. “Mmhmm.” “Sí, entiendo.” “Está bien.” Each response delivered in that warm, wifely tone while her hand works my cock with the particular hungry focus of a woman who is multitasking in the most catastrophic way possible.

Then she looks up at me. Those dark, intelligent eyes locking onto mine with a focus that’s almost religious, and her lips part—slow, deliberate—and she takes me back into her mouth.

The sensation is electric. Wet heat enveloping my cock after the dry grip of her hand, and Sofia sucks—hard, hungry, her lips stretching around my thickness—and Miguel’s voice continues through the speaker, unaware, completely fucking oblivious to the fact that his wife has my cock in her mouth and is sucking it with the particular enthusiastic abandon of a college slut at a frat party.

“Mmhmm,” she moans around me. The vibration travels up my shaft, and Miguel, on the other end of the line, probably thinks she’s agreeing with something he said about resort towels. “Sí, mi amor.”

I groan. The sound is low, strangled, and Sofia’s eyes crinkle at the corners—a smile around my cock, the particular wicked satisfaction of a woman who is getting away with something spectacular—and her hand finds my balls, cupping them, feeling the tightness, and the dual sensation of her mouth and her hand is overwhelming.

“You multitask so well,” I whisper. The word is for her, low, barely audible over the wet sounds of her mouth and Miguel’s voice.

Sofia moans around me. A long, affirmative vibration that Miguel interprets as agreement, and her hand squeezes my balls—firm, deliberate—and the pressure builds at the base of my spine, that familiar electric tightening coiling tighter with each wet pull of her mouth, each stroke of her hand.

Miguel is still talking. Something about the marina, about a boat, about—Christ, I don’t know, I don’t care, the world has narrowed to nothing but Sofia’s mouth on my cock and her hand on my balls and the particular transgressive thrill of a woman answering her husband’s phone call with a dick down her throat.

She pulls back. My cock slides free with a wet sound that the phone almost masks, and she gasps—ragged, desperate—spit running down her chin, and into the phone, her voice warm, measured, completely fucking composed: “Te veo pronto, mi amor. Te quiero.”

The call ends. The screen goes dark. And Sofia looks up at me with eyes that are dark and hungry and completely fucking deranged, spit shining on her chin, her lips swollen, and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she used on the phone.

“Your cock tastes better than anything he’s ever given me,” she says. The words are raw. Honest. Her hand finds my shaft again, strokes once, firm grip, her thumb brushing over the head. “And I’m not done with it yet.”

She takes me deep. Deeper than before, her lips stretching around my thickness, her throat opening, and I feel the head hit the back and she holds it there—one count, two, three—her nose pressed against my stomach, her dark eyes looking up at me with that particular focused hunger that makes my chest tight. Then she pulls back, slow, deliberate, my cock sliding free with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the quiet room, and before I can catch my breath her lips are on the head.

Not sucking. Kissing. Soft, wet presses against the sensitive crown, her tongue tracing the slit where I’m leaking, and the contrast—after the aggressive face-fucking, after the choking, after the particular violent hunger of minutes ago—is so intense it makes my thighs tremble.

“Your cock,” she murmurs against the head. Her voice is wrecked. Husky from the throat fucking, from the phone call, from whatever reservoir of want she’s been drawing from since she walked into my room. “I could spend hours on this cock and it wouldn’t be enough.”

She kisses down the shaft. Slow, deliberate presses of her lips against the vein that runs along the underside, her tongue following, tracing the ridge with the particular attentive focus of someone mapping territory. Then back up—lips, tongue, the wet heat of her mouth enveloping the head again—and she sucks, gentle now, almost tender, her hand wrapping around the base and stroking in rhythm with her mouth.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is strangled. My hand finds her hair—damp, tangled from my grip, from the heat—and I stroke it gently, the particular caress of a man who has just been violent and is now, somehow, tender. “Your mouth, Sofia. Christ, your mouth.”

She pulls off. Looks up at me with those dark, intelligent eyes, and her smile is wicked. Satisfied. The particular curl of a woman who knows exactly what effect she’s having and is in no hurry to finish it.

“Tell me how bad you want to cum,” she says. Her hand doesn’t stop—up and down on my shaft, firm grip, her thumb circling the head on each upstroke, spreading the wetness. “Tell me how bad you want to cum on Miguel Ortega’s wife’s face.”

The name lands between us. Heavy. Electric. The particular transgressive thrill of a woman who wants her husband’s name in the room, who wants the weight of it on her lips while her hand is on another man’s cock, and something dark and possessive uncurls in my chest—hot, hungry, the particular vicious satisfaction of a man who is taking something that isn’t his and enjoying every second of the theft.

“Bad,” I breathe. The word comes out rough. Shaking. My hips buck involuntarily into her grip, and Sofia tightens her fingers, holding me still, controlling the movement. “Fuck, Sofia—I want to cover your face with it. I want you to wear it. I want Miguel to sit across from you at dinner and have no idea his wife has another man’s cum drying on her skin.”

Her smile widens. Just a fraction. Her hand speeds up—just a fraction—her grip tightening, her thumb finding the slit and spreading the wetness, and the sensation is so intense I see stars. Pre-cum pools. Drips. Soaks her palm, her fingers, and she uses it, working it into the stroke, making everything wetter, slicker, and the wet sound fills the room—obscene, rhythmic, the particular hungry symphony of a hand working a wet cock.

“I’m close,” I gasp. The words come out wrecked. Raw. My thighs are trembling, my grip on her hair tightening without meaning to, and the pressure is building—that familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine, coiling tighter with each stroke, each whispered promise, each wet sound of her hand on my cock.

“Then do it.” Her voice is a command. Rough. Certain. Her hand doesn’t stop. Up and down, firm grip, her thumb circling the head, and she looks up at me with eyes that are dark and hungry and completely fucking present. “On my face, Mark. All of it. Where I can wear it.”

I pull back. My cock slides free of her grip with a wet sound that seems deafening, and Sofia is already moving—pushing herself up on her knees, tilting her face toward me, her eyes locked on mine with that predatory focus. Her dark hair falls around her shoulders, damp, tangled, and her lips are swollen, her chin wet with spit, and she doesn’t wipe it away. Doesn’t cover herself. Sits there on her knees with her tits out and her face offered and her eyes saying yes, yes, yes.

I wrap my hand around my cock. Stroke. Once, twice, rough, desperate, and the pressure breaks.

The first rope hits her cheek—thick, hot, a white streak that lands on her golden-brown skin and slides toward her jaw. The second hits her lips, her chin, and Sofia 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 the room.

“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 Sofia is kneeling on the carpet with my cum all over her face.

White streaks on her cheeks. On her lips. Between her eyes. Dripping down her neck onto her chest, between her breasts, and she doesn’t wipe it off. Doesn’t even try. She sits there with my cum on her face and her eyes on mine and the particular satisfied glow of a woman who has been used exactly the way she wanted to be used.

She runs her tongue across her upper lip. Catches a stray drop. Swallows. And the gesture is so fucking erotic, so deliberately obscene, that I feel my cock stir again despite the emptiness, the sensitivity, the aftershocks still rolling through my thighs.

“How do I look?” she asks. Her voice is warm. Casual. The voice of a woman discussing lipstick, not cum. Her hand finds her breast—cum-streaked, golden-brown—and she traces a finger through the white, spreading it across her skin like she’s applying something expensive.

“Like a woman who just sucked another man’s cock while her husband was on the phone,” I say. The words come out rough. Honest. The particular unfiltered truth of a man who has stopped pretending.

Sofia laughs. She stands—smooth, graceful, cum dripping from her chin onto her chest—and reaches for her robe.

“I should go,” she says. Her voice is warm. She adjusts the robe, runs a hand through her tangled hair, and the performance is flawless—the particular domestic composure of a woman who has done this before, many times, in many rooms, with many men.

I nod. Can’t speak. My cock is soft, sensitive, the fabric of my board shorts rough against it where they’ve been pushed down around my thighs, and I watch her move through the room—grabbing her bag, checking her phone, the particular efficient ritual of a woman reassembling herself.

She pauses at the door. Turns. Her smile is wicked. Satisfied.

“See you around,” she says. My cum is still drying on her skin beneath the robe. I can see it—thin white lines at her throat, catching the light. “Try to behave yourself.”


Chapter 9

The resort restaurant overlooks the marina from a height that turns boats into toys and water into something that exists solely for the view. White tablecloths. Crystal glasses. The particular performative opulence of a place that charges thirty dollars for a sandwich and makes you feel privileged to pay it.

I’m picking at a club sandwich I didn’t order. Chris recommended it—the particular earnest enthusiasm of a man who believes all food is equally worthy of excitement—and now I’m dissecting it layer by layer, removing the tomato, rearranging the bacon, doing anything to keep my hands busy while my brain replays the same image on loop: Sofia Ortega on her knees with cum on her face, cum that’s probably still drying on the carpet of my room, cum that Miguel will sit across from at dinner tonight and have no idea is there.

Elizabeth sits across from me. Blonde hair loose around her shoulders, a thin gold chain at her throat catching the light. She’s wearing a white sundress that covers everything and reveals nothing, the particular calculated modesty of a pastor’s wife who understands that sometimes the most powerful statement is the absence of one. Her eyes find mine over the rim of her iced tea, and something passes between us—quick, electric, the particular knowing exchange of people who share a secret that could destroy everything.

Richard is flirting with the waitress.

It’s not subtle. Has never been subtle. Richard Blackwood’s idea of discretion is speaking slightly softer while his hand rests an inch closer to a woman’s elbow than strictly necessary, and the waitress—young, dark-haired, the particular tired professionalism of someone who has endured this exact scenario twelve times today—is doing her best to maintain boundaries while a man in a linen shirt tells her she has “the most genuine smile I’ve seen all week.”

His wedding ring catches the light. The particular obscene contrast of gold band and wandering eyes, and Elizabeth watches with the particular practiced indifference of a woman who stopped caring about her husband’s performance years ago. She sips her tea. Adjusts her napkin. The mask is perfect—warm, composed, the particular serene composure of a woman who is very interested in the marina view and not at all interested in the fact that her husband is making a resort employee uncomfortable.

Chris doesn’t notice. Of course he doesn’t. Chris lives in a world where his father is a moral authority and the waitress is just being friendly, and he’s halfway through a story about a snorkeling excursion that involves more technical details about mask fit than any story has a right to contain.

“—so the guy says the mask is too tight, right, but it’s not the mask, it’s the—”

“Elaine forwarded the donor projections this morning.” Richard’s voice cuts through Chris’s snorkeling epic with the particular confident baritone of a man who believes his words are more valuable than anyone else’s. The waitress escapes. “The campaign is finalized. We’re calling it ‘Faith in Action.’”

He says it like it’s profound. Like the phrase contains some revolutionary insight instead of the particular hollow marketing that has been printed on church bulletins since the invention of the printing press. Elizabeth nods.

“The concept is simple.” Richard leans forward. His voice drops to the particular confidential register he uses when discussing money—softer, sharper, all business beneath the warmth. “Ten percent of every donation goes directly to community outreach. Food banks. Homeless shelters. The visible, photographable work that donors want to see their money doing.”

He pauses. Lets the number land. Ten percent. One dime of every dollar.

“The remaining ninety percent,” he continues, his voice warm, measured, completely fucking sincere, “supports the administrative infrastructure necessary to facilitate God’s work. Staff salaries. Facility maintenance. Outreach coordination.” His smile is beatific. The particular radiant warmth of a man who believes his own bullshit. “And because we’re structured as a religious organization, that ninety percent is tax-exempt. Every dollar that goes to a pastor’s salary, to a church building, to a private jet—” He gestures vaguely toward the window, toward the resort, toward the particular luxury that surrounds us. “—is a dollar the government can’t touch. It’s not evasion. It’s stewardship.”

Chris is nodding. Vigorously. The particular earnest agreement of a man who has been raised in this ecosystem and has never questioned its plumbing. Elizabeth’s expression doesn’t change. Her hand rests on the table, her wedding ring catching the same light as Richard’s, and the performance is flawless—the supportive wife, the faithful partner, the woman who sits across from me at dinner with cum drying on her collarbone and a mask that never slips.

I should be disgusted. I am disgusted. But beneath the disgust, beneath the particular cold clarity of watching a man monetize faith with the casual confidence of someone selling timeshares, something warmer moves—the particular possessive satisfaction of a man who has fucked this man’s wife in every room of his church and is currently considering the logistical possibilities of his private jet.

“I need to use the restroom,” Richard says. He stands. Adjusts his shirt. The particular proprietary smoothness of a man who owns every inch of ground he walks on. “Chris? You coming?”

Chris nods. Abandons his half-eaten sandwich with the particular enthusiastic haste of a son who still seeks his father’s approval, and they’re gone—disappearing toward the back of the restaurant, Richard’s hand on Chris’s shoulder, the particular paternal guidance of a man steering his son toward the particular corruption that awaits him.

The table is quiet. Elizabeth’s eyes find mine. The mask thins—not drops, not completely, but thins, the particular careful calibration of a woman who is alone with a man who has seen her naked and is deciding how much of herself to reveal.

“You’ve been quiet,” she says. Her voice is warm. Casual. The voice she uses when the performance is reassembling. “Something on your mind?”

I could lie. Should lie. The particular calculated risk-management of a man who has spent the morning getting a blowjob from one pastor’s wife and is now sitting across from another. But something in Elizabeth’s eyes—that dark, hungry intelligence that saw through me the first time we fucked in a church bathroom—makes honesty feel like the only option.

“Sofia came to my room.” The words come out steady. Measured. The particular careful neutrality of a man delivering catastrophic news. “After the beach. After the shower.”

Elizabeth’s eyebrow arches. The particular skeptical lift of a woman who is deciding whether to be jealous and is leaning toward intrigued instead. “Did she?”

“It wasn’t conversation.” I take a sip of water. My throat is dry. “She was in a robe. Then she wasn’t. Then she was on her knees.”

The details land between us. Heavy. Electric. The shower. The hungry gaze. The robe hitting the floor. The mouth on my cock. The phone call from Miguel. The cum on her face. I deliver it in fragments, in the particular careful shorthand of people who don’t need full sentences to understand what happened in a hotel room, and Elizabeth listens with the particular focused attention of a woman who is cataloguing evidence.

When I finish, she’s smiling. Not the warm, performative smile she uses in church. Something sharper. Wicked. The particular curl of a woman who has just been handed information she can use.

“I’ve heard things about Miguel,” she says. Her voice drops. Low. A whisper that carries just far enough to reach my ears and no further. “Through the wives’ network. The particular gossip circuit that runs through megachurch families like a underground river.” She adjusts her napkin. A casual gesture that contains nothing casual. “He likes to watch. Or he likes to know. And she likes to get fucked senseless. The specifics are vague, but the pattern is consistent. Miguel Ortega marries beautiful women and then... facilitates.”

The word hangs between us. Loaded. The particular clinical euphemism for something that is neither clinical nor euphemistic.

“This confirms it.” Elizabeth’s smile widens. Just a fraction. The corners of her mouth curving in a way that contains promises I shouldn’t want to hear. “Sofia isn’t cheating. She’s performing. For him. For herself. For whoever catches her eye at the right moment.” Her hand finds her iced tea. Brings it to her lips. “You caught her eye, Mark.”

I should feel used. Should feel like a prop in someone else’s marriage, a toy being passed between consenting adults who have arrangements I’m not privy to. Instead I feel something warmer. Darker. The particular possessive satisfaction of a man who has been selected, who has been wanted, who has been given permission to take something that was offered freely.

“Fuck her brains out,” Elizabeth says. The words come out warm. Casual. Empty of jealousy. The particular generous encouragement of a woman who understands that appetite, in all its forms, is something to be fed, not contained. “If that’s what she wants. If that’s what you want. God knows the woman deserves something her husband isn’t providing.”

Richard and Chris are returning. I can see them across the restaurant—Richard’s confident stride, Chris’s boyish bounce—and Elizabeth’s mask reassembles in real time. Warmth spreading across her features, composure settling into her posture, the pastor’s wife emerging from the wreckage of our conversation like nothing happened.

“Just be discreet,” she adds. The last whisper before the performance resumes. “Some secrets are more fun when they’re actually secret.”

They reach the table. Richard drops into his seat with the particular expansive satisfaction of a man who has just used a bathroom and believes the experience was noteworthy. Chris resumes his snorkeling story mid-sentence, and the lunch continues—sandwiches, iced tea, the particular performative normalcy of a Christian family on vacation—and beneath it all, beneath the white tablecloths and the crystal glasses and the marina view, something warm and dark and alive is growing.


Chapter 10

The resort at night is a different animal. The pool lights cast blue ripples across empty water. The bar is louder, drunker, the particular performative revelry of people who believe vacation means permission. I’m walking the pathways between buildings with no destination, a drink in my hand I’m not drinking, and my mind is a single, repeating command: fuck her brains out.

Elizabeth’s words. Warm. Casual. The particular generous encouragement of a woman who understands that appetite, in all its forms, is something to be fed, not contained. I’ve been turning it over since lunch—the image of Sofia on her knees, the cum on her face, the particular hungry focus in her eyes when she looked at my cock—and my body is ahead of my brain, my cock hard against my thigh, pressing against denim with an urgency that makes walking straight a challenge.

The pathways are lit by soft, recessed lighting that turns the tropical foliage into something staged. Palm shadows on concrete. The scent of night-blooming jasmine cutting through the salt air. I round a corner toward the east wing, where the restaurants thin out and the rooms get quieter, and that’s when I see her.

Sofia.

She’s alone. Walking with the particular confident stride of a woman who owns every inch of ground she walks on, her hips swaying in a dress that the word “crimson” doesn’t begin to cover—deep, arterial, the fabric clinging to every curve like it was painted on. Her dark hair is loose, falling over one shoulder in a glossy cascade that catches the pathway lights, and when she turns her head the hair moves like water, settling against the golden-brown skin of her neck.

She hasn’t seen me. Her hand rests on the railing of a short staircase that leads to the lobby annex, and I watch her climb—one step, two, the dress pulling tight across her ass with each movement, the fabric straining—and something in my chest tightens. Hot. Hungry. The particular possessive impulse of a man who has been given permission to take what he wants.

I follow. Quick. Quiet. My drink abandoned on a planter, and I catch her at the top of the stairs, my hand finding her waist from behind—warm skin through thin fabric, the particular soft heat of a woman who runs hotter than the night—and she doesn’t startle. Doesn’t gasp. Just goes still, her body tense for one suspended second, and then she relaxes against me with the particular deliberate surrender of someone who has been waiting for this.

“Bathroom,” I say against her ear. The word is rough. Commanding. Nothing like the voice I use in polite company. “Now.”

She doesn’t answer. Doesn’t need to. Her hand finds mine—warm, soft, fingers interlacing—and she leads me through a set of double doors into the lobby annex, past a vacant concierge desk, down a short hallway to a door marked with the particular universal symbol of human waste disposal.

The bathroom is empty. The door clicks shut behind us and Sofia turns and her mouth crashes against mine.

No tease. No slow build. Her lips are hot, hungry, all tongue and teeth and raw, unfiltered want, and she kisses like a woman who has been starving. I kiss her back, hard, my hand tangling in her hair, pulling her closer, and her moan vibrates through my mouth—low, desperate, completely fucking honest.

My other hand finds the zipper of her dress. Pulls. The fabric parts—slow, then fast, the particular surrendering give of expensive material—and the dress slides down her body, pooling at her feet like something defeated, and what’s left is Sofia Ortega in a black thong and nothing else, her breasts bare, full, heavy, nipples hard against the warm skin, and the sight of her—half-naked in a resort bathroom, her dark hair tangled from my grip, her lips swollen from the kiss—makes my vision blur at the edges.

“Fuck,” I breathe. The word is worship. My hand finds her breast—full, heavy, the nipple hard against my palm—and I squeeze, not gentle, not careful, and Sofia gasps against my mouth, her hips rolling against mine, seeking friction, seeking pressure.

I back her against the wall. Hard. Her shoulder blades hit the tile with a soft thud, and I lift her—one arm under her thighs, one behind her back—and Sofia’s legs wrap around my waist, locking behind me, her pussy grinding against the front of my shorts, and I can feel how wet she is—soaking through the thin fabric, hot, hungry—and the knowledge of it, Sofia Ortega wet for me, grinding against my cock through denim, makes my thighs tremble.

“These off,” she gasps. Her hand finds the waistband of my shorts, yanking, and I help—kicking them down, stepping out of them, my cock springing free, thick, hard, already leaking—and then I’m lining up. The head of my cock finds her entrance—wet, hot, swollen—and I push.

One thrust. Deep. To the hilt. My cock drives into her pussy to the base and holds there, grinding, and Sofia cries out—a broken, desperate sound that the tile absorbs but the door probably doesn’t—her legs locking around my waist, her nails digging into my shoulders hard enough to leave marks.

“God,” she gasps. Her forehead drops to my shoulder. 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. “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 wall, and the wet sounds fill the bathroom—obscene, rhythmic, the slap of skin on skin and the squelch of my cock driving into her soaked pussy over and over. Sofia’s moans come in time with each impact. Low. Broken. Completely unrestrained. Her tits bounce with each thrust, nipples hard, 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. The voice I use when the mask comes off. “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 wall, each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy, and Sofia takes it—her nails digging into my shoulders, her legs tightening around my waist, her hips rolling to meet each stroke. The tile is cold against her back, against my hands where they grip her ass, and the contrast—cold tile, hot skin, the wet heat of her pussy around my cock—is dizzying.

“Tell me what you are,” I demand. My voice is shaking. My thighs are burning. Each thrust drives my cock into her pussy with enough force to push her against the wall, and Sofia’s moans are getting louder, more desperate, the particular broken rhythm of a woman building toward something massive.

“Yours,” she gasps. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. Her pussy clenches around me in a violent pulse. “Fuck—yours—just a hole for your cock—”

“Then take it.” I thrust harder. Deeper. My hand finds her throat—not gentle, fingers pressing into the soft tissue, cutting off blood just enough to narrow her world—and Sofia gasps, her pussy clenching around me in another violent pulse. “Take every inch. This is what you wanted. This is what you came looking for.”

She’s close. I can feel it—the tension in her thighs, the hitch in her breathing, the way her walls grip me tighter with each thrust, rhythmically, pre-orgasmic pulses that are getting stronger, wetter, and her moans are turning into whimpers—high, desperate sounds that are half pleasure, half pain—and I don’t slow down. Don’t ease up. Keep fucking her against the wall with strokes that are relentless, punishing, each one driving my cock into that spot that makes her see stars.

“I’m coming,” she gasps. The words are barely audible, choked around my fingers. Her pussy is clenching around me in violent, rhythmic pulses—strong, relentless, getting stronger—and I feel it building, the particular telltale tension of a woman on the edge, and then she breaks.

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

“FUCK!” Her voice tears out of her, unrestrained, and she collapses against my chest, her forehead pressed to my shoulder, her chest heaving, tears streaking from the corners of her eyes, her body shaking with aftershocks.

I don’t stop.

Couldn’t if I wanted to. My hips keep moving. Deep, relentless strokes that drive my cock into her oversensitive, clenching pussy, and Sofia 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 push her against the wall, and she sobs, her body trembling beneath me, oversensitive and overwhelmed and getting wetter with each thrust. “You’re taking it so good, Sofia. 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 coiling tighter with each stroke—but I’m not close. Not yet. My cock is hard, throbbing, demanding more, and the wall is starting to feel limiting, the position starting to strain, and I want her somewhere else. Somewhere I can really fuck her.

I’m not done yet.

I pull out. Fast. My cock slides free of her pussy with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening against the tile, and Sofia gasps—a sharp, broken inhale—her body still trembling against the wall, oversensitive and overwhelmed. Before she can catch her breath, I’m turning her.

Hands on her hips. Spinning her away from the wall, toward the counter—granite, cold, the particular unforgiving surface of a resort bathroom vanity—and I bend her over it. One smooth motion that has her palms flat on the stone, her ass in the air, her pussy glistening and swollen and completely bare, and the view from behind is devastating. The curve of her spine. The roundness of her ass. The wet, obscene evidence of what I’ve been doing to her against the wall, and I line up—cock against her entrance, wet, hot—and push.

One thrust. Deep. To the hilt. My cock drives into her pussy from behind with enough force to push her forward on the counter, and Sofia cries out—a broken, desperate sound that the granite absorbs but carries—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 Sofia moans, loud, the sound tearing out of her throat and carrying through the bathroom, through the door, to whoever might be listening. My other hand finds her throat. Fingers pressing into the soft tissue, cutting off blood just enough to narrow her world, and she gasps—wet, broken—her pussy clenching around my cock in a violent pulse.

“Tell me what you are,” I growl. My voice is rough. Commanding. Nothing like the voice I use in polite company. “Tell me what this pussy is for.”

“Your cock,” she gasps. The words tear out of her, raw, honest. Her pussy clenches around me in another violent pulse. “Just—fuck—just a hole for your cock—”

I thrust harder. Deeper. Each stroke drives my cock into her pussy with enough force to push her against the counter, and the wet sounds fill the bathroom—obscene, rhythmic, the slap of skin on skin and the squelch of my cock driving into her soaked pussy over and over. Sofia’s moans come in time with each impact. Low. Broken. Completely unrestrained. Her tits hang beneath her, swinging with each thrust, and I reach around—hand finding her breast, squeezing, pinching her nipple—and she cries out, her pussy clenching around me in another pulse.

And that’s when I see her.

Through the crack in the door. A sliver of space between the frame and the hinges, no wider than a finger, and in that sliver—a face. Blonde hair. Dark eyes. Elizabeth.

She’s watching. Her eye pressed to the gap, her breath fogging the polished wood, and her hand—Jesus Christ, her hand—is between her legs. I can see it—the particular rhythmic movement beneath her dress, her fingers working herself through thin fabric, and the harder I fuck Sofia, the faster Elizabeth’s hand moves.

Our eyes lock through the crack. One suspended second of contact—Elizabeth’s dark, hungry gaze meeting mine across a bathroom stall while her fingers move between her legs and my cock drives into another woman’s pussy—and something electric passes between us. Hot. Hungry. The particular transgressive thrill of a woman watching her lover fuck someone else and getting off on it.

I look back at Sofia. Her face is pressed against the counter, her eyes closed, her mouth open, and she has no idea Elizabeth is there. No idea that every moan, every thrust, every dirty word is being witnessed by the woman who told me to fuck her brains out, and the knowledge of it—Elizabeth watching, Elizabeth touching herself, Elizabeth’s eyes on my cock as it disappears into Sofia’s pussy—feeds something in me that makes my grip tighten and my strokes get harder.

I pull Sofia’s hair. Harder. Yanking her head back until her spine arches, and my hand finds her throat again—fingers pressing, cutting off blood—and I lean down, my mouth against her ear, and what comes out is for both of them. For Sofia’s ears and Elizabeth’s eyes.

“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 throat squeezed while I fuck this tight pussy? Your husband have any idea what his wife sounds like when she’s getting used like a cock sleeve?”

Sofia moans. A long, broken sound that vibrates through both of us. Her pussy clenches around me in rhythmic, pulsing waves—getting stronger, wetter, the particular telltale tension of a woman building toward something massive—and through the door crack, Elizabeth’s hand is moving faster. I can see it—the particular desperate rhythm of a woman chasing her own peak, her eyes locked on my cock as it drives into Sofia over and over.

I slap her ass. Hard. A sharp crack that echoes off the tile and makes Sofia’s whole body jerk.

“Fuck!” she cries out. Loud. Unrestrained. The sound carries, and Elizabeth’s breath catches—I can hear it, a sharp inhale through the door—and her hand moves faster.

“Again,” Sofia 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 red handprint on the pale flesh of her ass, and Sofia sobs—actual sobs, tears streaming down her cheeks, 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.

“I’m coming,” she gasps. The words are barely audible. Raw. Her pussy is clenching around me in violent, pre-orgasmic pulses—strong, relentless, getting stronger—and I can feel it building, the particular telltale tension of a woman on the edge, and through the door crack, Elizabeth’s hand is a blur—desperate, frantic, her eyes dark and focused and completely fucking present.

“Then come,” I command. My voice is rough. Certain. My hips snap forward with enough force to shake the counter, each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy, and Sofia breaks.

Hard. Violently. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches so hard her tits press into the counter, her ass pushing back against me, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves—stronger than before, relentless, milking me so hard I groan. The sound she makes is half scream, half sob. Raw. Desperate. The sound of a woman coming completely undone on a bathroom counter with handprints on her ass and a cock buried deep in her pussy.

And through the door—a gasp. Sharp. Broken. Elizabeth’s body goes stiff, her hand still between her legs, and I watch her face through the crack as she comes—eyes rolling back, lips parting, the particular shattered ecstasy of a woman who has just gotten off watching her lover fuck someone else, and the sight of it—Elizabeth coming while watching me fuck Sofia—pushes me over the edge.

The pressure breaks. That electric coil at the base of my spine winds to snapping, and I’m there—on the edge, right there, my cock throbbing inside Sofia’s clenching, milking pussy—and with one final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and cum.

Harder than I’ve ever cum in my life. The first pulse hits deep inside her—thick, hot, driving another pulse of cum out of her pussy as her walls clamp down—and I groan—a low, strangled sound that tears out of me from somewhere primal—and the second pulse is stronger, driving another thick jet deep into her, and I keep thrusting, shallow, riding it out, each contraction driving another rope of cum into Sofia’s pussy while she shakes and whimpers and takes every drop.

“Fuck,” I breathe. The word is wrecked. Raw. My cock jerks inside her, pulsing, each aftershock weaker than the last but no less intense, and Sofia collapses onto the counter—chest heaving, tears streaming, her body shaking with the force of what just happened to her—and through the door crack, Elizabeth is gone.

The sliver of space is empty. Just polished wood and the faint scent of her perfume lingering in the air, and the particular hollow satisfaction of a woman who got exactly what she came for and left without being seen.

I pull out. Slow. My cock slides free of Sofia’s pussy with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the sudden quiet, and cum follows—thick, white, dripping down her thighs onto the bathroom floor—and Sofia gasps, a sharp, broken inhale, and collapses against the counter.

Neither of us speaks. The bathroom is quiet except for our breathing—ragged, syncing slowly—and the distant sound of resort music from speakers hidden in potted palms. My cock is soft, sensitive, cum dripping from the head onto the tile, and Sofia’s body is a map of what just happened—handprints on her ass, tear streaks on her cheeks, cum between her thighs—and the mess of it is obscene. Beautiful. The particular catastrophic evidence of something that can’t be taken back.

Sofia pushes herself up. Turns. Her dark hair is tangled, her makeup is ruined, and her smile—behind the tears, behind the cum, behind the particular shattered composure of a woman who just got fucked past coherence—is wicked. Satisfied. The particular curl of a woman who has been used exactly the way she wanted to be used.

“We should clean up,” she says. Her voice is warm. Casual. She reaches for her dress and begins the particular efficient ritual of reassembly.

I watch her. My heart is racing. My skin is slick with sweat. My cock is soft and sensitive and cum is drying on the tile between my feet, and the weight of what just happened settles into my bones like something permanent.

Elizabeth watched. Elizabeth came. Elizabeth told me to fuck Sofia’s brains out and then positioned herself to enjoy the show, and the particular calculated wickedness of it—the particular way both women used each other, used me, used the particular catastrophic geometry of desire—feels less like sin and more like sacrament.

I pull up my shorts. Adjust myself. The fabric is rough against sensitive skin, and Sofia is smoothing her dress, running a hand through her tangled hair, and the transformation is seamless—Sofia Ortega, pastor’s wife, emerging from the wreckage of a bathroom fuck like nothing happened.

She pauses at the door. Turns. Her smile is the same wicked curl, but there’s something softer in it now. Warmer. The particular satisfied glow of a woman who has been thoroughly used and is already thinking about the next time.

“Come find me when you’re horny again,” she says.


Chapter 11

The hallway outside Sofia’s suite is quiet in the way expensive hotels get quiet—thick carpet, recessed lighting, the particular hushed opulence that makes footsteps sound like trespass. My knock is soft. Deliberate. Three taps against dark wood that feel obscenely loud against the silence, and I wait with my heart hammering against my ribs and my cock already hard against my thigh because I know, after the bathroom, after Elizabeth’s hand between her legs in the doorway, that whatever Sofia wants tonight, I’m giving it to her.

The door opens. Sofia stands in the frame wearing a robe—white, plush, the particular resort issue that costs more than the room—and her smile is the same wicked curl from the shower, from the bathroom, from every catastrophic exchange we’ve had since the lobby. But something in her eyes is different. Sharper. Hungrier. The particular focused intensity of a woman who has something to show me.

“Come in,” she says. Her voice is warm. Casual. The voice of a woman inviting a friend for wine, not a man who fucked her against a bathroom counter hours earlier. I step past her, and the air conditioning hits me—cool, filtered—and then I see him.

Miguel.

He’s sitting in a chair. Not casually, not comfortably—bound. Ropes around his wrists, secured to the wooden arms, his ankles tied to the front legs. He’s fully clothed. Linen pants, a loose white shirt, the particular vacation casual of a man who believes he is in control of his surroundings. Except he isn’t. His face is pale. Slick with a thin sheen of sweat that catches the lamplight, and his eyes—those dark, authoritative eyes that scan congregations from pulpits—are wide. Fixed. Tracking me as I step into the room with the particular horrified focus of a man watching a predator enter his home.

My blood goes electric. Actually electric—a cold, sharp jolt that starts in my chest and radiates outward, and my cock stiffens against my shorts with an urgency that overrides everything else in the room.

“He likes to watch,” Sofia says. The words land between us. Heavy. Loaded. She closes the door behind me with a soft click that seems deafening in the quiet room. “Elizabeth told you, didn’t she? The wives’ network. The gossip.” Her smile widens. The particular satisfied curl of a woman who has been holding a secret and is thrilled to finally share it. “He likes to know. To see. To sit there while another man fucks his wife. While another man makes his wife orgasm and moan. While another man cums deep in her pussy.”

Miguel doesn’t speak. Doesn’t deny it. His jaw is tight, his breathing shallow, and the ropes around his wrists are pulling against the wood with enough tension to whiten his knuckles. Not struggling. Holding on.

Something dark uncurls in my chest. Hot. Hungry. The particular possessive satisfaction of a man who has just been handed permission to destroy something expensive, and I turn to Miguel with a smile that feels nothing like the smile I wear in polite company.

“You like watching your wife get fucked?” My voice is steady. Casual. The particular conversational tone of a man asking about the weather. “That why you married her? So you could sit in chairs while men with bigger cocks than yours ruin her?”

Miguel’s face tightens. A muscle jumps in his jaw, and his eyes drop to the floor for one suspended second before forcing themselves back to mine with the particular desperate defiance of a man who knows he’s already lost.

I turn to Sofia. Her robe is open at the front—not fully, just enough to show the curve of her breast beneath thin fabric—and I don’t bother with the belt. I grab the collar and tear.

The fabric gives with a sharp, satisfying rip that fills the quiet room, and the robe splits down the front, hanging off her shoulders in tatters, and what’s left is Sofia Ortega naked—golden-brown skin, full breasts, the particular defiant gravity of her body rendered in the lamplight with the clarity of something I was meant to devour.

“Fuck,” I breathe. The word is worship. Raw. My hands find her waist—warm skin under my palms—and I pull her to me, hard, urgent, and her mouth crashes against mine.

She kisses like a woman who has been waiting for this—for the ropes, for the chair, for the particular catastrophic theater of her husband bound and watching—and I kiss her back, harder, my hand tangling in her hair, pulling, and her moan vibrates through my mouth.

I back her toward the bed. Three steps, four, her bare feet silent on the carpet, and when her calves hit the mattress I push. Hard. She falls backward onto the sheets with the particular surrendering weight of someone who has stopped pretending, and I’m on her before the mattress stops moving.

My mouth finds her neck. Teeth grazing the soft skin below her ear, and Sofia gasps—a sharp, broken sound—her back arching off the mattress, her hands finding my shoulders, gripping hard enough to leave marks. I bite harder. Suck. Marking her skin with the particular possessive hunger of a man who wants her husband to see the evidence tomorrow, and Sofia moans—low, desperate—her hips rolling against mine, seeking friction, seeking pressure.

“Tell him what you are,” I growl against her neck. My voice is rough. Commanding. My hand finds her breast—full, heavy, the nipple hard against my palm—and I squeeze, not gentle, not careful, and Sofia cries out.

“His wife,” she gasps. The words are raw. Honest. Her pussy grinds against my thigh through the thin fabric of my shorts, wet, I can feel how wet she is, and the knowledge of it—Sofia Ortega soaking for me while her husband watches from a chair—makes my vision blur.

“Wrong.” I bite her neck again. Harder. My hand moves from her breast to her throat—fingers pressing into the soft tissue, cutting off blood just enough to narrow her world—and Sofia gasps, her pussy clenching against nothing, and through the haze I hear a sound from the chair—a low, strangled noise that might be Miguel breathing, might be Miguel dying, and I don’t care which.

I yank my shorts down. Kick them off. My cock springs free—thick, hard, already leaking—and I line up. The head finds her entrance—wet, hot, swollen—and I push.

One thrust. Deep. To the hilt. My cock drives into her pussy to the base and holds there, grinding, and Sofia screams—a broken, desperate sound that the mattress absorbs but the walls don’t—her back arching off the sheets, her legs coming up, wrapping around my waist, locking me against her.

“Fuck,” she gasps. Her forehead drops to my shoulder. Her pussy grips me like a vise—tight, wet, perfect, clenching around my cock in rhythmic pulses that feel like she’s trying to pull me deeper. “God—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 mattress, and the wet sounds fill the room—obscene, rhythmic, the slap of skin on skin and the squelch of my cock driving into her soaked pussy over and over. Sofia’s moans come in time with each impact. Low. Broken. Completely unrestrained. Her tits bounce with each thrust, nipples hard, and I grab one and squeeze and she cries out, her pussy clenching around me in a pulse that makes my vision blur.

“Your pussy,” I growl. My voice is shaking. My thighs are burning. Each thrust drives my cock deep into her, my balls slapping against her ass with each impact, and I turn my head toward the chair. Toward Miguel. His face is pale. Slick. His eyes are wide, fixed on the point where my cock disappears into his wife, and something dark and triumphant surges through my chest.

“You seeing this?” I pant between thrusts. My hips keep moving, driving my cock into Sofia’s pussy with enough force to shake the bed, and Miguel doesn’t answer. Can’t answer. His jaw is clenched so tight the tendons in his neck stand out like cords. “Your wife’s pussy. Taking every inch. She likes it rough. You know that? She likes being choked. Being used. Being fucked by a man who doesn’t give a shit about your tax exemptions.”

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

I give her harder. My hips snap forward with enough force to push her against the headboard, each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy, and Sofia takes it—her nails digging into my shoulders, her legs tightening around my waist, her hips rolling to meet each stroke. The bed creaks. The ropes on the chair creak. Miguel’s breathing is ragged, shallow, and I can hear it over the wet sounds of my cock driving into his wife—the particular desperate rhythm of a man coming apart.

“I’m coming,” Sofia gasps. Her voice is wrecked. Raw. Her pussy is clenching around me in violent, pre-orgasmic pulses—strong, relentless, getting stronger—and I can feel it building, the particular telltale tension of a woman on the edge, and I thrust harder. Deeper. My hand finds her throat again—fingers pressing, cutting off blood—and Sofia gasps, her pussy clenching around me in a violent pulse.

“Then come.” The word is a command. Rough. Certain. My hips keep moving, relentless, driving my cock into that spot that makes her see stars, and Sofia breaks.

Hard. Violently. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches off the mattress so hard her tits point at the ceiling, her legs locking around my waist, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves—strong, relentless, milking me so hard I groan. The sound she makes is primal. Raw. A long, broken wail that echoes off the walls and fills the room and Miguel makes a sound—a low, strangled groan that might be pain, might be arousal, might be both—and Sofia collapses back onto the mattress, her chest heaving, tears streaking from the corners of her eyes, her body shaking with aftershocks.

I don’t stop.

Couldn’t if I wanted to. My hips keep moving. Deep, relentless strokes that drive my cock into her oversensitive, clenching pussy, and Sofia 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 push her against the mattress, and she sobs, her body trembling beneath me, oversensitive and overwhelmed and getting wetter with each thrust. “You’re taking it so good, Sofia. Your husband’s watching. He’s seeing everything. Every inch. Every sound. Every time this pussy clenches around my cock.”

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 coiling tighter with each stroke—but I’m not close. Not yet. My cock is hard, throbbing, demanding more, and Miguel is still in the chair, still bound, still watching with the particular shattered focus of a man who has just witnessed his wife come apart on another man’s cock.

I’m nowhere near done.

My hand finds her throat. Fingers pressing into the soft tissue with enough force to cut off blood, to narrow her world to nothing but the cock inside her and the pressure on her windpipe, and Sofia gasps—a wet, broken sound—her pussy clenching around me in a violent pulse.

“That’s it,” I growl. My voice is rough. Low. The voice I use when the mask comes off completely, when whatever civilized performance I maintain for the world crumbles to nothing. “Choke on it. Choke on my cock while your husband watches.”

I tighten my grip. Her carotid pulses against my palm—fast, frantic, the particular desperate rhythm of a body running on adrenaline and oxygen deprivation—and Sofia’s eyes roll back. Just slightly. The whites showing beneath her lashes, and her pussy grips me tighter, clenching in rhythmic pulses that feel like she’s trying to pull me deeper.

“Look at him,” I pant between thrusts. My hips keep moving, driving my cock into her pussy with enough force to push her against the mattress, and Sofia’s eyes—half-lidded, unfocused—drag toward the chair. Toward Miguel. His face is a study in shattered composure—pale, slick, his jaw clenched so tight the muscles in his temples jump with each beat of his heart. “He’s seeing everything. Every time this pussy clenches. Every time you gasp. Every time you take my cock deeper than he’s ever been.”

Sofia moans. A long, broken sound that vibrates through her throat against my palm, and her hips roll against mine, seeking more pressure, more friction, more of everything, and I give it to her. Harder thrusts. Deeper. My hand tightens on her throat, and her pussy clenches around me in another violent pulse.

“I’m coming,” she gasps. The words are barely audible. Raw. Her voice shot from screaming, from choking, from the particular catastrophic overstimulation of a body pushed past its limits. “Fuck—Mark—I’m coming again—”

“Then come.” My grip tightens. One final squeeze that cuts off her air completely, and Sofia’s entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches off the mattress, her tits pointing at the ceiling, her legs locking around my waist, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves—stronger than the first time, relentless, milking me so hard I groan. The sound she makes is half scream, half sob. Raw. Desperate. The sound of a woman coming completely undone with a hand around her throat and a cock buried deep in her pussy and her husband bound to a chair six feet away.

I release her throat. Sofia gasps—a ragged, desperate inhale that fills her lungs with a sound like tearing paper—and she collapses back onto the mattress, her chest heaving, tears streaming from the corners of her eyes, her body shaking with aftershocks so violent the bed creaks beneath us.

I pull out. Fast. My cock slides free of her pussy with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the sudden quiet, and cum follows—thick, white, dripping down her thighs onto the sheets—and Sofia whimpers, a high, broken sound that might be pleasure, might be pain, might be both.

But I’m not done. Nowhere near done.

My hand finds her hair. Grips at the roots, and I pull—hard—yanking her head off the pillow, and Sofia gasps, her eyes wide, still dazed from the orgasm, from the choking, from whatever catastrophic state her nervous system is currently occupying.

“On your knees,” I command. The word is rough. Certain. I release her hair, and Sofia moves—slow, unsteady, her body trembling—and she pushes herself onto her knees on the mattress, facing me, her dark hair tangled, her lips swollen, cum streaking her inner thighs, and the sight of her—Sofia Ortega on her knees, wrecked, used, completely fucking surrendered—makes my cock throb against my stomach.

I step off the bed. Stand beside it. My cock is wet, slick with her cum, still hard, still demanding, and I grab her hair again—both hands this time, gripping at the roots—and I pull her forward onto my cock.

No tease. No slow build. I drive my cock into her mouth with a single, forceful thrust that pushes the head straight into her throat, and Sofia gags.

Violently. Her whole body jerks. A wet, choked sound tears out of her, muffled by my cock buried deep in her mouth, and I hold her there—one count, two, three—feeling her throat constrict around me, tight and hot and perfect, and when I pull back she gasps—ragged, desperate—spit running down her chin in thick ropes.

“Again,” she gasps. The word is barely audible. Raw. Her eyes are watering, mascara streaking down her cheeks in thin black lines, and she opens her mouth. “Please—fuck my throat—”

I give it to her. Both hands controlling her head, I drive my cock into her mouth with strokes that are relentless, punishing. Each thrust pushes deep into her throat, holding there while she gags and struggles and takes it because she wants it, because beneath the pastor’s wife performance is a woman who gets off on being used in hotel rooms while her husband watches from a chair.

“Your throat,” I growl. My voice is shaking. My thighs are trembling. Each thrust drives my cock into her mouth with enough force to push her head back, her neck arching, and Sofia takes it—her hands gripping my thighs, her nails digging in hard enough to leave marks, her throat working around the intrusion with desperate, rhythmic swallows that make my vision blur.

Spit pools everywhere. Down her chin. Her neck. Between her breasts in obscene rivulets that catch the lamplight. Tears streak from the corners of her eyes—not performance, not acting, the particular raw, physiological response of a throat being fucked beyond its capacity—and she doesn’t wipe them away. Doesn’t care. Her moans around my cock are wet, choked, the vibration traveling up my shaft and straight to my balls.

“Look at him,” I pant between thrusts. My grip on her hair is tight enough to hurt, and I turn her head—forcefully, my hands controlling the angle—until her eyes, watery and unfocused, are pointed toward the chair. Toward Miguel.

His face is completely fucking broken. Pale. Slick. His eyes wide and fixed on the point where my cock disappears into his wife’s mouth, and the ropes around his wrists are pulling against the wood with enough tension to turn his knuckles white.

“Your husband,” I groan. My hips keep moving, driving my cock into Sofia’s throat with enough force to make her whole body convulse with each thrust. “Watching his wife suck another man’s cock. Watching her choke on it. Watching her take every inch like she was built for it.” I thrust harder. Deeper. The head of my cock hitting the back of her throat with enough force to push her head back, and Sofia gags—violently, convulsively—spit spraying from her lips in a thick, obscene arc that lands on the sheets between us. “Because she was, Miguel. She was built for this. Not for your tax exemptions. Not for your donor strategies. For this. For my cock down her throat while you sit there and watch.”

Miguel makes a sound. A low, strangled groan that might be pain, might be arousal, might be the particular catastrophic dissolution of a man watching his entire constructed identity crumble in real time, and the sound feeds something in me—dark, hungry, the particular vicious satisfaction of a predator who has cornered prey and is in no hurry to finish the kill.

Sofia is struggling now. Not fighting—taking, but at the edge of her capacity, her throat working around my cock with desperate, rhythmic swallows that are getting weaker, her breathing ragged between thrusts, spit and pre-cum coating her chin, her neck, the inside of her lower lip in a glistening mess that makes her look used in the most literal sense of the word.

I should stop. Should pull back, give her air, let her recover. But the sight of her—Sofia Ortega on her knees with my cock buried in her throat, tears streaming, spit shining on her skin, completely fucking wrecked—and Miguel in the chair, bound, watching, coming apart—pushes me past whatever merciful impulse might have existed three weeks ago in a church bathroom.

I keep going. Harder. Deeper. Each thrust drives my cock into her throat with enough force to push her head back, her neck arching, and Sofia takes it—her hands gripping my thighs, her nails digging in, her body trembling with the effort of accommodating what I’m doing to her—and the wet, obscene sounds fill the room. Gagging. Choking. The particular desperate rhythm of a throat being used beyond its capacity, and beneath it all, the creak of ropes against wood as Miguel pulls against his bonds with the particular futile resistance of a man who cannot look away.

My cock is throbbing. Hard. Demanding. The pressure is building at the base of my spine—that familiar, electric tightening coiling tighter with each thrust into Sofia’s throat, each gag, each wet sound—but I’m not ready. Not yet. I have one more thing to do before I’m done.

I pull out. Fast. My cock slides free of her mouth with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the sudden quiet, and Sofia collapses forward, her forehead against my thigh, her chest heaving, spit and pre-cum dripping from her chin onto the carpet between her knees.

“God,” she gasps. The word is wrecked. Raw. Her voice shot from the throat fucking, barely recognizable, and she looks up at me with eyes that are dark and watery and completely fucking present. “Your cock. I can’t get enough of it. I’ll never get enough of it.”

I stroke myself. Once. Twice. Rough, desperate, my hand wrapped around my wet cock, feeling the tightness, the urgency, and I look at Miguel. His face is a study in shattered composure. Pale. Slick. His eyes wide and fixed on my hand as it moves on my cock, on the wet, glistening evidence of what I’ve been doing to his wife, and something dark and triumphant surges through my chest.

The pressure breaks. That electric coil at the base of my spine winds to snapping, and I’m there—on the edge, right there, my cock throbbing in my grip, each rough stroke driving me closer—and I turn to Sofia.

She’s still on her knees. Chest heaving. Dark hair tangled. Spit shining on her chin, her neck, the inside of her lower lip, and her eyes are dark and hungry and completely fucking waiting. She tilts her face up. Opens her mouth. An offering. A surrender. The particular obscene invitation of a woman who wants to be marked.

I aim.

The first rope hits her right cheek—thick, hot, a white streak that lands on her golden-brown skin and slides toward her jaw. The second hits her lips, her chin, and Sofia opens wider—actually opens her mouth—and the third pulse lands on her tongue, white and thick, and she moans around it, the sound vibrating through the room.

“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 collarbone, between her breasts, and I keep stroking, riding it out, until I’m empty and shaking and Sofia is kneeling on the mattress with my cum all over her face.

White streaks on her cheeks. On her lips. Between her eyes. Dripping down her neck onto her chest, between her breasts, and she doesn’t wipe it off. Doesn’t even try. She sits there with my cum on her face and her eyes on mine and the particular satisfied glow of a woman who has been used exactly the way she wanted to be used.

She runs her tongue across her upper lip. Catches a stray drop. Swallows. And the gesture is so fucking erotic, so deliberately obscene, that I feel my cock stir again despite the emptiness, the sensitivity, the aftershocks still rolling through my thighs.

I look over at the chair.

Miguel.

His face is unrecognizable. Or it is recognizable—the same features, the same bone structure—but something has been carved out of it. Something essential. His skin is pale, almost gray, slick with a sheen of sweat that catches the lamplight and makes him look like something excavated. His eyes are wide. Fixed. Staring at the point where my cum is drying on his wife’s face with the particular shattered focus of a man who has just watched the foundation of his existence crumble in real time.

The ropes around his wrists have cut into his skin. Thin red lines where the fibers have bitten deep, and his knuckles are white, his fingers curled into claws against the wooden arms, and he’s breathing—shallow, ragged, the particular desperate rhythm of someone trying not to hyperventilate and failing.

A surge of something courses through me. Dark. Triumphant. The particular electric satisfaction of power—not the performative power of a man on a stage, not the administrative power of a pastor with a donor list, but the raw, biological power of a man who has taken something that wasn’t his and broken its owner in the process. It fills my chest. My throat. My fucking fingertips, and I stand there with cum on my hand and my cock soft against my thigh and I feel, for the first time since I walked into that church bathroom three weeks ago, completely fucking alive.

I walk toward him.

I stop in front of the chair. Looking down at him. Miguel’s eyes drag up to mine—slow, forced, the particular agonizing effort of a man who would rather look anywhere else—and what I see there isn’t anger. Isn’t hatred. It’s something emptier. The particular hollow devastation of a man who has just been shown, in the most graphic possible terms, exactly what he is.

“Hey.” My voice is level. Completely level. “I’m gonna go fuck your wife’s brains out on camera tomorrow with my other girlfriend. Hope you don’t mind.”

Miguel doesn’t speak. Can’t speak. His jaw works—once, twice, the muscles in his temples jumping—but nothing comes out. His eyes are wide. Fixed. Staring at me with the particular shattered comprehension of a man who has just been handed a sentence and understands, completely, that there is no appeal.

I reach out. My hand—the same hand that was wrapped around my cock seconds ago, that was choking his wife, that was pulling her hair—finds his cheek. A pat. Condescending. Dismissive. The particular affectionate gesture of an adult comforting a child who has just learned something disappointing about the world, and my palm connects with his sweat-slick skin with a soft, almost tender contact that feels, in this room, with this man, like the most violent thing I’ve ever done.

“Enjoy the show,” I say. Warm. Casual. The voice of a friend offering hospitality. “And clean up your wife for me. I may come back again when I’m in the mood for a tight pussy.”


Chapter 12

The resort coffee shop at nine in the morning exists in a different dimension than the resort bathroom at midnight. Sunlight through tall windows. Marble counters. The particular performative wellness of people drinking eight-dollar lattes while discussing their hydration goals, and I’m standing in line with a headache that isn’t entirely from rum and a brain that’s cycling through the last twenty-four hours like a film reel someone set on fire.

Sofia on her knees with cum on her face. Elizabeth’s hand between her legs in the bathroom doorway. Miguel in the chair, pale, broken, the ropes cutting into his wrists while I told him I was going to fuck his wife on camera with my other girlfriend. The words echo. They’ve been echoing since I walked out of that room, barefoot, down the hallway, back to my suite where I stood under the shower for twenty minutes and watched water run brown with sunscreen and salt and whatever moral residue I had left.

It should feel wrong. It doesn’t. It feels like acceleration. Like whatever warm, dark thing has been growing in my chest since Elizabeth’s throat closed around my cock in that church bathroom has found its fuel and is burning bright enough to light the path ahead.

The line moves. One person. Two. A woman in athleisure discussing her macros with the particular earnest intensity of someone who believes nutritional science is a personality, and I’m almost at the counter when I see him.

Richard Blackwood.

He’s leaning against the marble, one elbow planted, his body angled toward the barista with the particular calculated intimacy of a man who has done this before. Many times. In many coffee shops. The barista is young. Pretty. Dark hair pulled into a ponytail, resort polo stretched across curves that Richard’s eyes have been mapping since he walked in, and his hand is on hers—flat palm against her knuckles, fingers resting just a little too long as she hands him his change—and he’s smiling. That smile. The particular beatific warmth of a man who believes his attention is a gift.

“—really appreciate the conversation,” he’s saying. His voice carries. Not loud—the particular measured projection of a man who knows how to be heard without seeming to try—and I catch fragments. “Room 418. Tonight. Around nine.” A pause. The smile widens. “I’d love to continue our discussion about the Lord in a more... private setting.”

The barista’s smile doesn’t flicker. Doesn’t change. The particular professional warmth of someone who has endured this exact scenario twelve times this week and will endure it twelve more before her shift ends, and she nods—polite, noncommittal—and Richard’s hand finally releases hers with the particular reluctant surrender of a man who believes he is being gracious by letting go.

He turns. Sees me. And his face—that face, the particular curated warmth of a man who stands on stages and tells other people how to live—breaks into a wide, hypocritical smile that contains so much performative affection I could chart its dimensions.

“Mark!” His voice booms. The particular resonant baritone that fills sanctuaries and, apparently, resort coffee shops at nine in the morning. “My boy! Good to see you.”

He crosses the space between us in three strides, his hand finding my shoulder with the particular brotherly grip that should feel like comfort and feels like a brand, and he claps me once—firm, proprietary—his wedding ring catching the light.

“Glad to see you’re keeping Chris out of trouble, son!” The word “son” lands between us. Heavy. Loaded. The particular paternal affection of a man who has no idea that twenty-four hours ago, his wife was masturbating in a bathroom doorway while watching me fuck another pastor’s wife against a counter. “This world needs more godly young men like you.”

The irony is so thick I could choke on it. Actually choke—feel it in my throat, in my chest, the particular catastrophic weight of a man standing in a coffee shop praising my moral character while his hand was on a barista’s knuckles thirty seconds ago and his wife’s cum was drying on my cock three weeks ago in a church bathroom.

I force a smile. Nod. The particular careful neutrality of a man who has learned that the most powerful performance is the one where you say nothing at all, and Richard claps my shoulder again—warm, expansive, completely fucking oblivious—and turns back to the counter to collect his coffee.

My phone buzzes in my pocket. A single vibration—text, not call—and I pull it out while Richard chats with the barista about the resort’s breakfast options, his hand finding her forearm now, fingers resting against skin with the particular casual intimacy of a man who believes touch is his right.

Elizabeth’s name on the screen. Her message is brief. Direct. The particular efficient communication of a woman who has stopped pretending that words need decoration.

Richard has a donor dinner at the marina tonight. 7-10. Come up after. Bring your mask. I want to do another livestream.


Chapter 13

The hallway to the presidential suite feels longer than it should. Thick carpet under my shoes, recessed lighting that casts shadows I can feel on my skin, and behind my ribs, that familiar pressure—the particular electric tightening of a man walking toward something he knows will change him and walking anyway.

Richard’s at the marina. Donor dinner. Seven to ten. Elizabeth’s text burned into my cortex since morning, the words rearranging themselves with each passing hour until they became something closer to prophecy than invitation. Bring your mask. I want to do another livestream.

The presidential suite. I don’t knock. The door is unlocked. I push.

Heat hits me first. Not temperature—something thicker, heavier, the particular charged density of a room where something catastrophic is already in progress. Then light—soft, amber, the kind of lighting that expensive hotels install to make everyone look like they’re in a Renaissance painting—and then the tableau.

Elizabeth.

Completely naked. Not a stitch. Her body pale against the dark sheets of the king bed, legs crossed at the ankle in the particular casual modesty of a woman who stopped performing modesty three weeks ago in a church bathroom. But her face—Jesus Christ, her face. The MystiqueM mask. Black. Matte. Covering everything from hairline to chin with the particular anonymous menace of something designed to hide identity while revealing everything else. Eyeholes. A mouth slit. Behind the mask, her eyes—dark, focused, tracking me from the bed with the particular hungry calculation of a predator who has been waiting for this.

And beside her. Sofia.

Also naked. Completely. Golden-brown skin catching the amber light like something poured, her dark hair loose around her shoulders in a glossy cascade that makes the word “cascade” feel insufficient. Her tits—full, heavy, nipples hard against the warm skin—and her hips, the particular defiant architecture of a woman built for pleasure, and her smile. That smile. The particular wicked curl of a woman who has been planning this since the shower, since the bathroom, since the chair.

And in the corner. Miguel.

Sitting in an armchair. Not bound this time. Dressed—linen pants, loose shirt—except his cock is out. Thick. Hard. Resting against his thigh with the particular prominent outline of something that doesn’t apologize for itself, and his eyes—those dark, authoritative eyes that scan congregations from pulpits—are wide. Fixed. Tracking the room with the particular shattered focus of a man who has surrendered to whatever this is and is watching it happen with the desperate gratitude of someone who has been granted a front-row seat to his own dissolution.

“You’re late.” Elizabeth’s voice from behind the mask. She reaches for a tablet on the nightstand. Taps. The screen lights up—camera feed, angled to capture the bed, the particular clinical framing of something that is anything but clinical.

The viewer count: 0.

Then 12.

Then 47.

Then climbing. Fast. The numbers ticking upward with the particular hungry rhythm of an algorithm finding an audience, and Elizabeth adjusts the tablet, props it against a lamp, and the count hits three digits. Then four.

“They’re waiting,” Sofia says. Her voice is low. Husky. The particular intimate register that makes simple statements sound filthy, and she pushes herself off the bed—hips swaying, tits moving with the particular easy rhythm of someone who has never doubted the effect she has on a room—and crosses to Elizabeth.

Their mouths meet.

No tease. No slow build. Elizabeth’s masked face tilting up, Sofia’s lips finding the mouth slit, and what comes out is not a kiss but something hungrier—tongue, teeth, the particular sloppy, desperate abandon of college girls at a frat party who have just discovered each other and have no interest in being neat about it. Sofia’s hand finds Elizabeth’s breast—full, pale, nipple hard—and squeezes, and Elizabeth moans against Sofia’s mouth, the sound muffled by the mask but audible, raw, completely fucking honest.

The viewer count: 1,837. Climbing.

Comments pour in. I can see them scrolling on the tablet screen—fragments, phrases, the particular obscene chorus of strangers watching two pastor’s wives make out on a king bed in a resort suite.

—holy fuck is that actually—

—masked bitch has such a tight body—

—the slutty brunette’s tits jesus christ—

—someone tell me this is real—

Elizabeth breaks the kiss. Looks at me. Her eyes through the mask holes are dark, focused, completely fucking present, and she reaches for my belt.

“Off,” she says. The word is a command. Rough. Certain. Her fingers find my buckle, yank, and my pants hit the floor with a wet slap that the microphone probably catches. My cock is already hard—thick, heavy, pressing against my boxers with an urgency that makes thinking impossible—and Elizabeth peels the boxers down, and my cock springs free.

“Fuck,” Sofia breathes. She’s on her knees now, beside the bed, her dark eyes fixed on my cock with the particular hungry appreciation of a woman who has had it down her throat and in her pussy and wants it again. “It’s even bigger than I remember.”

Elizabeth’s hand finds my shaft. Warm. Soft. Her grip is firm, confident, the particular practiced technique of a woman who has been jerking me off in hotel rooms for weeks and has the calluses to prove it. Sofia’s hand joins—smaller, warmer, her fingers wrapping around what Elizabeth’s hand doesn’t cover—and together they stroke. Once. Twice. The dual sensation of two different grips, two different rhythms syncing into something that makes my vision blur at the edges.

“Wetter,” Elizabeth says. Not to me. To Sofia. A command, an instruction, and Sofia nods—quick, eager—and spits. A thick, deliberate glob that lands on my cock, warm, slick, and Elizabeth works it into the stroke, her hand moving faster, wetter, the obscene sound of skin on wet skin filling the room and probably the microphone.

Sofia spits again. This time on Elizabeth’s hand—direct, targeted, the particular filthy efficiency of a woman who understands exactly what she’s doing—and Elizabeth uses it, working the wetness down my shaft, around the head where I’m already leaking, and the sensation is so intense I groan.

The viewer count: 8,492. Climbing.

Comments flood the screen. Faster now, overlapping, the particular digital cacophony of thousands of strangers typing with one hand.

—spit on that cock YES—

—the masked slut knows exactly what she’s doing—

—fuck his cock is huge—

—someone tell me who these MILFs are—

“They want to know who you are,” I say. My voice is rough. Shaking. Elizabeth’s hand doesn’t stop—up and down, firm grip, her thumb circling the head on each upstroke—and Sofia is watching, her lips parted, her hand resting on Elizabeth’s thigh with the particular possessive intimacy of someone who has claimed territory.

“Tell them I’m nobody,” Elizabeth says. Behind the mask, her smile is invisible but audible—in her voice, in the particular wicked curl of her words. “Tell them I’m just a hole for your cock and a set of hands that know how to use it.”

Sofia laughs. Low. Warm. She leans forward, her mouth finding Elizabeth’s through the mask slit, and they kiss again—deeper this time, hungrier, Sofia’s tongue working against the black material with enough force to push it against Elizabeth’s lips, and Elizabeth moans into it, her hand speeding up on my cock, the wet sound getting louder, obscener.

The viewer count hits five digits. 12,000. 14,000. Climbing with the particular hungry acceleration of something viral finding its audience, and the comments are a blur now—scrolling too fast to read, a digital waterfall of obscenity and worship and the particular collective gasp of thousands of people watching something they shouldn’t be watching and cannot look away from.

My cock is soaking. Elizabeth’s hand, Sofia’s spit, my own pre-cum leaking in steady drops that Elizabeth works into the stroke with the particular efficient composure of a woman who has done this before, many times, in many rooms, and is very good at it. The pressure is building—that familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine coiling tighter with each wet pull of her hand—but I’m nowhere near done. Nowhere close.

In the corner, Miguel makes a sound. Low. Strangled. His hand is on his cock now, stroking—slow, deliberate, his eyes fixed on the point where Elizabeth’s hand meets my shaft—and the particular obscene theater of it—a pastor jerking himself while watching his wife help another woman jerk another man—feels less like sin and more like the only honest thing in the room.

Elizabeth looks up at me. Through the mask holes, her eyes are dark, focused, completely fucking present.

“They’re just getting started,” she says. The words are for the viewers. For the camera. For the particular digital audience that has swollen to sixteen thousand strangers watching a hotel room in real time. “And so are we.”

The count climbs. Seventeen thousand. Eighteen.

My cock is a weapon. Wet, slick, throbbing with the particular urgent rhythm of blood that has nowhere else to go, and Elizabeth looks at it with the focused appreciation of a woman examining a tool she intends to use thoroughly.

“On your back,” I say. The words come out rough. Commanding. Nothing like the voice I use in polite company, and Elizabeth obeys—smooth, graceful, her body arranging itself on the king bed with the particular deliberate surrender of someone who has done this before and knows exactly how she wants to be positioned. Head near the edge. Hair splayed against the sheets. The mask—black, matte, anonymous—catching the amber light in a way that turns the eyeholes into something predatory.

Sofia is beside me. Warm skin against my arm, her breast pressing into my bicep with the particular soft insistence of flesh that wants attention, and her hand finds my chest—flat palm against my sternum, feeling my heartbeat through skin and bone.

“Kiss me while you fuck her throat,” she whispers. Her voice is low. Husky. The particular intimate register that turns a simple request into something filthy, and I don’t hesitate. My mouth finds hers—hot, hungry, all tongue and teeth—and at the same moment, my hand finds Elizabeth’s hair.

I pull. Hard. Yanking her head forward until her masked face is inches from my cock, and I push.

One thrust. Deep. To the back of her throat. My cock drives into Elizabeth’s mouth with enough force to push the mask against her lips, and she gags.

Violently. Her whole body jerks. A wet, choked sound tears out of her, muffled by the mask, by my cock buried deep in her mouth, and I hold her there—one count, two, three—feeling her throat constrict around me, tight and hot and perfect, while Sofia’s tongue works against mine with the particular hungry focus of a woman who gets off on the sounds of another woman choking.

I pull back. Elizabeth gasps—ragged, desperate—spit running from beneath the mask, soaking the black material, and before she can recover I’m pushing back in. Harder this time. Deeper. My cock driving into her throat with strokes that are relentless, punishing, each thrust holding for one count, two, before pulling back just enough to let her breathe before driving in again.

Sofia’s mouth doesn’t leave mine. Her tongue working against my lips, my teeth, her hand gripping the back of my neck with enough force to leave marks, and the dual sensation—Sofia’s hot mouth on mine, Elizabeth’s tighter throat around my cock—makes my vision blur at the edges. Spit pools. Runs. Soaks the mask, Elizabeth’s chin, the sheets beneath her head in obscene rivulets that catch the light, and Elizabeth takes it—her hands gripping my thighs, her nails digging in, her throat working around the intrusion with desperate, rhythmic swallows that I can feel through my cock, through my balls, straight to the base of my spine.

The viewer count: 23,000. Climbing.

Comments flood the screen. Faster now, overlapping, the particular digital roar of strangers witnessing something obscene in real time.

—holy FUCK the masked one can take a cock—

—that gagging sound Jesus Christ—

—I hope he fucks the other MILF’s throat too—

My hips keep moving, driving my cock into Elizabeth’s throat with enough force to push her head against the mattress, and Elizabeth gags again—wet, convulsive, her whole body jerking—and Sofia moans into my mouth, the vibration traveling through both of us.

“Harder,” Sofia whispers against my lips. Her hand finds my ass, grips, pulls me deeper into Elizabeth’s throat with each thrust, and I give it to her. Harder strokes. Deeper. My cock driving into Elizabeth’s mouth with enough force to make the bed frame creak, each thrust holding for two counts, three, feeling her throat constrict, her nails digging into my thighs hard enough to break skin, and the wet, obscene sounds fill the room—gagging, choking, the particular desperate rhythm of a throat being used beyond its capacity.

Elizabeth’s eyes through the mask holes are rolling. Just slightly. The whites showing beneath her lashes, tears streaking from the corners, and the mask is soaked now—black material dark with spit, clinging to her features, and the particular anonymity of it—a woman coming completely undone behind a mask while twenty-five thousand strangers watch—feels less like hiding and more like the most honest thing she’s ever done.

I pull out. Fast. My cock slides free of Elizabeth’s mouth with a wet, obscene sound that the microphone catches perfectly, spit connecting her masked lips to the head in a thick, glistening string, and Elizabeth collapses back onto the mattress—chest heaving, mask dripping, her body shaking with the effort of what just happened to her throat.

“Fuck,” she gasps. The word is wrecked. Raw. Barely audible through the soaked mask, and Sofia is already moving.

“Me next.” Sophia’s voice is certain. Commanding. The particular confident register of a woman who knows exactly what she wants and isn’t afraid to ask for it, and she drops to her knees beside the bed—mirroring Elizabeth’s position, head near the edge, dark hair splayed against the sheets—and looks up at me with eyes that are dark and hungry and completely fucking waiting.

Elizabeth pushes herself up. Mask dripping. Chest heaving. Her hand finds Sofia’s hair—tangles in the dark strands, grips at the roots—and she pulls. Hard. Yanking Sofia’s head forward until her lips are inches from my cock, and what comes out of Elizabeth’s mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at dinner tables.

“Open,” she says. The word is rough. Sofia obeys—mouth opening, tongue out, the particular obscene invitation of a woman who has been waiting for this since the shower—and Elizabeth pushes. Not with her hand. With my cock. She guides it—her grip on Sofia’s hair controlling the angle, the depth—and drives my cock into Sofia’s mouth with a single, forceful thrust that pushes the head straight into her throat.

Sofia gags. Violently. Her whole body jerks, a wet, choked sound tearing out of her that the microphone catches with crystal clarity, and Elizabeth holds her there—grip tight on Sofia’s hair, keeping her impaled on my cock—and Sofia’s eyes roll back. Just slightly. The whites showing beneath her lashes, tears already forming at the corners, and Elizabeth doesn’t let go. Doesn’t pull back. Holds Sofia’s head on my cock with the particular relentless focus of a woman who understands exactly how this throat works and intends to use every inch of it.

“Take it,” Elizabeth growls. Her voice is low. Husky. The particular commanding register of a woman who has stopped performing and started owning, and she pulls Sofia’s head back—just enough to let her breathe—then drives her forward again, impaling her on my cock with enough force to push the head deep into her throat.

Sofia gags again. Harder. Spit sprays from her lips in a thick, obscene arc that lands on Elizabeth’s thigh, on the sheets, on my cock, and Elizabeth uses it—works the wetness into the stroke, her grip on Sofia’s hair controlling every movement, every depth, every desperate, choking gasp that tears out of Sofia’s throat around my cock.

The viewer count: 29,000. Climbing.

Comments pour in. A digital waterfall. Overlapping, competing, the particular collective gasp of thousands of strangers typing with one hand.

—THE BRUNETTE IS TAKING IT HOLY SHIT—

—that throat fucking sound I can’t breathe—

—someone tell me who these women ARE—

“They’re nobody,” I pant. The words are for the viewers. For the camera. For the particular digital audience that has swollen to thirty thousand strangers watching a hotel room in real time. “They’re just throats. Holes. Something to be used.”

Elizabeth moans. Behind the mask, the sound is muffled but audible—low, hungry, the particular satisfied purr of a woman who has just been described accurately and is thrilled by it. Her grip on Sofia’s hair tightens, yanking her forward, driving my cock deeper into Sofia’s throat, and Sofia takes it—her hands gripping Elizabeth’s thighs, her nails digging in, her throat working around the intrusion with desperate, rhythmic swallows that make my vision blur.

Spit everywhere. Soaking Sofia’s chin, her neck, running between her breasts in obscene rivulets. Tears streaming from the corners of her eyes—not performance, not acting, the particular raw, physiological response of a throat being used beyond its capacity—and she doesn’t wipe them away. Doesn’t care. Her moans around my cock are wet, choked, the vibration traveling up my shaft and straight to my balls, and Elizabeth keeps going—relentless, controlling, her grip on Sofia’s hair dictating every thrust, every gag, every broken sound that tears out of Sofia’s throat.

In the corner, Miguel makes a sound. Low. Strangled. His hand is moving faster on his cock now—rough, desperate strokes that match the rhythm of Sofia’s choking—and his eyes are wide, fixed on the point where my cock disappears into his wife’s mouth, and the particular obscene theater of it—a pastor jerking himself while watching his wife get face-fucked by another woman—feels less like corruption and more like the only honest exchange in the room.

Elizabeth pulls Sofia off. Fast. My cock slides free of Sofia’s throat with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the sudden quiet, spit connecting her lips to the head in a thick, glistening string that stretches, holds, breaks. Sofia collapses against Elizabeth’s thigh—chest heaving, dark hair tangled, tears streaming from the corners of her eyes in thin, black-streaked rivulets—and the sound she makes is half gasp, half sob, completely fucking wrecked.

“God,” she breathes. The word is barely audible. Raw. Her hand finds her throat—fingers pressing into the soft tissue, feeling the particular tender aftermath of what just happened to her—and she looks up at Elizabeth with eyes

Sofia’s hand is on her throat, fingers pressing into the tender skin, and what comes out of her mouth is half laugh, half sob—the particular shattered ecstasy of a woman who just had her throat used beyond capacity and would do it again in a heartbeat.

“Fuck,” she gasps. Her voice is shot. Raw. Barely recognizable. “Your cock. I can’t get enough of it.”

The viewer count: 32,000. Holding steady. The algorithm has found its audience and the audience has found its church.

Comments scroll. Overlapping. Competing. A digital sermon of obscenity.

—THAT THROAT HOLY SHIT—

—the masked one controlling her like a puppet—

Elizabeth’s hand strokes Sofia’s hair. Gentle now. Tender. The particular affectionate caress of a woman who just impaled another woman on a cock and is now petting her like a favored pet, and Sofia leans into it—her cheek against Elizabeth’s thigh, her breathing ragged, tears drying on her golden skin in thin, salty tracks.

“Ready for more?” Elizabeth’s asks.

Sofia nods. Doesn’t speak. Can’t speak. Her throat is wrecked, her voice shot, but her eyes—dark, hungry, completely fucking present—say everything her voice can’t.

I’m already moving. The particular restless energy of a man whose cock is wet and hard and demanding more than a throat can give, and I grab Elizabeth’s hips—both hands, fingers digging into the soft flesh—and flip her.

One smooth motion. Elizabeth on her back, mask catching the light, her pale body arranged against the dark sheets like something displayed, and I’m between her legs before the mattress stops moving. My cock finds her entrance—wet, hot, swollen from anticipation, from watching, from whatever reservoir of want she’s been drawing from since the text message—and I push.

One thrust. Deep. My cock drives into Elizabeth’s pussy with enough force to push her against the mattress, and she cries out—a broken, desperate sound that the mask muffles but doesn’t contain—her back arching, her legs coming up, wrapping around my waist, locking me against her.

“God,” she gasps. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. 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. “You’re so deep. I can feel every inch.”

Sofia is already moving. She climbs—smooth, graceful, her golden body arranging itself above Elizabeth’s masked face—and she lowers herself. Hips settling, pussy positioning directly over the mouth slit of Elizabeth’s mask, and Elizabeth’s tongue finds her—immediate, hungry, working against Sofia’s wet folds with the particular focused intensity of a woman who has been waiting for this since the bathroom doorway.

“Fuck,” Sofia moans. The word is worship. Her head drops back, dark hair cascading down her spine, and her hips roll against Elizabeth’s mouth with the particular deliberate rhythm of someone chasing a specific sensation. “Her tongue. God, her tongue.”

I thrust. Hard. Deep. My cock drives into Elizabeth’s pussy with strokes that are relentless, punishing, each one pushing her against the mattress with enough force to drive her mouth harder against Sofia’s pussy, and the wet sounds fill the room—obscene, overlapping, the slap of skin on skin and the hungry, desperate sounds of Elizabeth’s tongue working against Sofia’s folds.

The viewer count: 35,000. Climbing.

Comments pour in. Faster now. More desperate. The particular digital gasp of strangers witnessing something they shouldn’t be seeing and cannot look away from.

—HOLY SHIT THE MASKED ONE IS EATING HER OUT—

—he’s fucking her while she eats the other one—

—this is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen—

I lean forward. My chest presses against Elizabeth’s—her tits flattened beneath me, nipples hard against my skin—and my mouth finds Sofia’s. Hot. Hungry. Her tongue works against mine with the particular sloppy abandon of a woman who is getting her pussy eaten while making out with the man fucking the woman eating her, and the geometry of it—Sofia above, Elizabeth below, my cock buried deep in Elizabeth’s pussy, my mouth on Sofia’s—makes my vision blur at the edges.

“Harder,” Sofia gasps against my lips. Her hand finds my chest, grips, nails digging into muscle. “Fuck her harder. Make her cum with your cock while she makes me cum with her tongue.”

I give it to her. My hips snap forward with enough force to shake the bed, each thrust driving my cock deep into Elizabeth’s pussy, and Elizabeth moans—the sound muffled by Sofia’s pussy but audible, raw, completely fucking desperate—and her tongue works faster. Harder. I can feel it through Sofia—the particular rhythmic tension building in her thighs, the way her hips roll against Elizabeth’s mouth with increasing urgency—and Elizabeth’s pussy is clenching around me in violent, pre-orgasmic pulses that match the rhythm of her tongue.

“She’s close,” I pant against Sofia’s mouth. My voice is shaking. My thighs are burning. Each thrust drives my cock deeper, harder, and Elizabeth’s back arches beneath me—her body tensing, her legs locking around my waist—and I feel it building. That particular telltale tension of a woman on the edge, and then she breaks.

Hard. Violently. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches off the mattress so hard her tits press into my chest, her legs locking around my waist, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves—strong, relentless, milking me so hard I groan. The sound she makes is primal—muffled by Sofia’s pussy but unmistakable, a long, broken wail that vibrates through both of them and probably the microphone.

And Sofia is right there with her. Elizabeth’s orgasm triggers something—the particular contagious ecstasy of a woman coming undone beneath her—and Sofia’s hips grind down, hard, her pussy pressing against Elizabeth’s masked mouth, and she comes—back arching, head thrown back, a long, desperate moan tearing out of her throat that fills the room and the stream and thirty-five thousand screens across the internet.

“FUCK!” Sofia cries. The word is wrecked. Raw. Her body shakes above Elizabeth’s masked face, golden skin flushed, dark hair tangled, and Elizabeth’s tongue doesn’t stop—working through the orgasm, through the aftershocks, through the particular desperate, oversensitive gasps that Sofia makes as she collapses forward against my chest.

The viewer count: 38,000. Climbing.

Comments flood. Overwhelming. The particular digital roar of strangers witnessing two women come simultaneously on a livestream.

—HOLY FUCK THEY BOTH CAME—

—I want that masked one to cum on my face—

—These MILFs are fucking hot—

—I need to know who these women ARE—

I pull out. Fast. My cock slides free of Elizabeth’s pussy with a wet, obscene sound that the microphone catches perfectly, and cum follows—thick, white, dripping down her thighs onto the sheets—and Elizabeth collapses back onto the mattress, chest heaving, mask soaked with Sofia’s cum, completely fucking wrecked.

“Switch,” I say. The word is rough. Commanding. Sofia is already moving—sliding off Elizabeth’s face, her pussy glistening, cum streaking her inner thighs—and she gets on all fours. Hips high. Ass in the air. The particular obscene invitation of a woman who knows exactly what position she wants to be fucked in, and I line up—cock against her entrance, wet, hot—and push.

One thrust. Deep. To the hilt. My cock drives into Sofia’s pussy from behind with enough force to push her forward on the mattress, and she cries out—a broken, desperate sound that carries—her back arching, her ass pushing back against me, taking every inch.

“God,” she gasps. Her voice is shot. Wrecked. Between thrusts. “You’re so deep—fuck—you’re so deep—”

Elizabeth is already moving. She slides beneath Sofia—positioning herself on her back, her masked face directly below Sofia’s pussy—and Sofia lowers herself. Hips settling, pussy positioning directly over Elizabeth’s masked mouth, and Elizabeth’s tongue finds her—immediate, hungry, working against Sofia’s wet folds with the particular focused intensity of a woman who has just come and wants more.

The geometry is perfect. Sofia on all fours, my cock buried deep in her pussy from behind, her pussy pressed against Elizabeth’s masked mouth below. A closed circuit of flesh and want and the particular catastrophic arithmetic of three people using each other in ways that should feel wrong and feel like the only honest thing in the room.

I thrust. Hard. Rough. My cock drives into Sofia’s pussy with strokes that are relentless, punishing, each one pushing her forward with enough force to grind her pussy harder against Elizabeth’s tongue, and Sofia moans—long, broken, completely unrestrained—her back arching, her ass pushing back to meet each stroke.

“Your pussy,” I growl. My voice is shaking. My hand finds Sofia’s hair—tangles in the dark strands, grips at the roots—and I pull. Hard. Yanking her head back, arching her spine, and Sofia gasps, her pussy clenching around me in a violent pulse. “So fucking tight. Taking every inch. That’s it.”

Elizabeth’s hand finds my wrist. Not pushing away—pulling. Guiding my hand from Sofia’s hair to Elizabeth’s own throat, and I understand immediately. My fingers wrap around her neck—through the mask, the material thin enough that I can feel the pulse of her carotid beneath my palm—and I squeeze.

Not gentle. Never gentle. Fingers pressing into the soft tissue with enough force to cut off blood, to narrow her world to nothing but the pussy on her tongue and the pressure on her windpipe, and Elizabeth moans—the sound muffled by Sofia’s pussy but audible, raw, completely fucking desperate—and her tongue works faster. Harder. Hungrier.

“Choke her,” Sofia gasps. Between thrusts. Her voice is wrecked beyond recognition. “Choke her while she eats me. Make her work for it.”

I tighten my grip. Elizabeth’s carotid pulses against my palm—fast, frantic—and her tongue doesn’t stop. If anything, it gets more intense—working against Sofia’s folds with the particular desperate focus of a woman who is being choked and using it, turning oxygen deprivation into something filthy and productive.

The viewer count: 42,000. Climbing.

Comments pour in. A digital waterfall. Overwhelming. The particular collective gasp of forty-two thousand strangers typing with one hand.

—HE’S CHOKING THE MASKED ONE WHILE SHE EATS THE BRUNETTE—

—these bitches are so hot—

—holy FUCK the masked one is getting choked and still eating—

—I wanna cum in their pussies so bad—

Sofia is close. I can feel it—the tension in her thighs, the way her pussy grips me tighter with each thrust, rhythmically, pre-orgasmic pulses that are getting stronger, wetter—and Elizabeth’s tongue is relentless, working against her with the particular focused intensity of a woman who knows exactly where to press and how hard.

“I’m coming,” Sofia gasps. The words tear out of her, raw, honest. Her back arches, her ass pushing back against me, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pre-orgasmic pulses. “Fuck—Mark—I’m coming—”

“Then come.” My voice is a command. Rough. Certain. My hips keep moving, relentless, driving my cock into that spot that makes her see stars, and Sofia breaks.

Hard. Violently. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches so hard her tits point at the floor, her ass pushing back against me, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves—strong, relentless, milking me so hard I groan. The sound she makes is primal—a long, broken wail that fills the room and the stream and forty-two thousand screens across the internet.

And as she comes, as her pussy clenches around my cock, as her body shakes with the force of what’s happening to her, she grinds down—hard—against Elizabeth’s masked mouth, and Elizabeth’s tongue works through it, through the orgasm, through the aftershocks, and then Sofia lifts—just slightly—and cums.

Directly on Elizabeth’s masked face.

Thick. White. Streaking across the black material, between the eyeholes, soaking the mouth slit, and Elizabeth moans—low, hungry—her tongue catching what she can, swallowing, and the particular obscene visual of it—Sofia’s cum on Elizabeth’s mask, Elizabeth’s tongue working through it, Sofia’s pussy still clenching around my cock—pushes something dark and triumphant through my chest.

The viewer count hits fifty thousand. The algorithm has found its cathedral and the congregation is screaming.

Comments flood. Overwhelming. The particular digital roar of strangers witnessing something they will never unsee.

—SHE CAME ON THE MASKED ONE’S FACE—

—HOLY FUCK THE MASKED ONE IS EATING HER CUM—

—this is the most depraved thing I’ve ever witnessed—

—I need to know who these women ARE—

Sofia collapses forward. Her forehead against the mattress, her chest heaving, cum dripping from her pussy onto Elizabeth’s masked face, and Elizabeth’s tongue is still working—catching drops, swallowing, the particular hungry focus of a woman who has found something she likes and has no intention of stopping.

In the corner, Miguel makes a sound. Low. Strangled. His hand is a blur on his cock now—rough, desperate strokes that match the rhythm of what’s happening on the bed—and his eyes are wide, fixed on the point where Sofia’s cum is streaking his wife’s masked face, and the particular obscene theater of it feels less like corruption and more like the only honest exchange in the room.

I don’t slow down.

Couldn’t if I wanted to. My hips keep moving—hard, relentless strokes that drive my cock into Sofia’s oversensitive, clenching pussy, and she whimpers. High. Desperate. The particular broken sounds of a woman coming down from one peak and being pushed toward another before she’s ready.

“Too much,” she gasps. Between thrusts. Her voice is shot. Wrecked. Raw from screaming, from choking, from whatever catastrophic overstimulation her nervous system is currently enduring. “Mark—please—it’s too much—“

“Too bad.” I thrust harder. Deeper. Each stroke drives my cock into her pussy with enough force to push her forward on the mattress, and she sobs—actual sobs, tears streaking from the corners of her eyes, her body trembling beneath me—and her pussy is still clenching. Aftershocks rolling through her in rhythmic pulses that grip my cock with each thrust, and I can feel the wetness—thick, hot, soaking my shaft, her thighs, the sheets beneath us in obscene evidence of what I’m doing to her.

The viewer count: 72,000. Peaking. The algorithm has found its audience and the audience is screaming.

Comments pour in. Overwhelming. The particular digital roar of strangers witnessing a woman being fucked past coherence.

—HE’S NOT STOPPING HOLY SHIT—

—she’s crying and he’s still fucking her—

—this is the most depraved thing I’ve ever seen—

Sofia’s hands grip the sheets. White-knuckled. Desperate. Her back arches, her ass pushes back against me, and her pussy is clenching around my cock in violent, rhythmic pulses that are getting stronger, not weaker—the particular telltale tension of a woman building toward something massive despite her body’s protests.

“I’m coming,” she gasps. The words tear out of her, raw, honest. Her voice shot beyond recognition. “Fuck—Mark—I’m coming again—”

“Then do it, bitch.” My voice is rough. Certain. My hand finds her hip—grips, pulls her back onto my cock with each thrust—and I drive into her harder. Deeper. My cock hitting that spot that makes her see stars, and Sofia breaks.

Harder than before. Violently. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches so hard her spine forms a perfect curve, her ass pushing back against me, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves—stronger than the first time, relentless, milking me so hard I groan. The sound she makes is half scream, half sob—raw, desperate, completely fucking unrestrained—and she collapses forward onto the mattress, her body shaking with aftershocks so violent the bed frame creaks.

Elizabeth is watching. Mask streaked with Sofia’s cum, eyeholes dark, focused, and what I see there—behind the black material, behind the particular anonymous menace of the MystiqueM—is want. Pure, unfiltered, completely fucking honest want.

She senses it before I do. The pressure building at the base of my spine—that familiar, electric tightening coiling tighter with each thrust into Sofia’s clenching pussy, each aftershock, each wet sound—and she moves.

Smooth. Graceful. She slides out from beneath Sofia—cum-streaked mask catching the light—and positions herself beside the bed. On her knees. Face upturned. Mouth open behind the slit. An offering.

Sofia pushes herself up. Unsteady. Wrecked. Tears streaking her golden skin, cum dripping from her pussy onto the sheets, and she kneels beside Elizabeth—mirroring her position, face upturned, mouth open, dark hair tangled around her shoulders—and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at dinner tables.

“Cum for us, baby.” Elizabeth’s voice from behind the mask. Warm. Husky. The particular intimate register that turns a simple request into something filthy. “Cover our faces. All of it.”

Sofia nods. Doesn’t speak. Can’t speak. Her throat is shot, her voice wrecked, but her eyes—dark, hungry, completely fucking present—say everything her voice can’t.

My cock slides free of Sofia’s pussy with a wet, obscene sound that the microphone catches perfectly, cum following—thick, white, dripping onto the sheets—and I wrap my hand around my shaft. Stroking. Once. Twice. Rough, desperate, the particular urgent rhythm of a man on the edge, and the pressure breaks.

That electric coil at the base of my spine winds to snapping, and I’m there—on the edge, right there, my cock throbbing in my grip, each stroke driving me closer—and with a guttural groan that tears out of me from somewhere primal, I explode.

The first rope hits Elizabeth’s mask—thick, hot, a white streak that lands on the black material between the eyeholes and slides toward the mouth slit. The second hits Sofia’s right cheek—a thick, glistening arc that lands on her golden skin and runs toward her jaw. The third pulse lands across both of them—Elizabeth’s mask, Sofia’s lips, painting a white bridge between their faces—and Sofia opens her mouth, actually opens it, and catches the fourth pulse on her tongue.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is mangled. Wrecked. My hand keeps moving, rough strokes that milk every drop, and the fifth pulse is weaker—a shuddering aftershock that lands on Elizabeth’s collarbone, between her breasts, and Sofia’s chin—and I keep stroking, riding it out, until I’m empty and shaking and both women are kneeling before me with my cum all over their faces.

White streaks on Elizabeth’s mask. On Sofia’s cheeks, her lips, her chin. Dripping down both their necks onto their chests, between their breasts, and neither of them wipes it off. Neither of them tries. They sit there with my cum on their skin and their eyes on mine and the particular satisfied glow of women who have been used exactly the way they wanted to be used.

Then they turn to each other.

Slow. Deliberate. Elizabeth’s masked face tilting toward Sofia’s cum-streaked one, and their mouths meet.

Not a kiss. Something deeper. Hungrier. Sofia’s tongue finds the mouth slit of Elizabeth’s mask, working through the cum, licking it off the black material, and Elizabeth’s tongue meets hers—wet, hot, the particular filthy intimacy of two women sharing a man’s cum between their lips. They kiss slow. Deep. Passionate. Sofia’s hand finds Elizabeth’s cheek—through the mask, fingers tracing the outline of cum-streaked features she can’t see—and Elizabeth’s hand finds Sofia’s hair, gripping, pulling her closer, and the sound they make is low, warm, completely fucking honest.

The viewer count: 75,000. The peak. The particular digital cathedral of thousands of strangers witnessing two pastor’s wives kiss with another man’s cum between their lips, and the comments are a blur now—scrolling too fast to read, a waterfall of obscenity and worship and the particular collective gasp of an audience that has just seen something it will never forget.

In the corner, Miguel makes a sound. Broken. His hand has stopped moving on his cock, his eyes wide, fixed on the point where his wife is kissing another woman through a mask streaked with another man’s cum, and what I see on his face isn’t arousal anymore. Isn’t performance. It’s something emptier.

Elizabeth breaks the kiss. Behind the mask, her smile is invisible but audible—in her voice, in the particular warm, satisfied purr that comes through the mouth slit.

“Good boy,” she says. The words are for me. For the viewers. For the particular digital audience that has swollen to fifty-five thousand strangers and is currently losing its collective mind. “Very good boy.”

Sofia runs her tongue across her upper lip. Catches a stray drop of cum. Swallows. And the gesture is so fucking erotic, so deliberately obscene, that I feel my cock stir again despite the emptiness, the sensitivity, the aftershocks still rolling through my thighs.

The room is quiet except for our breathing—ragged, syncing slowly—and the distant hum of the air conditioning that has been running the entire time, the particular mechanical indifference of a system that doesn’t care what happens in the rooms it cools.

75,000 people just watched me cum on two pastor’s wives’ faces while one of their pastor husbands jerked himself in the corner, and the weight of it should feel catastrophic. Should feel like sin. Should feel like something I need to atone for.

It feels like coming home.


Chapter 14

Morning light through floor-to-ceiling windows has a particular quality that evening light pretends not to understand. Softer. Less performative. It finds the rumpled king bed and lays across Sofia’s golden skin like something with intention, warming flesh that’s already warm from sleep and the particular catastrophic arithmetic of what we did to each other last night.

I open my eyes to the ceiling. White. High. The particular blank canvas of a room where something obscene happened and the walls are politely not mentioning it. Sofia is beside me. Naked. Her dark hair splayed across the pillow in a tangled mess that belongs on Renaissance canvases, and her hand is on my cock.

Not jerking. Stroking. Gentle, almost tender caresses that feel nothing like the hungry, desperate grip of last night. Her thumb traces the vein along the underside with the particular attentive focus of someone mapping territory they plan to revisit, and when she feels me wake—the shift in my breathing, the slight stiffening beneath her fingers—she smiles. That smile. The particular wicked curl that contains promises I shouldn’t want to hear and want anyway.

“Morning,” she murmurs.

“Morning.” The word comes out rough. Sleep-raw. My hand finds her waist—warm skin under my palm—and I pull her closer. She comes willingly. Her body arranging itself against mine with the particular easy surrender of someone who has stopped pretending, and her mouth finds my neck. Soft presses. Not hungry. Tender. The particular affectionate intimacy of a woman who has been violent with you and is now being gentle because she can be both, often in the same hour.

Miguel is on the floor.

Not bound. Not performing. Just... there. Curled on his side on a pile of discarded clothing, one arm beneath his head, his breathing deep and even. He looks smaller in sleep. The particular diminishment of a man whose constructed identity crumbled in real time and whose body is catching up to the fact. His face is relaxed. Almost peaceful. The particular vacant serenity of someone who has surrendered to whatever this is and is sleeping through the aftermath.

Sofia’s hand doesn’t stop. Up and down on my cock with gentle, rhythmic strokes that are bringing me back to hardness despite the emptiness, the sensitivity, the particular hollow ache of a body that was pushed past its limits and is being asked for more.

“I should go,” I say. The words come out softer than I intend. My hand strokes her hair—tangled, warm, smelling of sex and expensive shampoo—and Sofia nods against my chest.

“Breakfast with Richard’s family,” she says. Not a question. A statement.

I nod.

“Kiss me goodbye,” she says. Not a request. A command delivered with the particular warm certainty of a woman who knows exactly what she’s asking for and knows she’ll get it.

I kiss her. Slow. Deep. Her lips are soft, warm, tasting of sleep and something darker that might be the residue of last night or might be something she was born with, and her hand tightens on my cock—one firm stroke that makes me gasp against her mouth—and then she releases me. Pulls back. Smiles that wicked curl.

“Enough for now,” she says. Her voice is warm. Casual. The voice of a woman who is already planning the next time and is in no hurry to get there.

I dress. Slowly. The particular ritual of reassembly—pants, shirt, the performative normalcy of fabric against skin—and Miguel stirs. Not fully awake. His eyes open—bleary, unfocused—and they find me.

“You’re welcome to our home anytime.” His voice is rough. Sleep-raw. Empty of performance. “To fuck her. Whenever you want. The door’s always open.”

Sofia doesn’t look at him. Doesn’t acknowledge the offer. But she smiles. And that says it all.

***

The lobby at checkout exists in a different dimension than the presidential suite at midnight. Marble floors. Recessed lighting. The particular performative opulence of a place that charges four figures a night and makes you feel privileged to leave it, and I’m standing at the front desk with my bag at my feet and a headache that isn’t entirely from rum and a brain that’s cycling through the last seventy-two hours like a film reel someone set on fire.

Elizabeth is across the lobby with Richard.

She’s wearing a white sundress that covers everything and reveals nothing, her blonde hair loose around her shoulders, and when our eyes meet over the potted palms, something quick and electric passes between us.

Richard sees me. He crosses the lobby in three strides, his hand finding my shoulder with the particular brotherly grip that should feel like comfort and feels like a brand.

“Mark! My boy!” His voice booms. The particular resonant baritone that fills sanctuaries and, apparently, resort lobbies at eleven in the morning. “Checking out already? You should go with us on the private plan home tomorrow.”

The word “son” lands between us. He has no idea that last night, his wife sucked another man’s cock on a livestream while wearing a mask and 75,000 strangers watched, and the irony is so thick I could chart its dimensions.

“Flight’s at two,” I say. “And I have a big class on Monday.”

“Shame.” Richard’s hand is still on my shoulder. His wedding ring catches the light. “Though Elaine’s got the donor projections waiting, so maybe it’s for the best. God’s work never sleeps, eh?”

He claps my shoulder before he leans in. Lowers his voice. The particular confidential register of a man about to share something important with a younger colleague.

“Speaking of God’s work.” His smile widens. The particular beatific warmth of a man who believes his hypocrisy is charming. “You manage to score any hot babes this trip, son? Resort like this, bound to be some talent floating around.”

The question hangs between us. Loaded. Electric. The particular oblivious generosity of a man steering his metaphorical son toward the particular corruption that awaits him, and I look past Richard. Across the lobby. To Elizabeth.

“Yea. I scored a few,” I say.
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Her pussy is soaked. Tight. Gripping my cock with each thrust like she’s trying to pull me deeper, and I can’t stop. Won’t stop. The bedframe hammers against the wall behind the headboard, each impact sending a fresh squeak through the bedroom that the laptop’s microphone catches and broadcasts to seven thousand strangers in real time.

Elizabeth arches beneath me. Back curved, tits bouncing with each thrust, her pale skin flushed pink from the collar up, and the mask—the MystiqueM, black and matte, covering everything from hairline to chin—catches the lamplight in a way that turns the eyeholes into something predatory. She reaches up. Her fingers find my chest, nails digging into my sternum, and she groans through the mask’s mouth slit—low, desperate, the particular broken sound of a woman who’s been fucked thoroughly and wants more.

“That’s it, baby,” she gasps. Her voice is wrecked. Raw. The particular intimate register she uses for the livestream, not the measured warmth she deploys at donor dinners. “You feel that? The way my young stud fills me up? Every inch.”

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.

Two months 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. And today, we’re fucking on her live stream.

The viewer count climbs. 7,200. 7,500. The algorithm finding its audience, hungry, relentless, and the comments scroll on the laptop screen beside us—fragments, phrases, the particular digital chorus of strangers witnessing something they shouldn’t be.

—fuck she’s taking that cock so good—

—the masked MILF is a fucking champion—

—her tits are bouncing holy shit—

They don’t know. Can’t know. The mask guarantees that, along with the carefully curated distance—no identifying marks, no full room shots, just the particular anonymous theater of a woman getting fucked on camera while her subscribers jack off to the mystery of her. MystiqueM. Four hundred thousand followers. Two million a year in revenue.

“Tell them,” I growl. My voice is shaking. My hips keep moving, relentless, driving my cock into her pussy with strokes that push her up the mattress with each impact. “Tell them what this feels like.”

Elizabeth moans. Long. Broken. Her hand finds the headboard, grips, and she turns her masked face toward the camera.

“He’s so deep,” she gasps. The words come out wet, raw, completely fucking honest. “You have no idea. Twenty-one years old and he fucks me better than any man I’ve ever had. My pussy was made for this cock. Made for it.”

The comments flood. Faster now. Overwhelming.

—this MILF is getting railed by a college kid—

—his cock is fucking massive look at how she takes it—

I thrust harder. Deeper. My cock drives into Elizabeth’s pussy with enough force to shake the bedframe, and she cries out—a broken, desperate sound that the microphone catches perfectly—her legs locking around my waist, her pussy clenching around me in violent, pre-orgasmic pulses that make my vision blur at the edges.

“I’m close,” she gasps. The words tear out of her, wrecked beyond recognition. “Baby—fuck—I’m so close—”

“Then come.” My voice is a command. Rough. Certain. My hand finds her hip, grips, pulls her onto my cock with each thrust, and Elizabeth’s back arches. Hard. Violent. Every muscle in her body tenses at once, her tits pointing at the ceiling, nipples hard, and her pussy clenches around my cock in pulsing, rhythmic waves—strong, relentless, milking me so hard I groan. The sound she makes is primal—a long, broken wail that vibrates through the mask and fills the room and the stream and seven thousand screens across the internet.

“FUCK!” she cries. The word is mangled. Wrecked.

Her body shakes beneath me, golden hair splayed against the pillow, mask creaking with the force of her contractions, and I don’t stop. Can’t stop. My hips keep moving, driving my cock into her oversensitive, clenching pussy, and Elizabeth gasps—high, desperate, the particular broken sounds of a woman coming down from one peak and being pushed toward another.

“Too much,” she whimpers. Her hand finds my forearm, grips, nails digging into skin. “Please—it’s too much—”

“Too bad.” I thrust harder. Deeper. Each stroke drives my cock into her pussy with enough force to push her against the headboard, and Elizabeth sobs—actual sobs, tears streaking from beneath the mask’s eyeholes—her body trembling, her pussy still clenching around me in aftershocks that grip my cock with each thrust.

The viewer count hits eight thousand. The algorithm has found its cathedral and the congregation is screaming.

My hand finds her throat. Through the mask, the material thin enough that I can feel the pulse of her carotid beneath my palm, and I squeeze.

Not gentle. Never gentle. Fingers pressing into the soft tissue with enough force to narrow her world to nothing but the cock inside her and the pressure on her windpipe, and Elizabeth gasps—wet, choked, the sound muffled by the mask but audible, raw—and her pussy clenches around me in a violent pulse that makes my vision blur.

“Harder,” she gasps. Between thrusts. Her voice shot, wrecked, the particular desperate rasp of a woman who wants oxygen deprivation and is asking for it. “Choke me harder.”

I tighten my grip. Elizabeth’s carotid pulses against my palm—fast, frantic—and her eyes through the mask holes roll back, just slightly, the whites showing beneath her lashes, and I thrust. Hard. Deep. Each stroke driving my cock into her pussy with enough force to push her against the headboard, and the wet sounds fill the room—obscene, rhythmic, the slap of skin on skin and Elizabeth’s choked moans building into something desperate.

The comments pour in. Overwhelming. The particular digital roar of eight thousand strangers witnessing a woman being choked on camera.

—HOLY FUCK HE’S CHOKING HER—

—the masked MILF is taking it so good—

—her eyes are rolling back Jesus Christ—

I can feel it building. The particular telltale tension in her thighs, the way her pussy grips me tighter with each thrust, rhythmically, pre-orgasmic pulses that are getting stronger, wetter—and Elizabeth’s free hand finds my wrist. Not pushing away. Pulling. Guiding my grip tighter around her throat, and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at dinner tables.

“Make me cum,” she gasps. The words tear out of her, raw, honest. “Choke me and make me cum. I need it. I need it.”

I give it to her. My hips snap forward with enough force to shake the bedframe, each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy, and my grip tightens—fingers pressing into the soft tissue with enough force to cut off blood, to narrow her world to the particular desperate focus of a woman being fucked and choked simultaneously—and Elizabeth breaks.

Harder than before. Violently. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches off the mattress so hard her spine forms a perfect curve, her tits pointing at the ceiling, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves—stronger than the first time, relentless, milking me so hard I groan. The sound she makes is half scream, half sob—raw, desperate, completely fucking unrestrained—and her legs lock around my waist, pulling me deeper, her pussy clenching around my cock in aftershocks that make my vision blur.

I release her throat. Elizabeth gasps—ragged, desperate, sucking air through the mask’s mouth slit—and her body shakes beneath me, golden hair tangled against the pillow, mask creaking with the force of her breathing.

“Fuck,” she gasps. The word is wrecked. Barely audible. Her hand finds my chest, flat palm against my sternum, feeling my heartbeat through skin and bone. “Your cock. God, your cock.”

I pull out. Fast. My cock slides free of her pussy with a wet, obscene sound that the microphone catches perfectly, cum following—thick, white, dripping onto the sheets between her thighs—and Elizabeth is already moving.

She sits up. Mask dripping with sweat, eyeholes dark, focused, and her hand finds my cock. Warm. Soft. Her grip wraps around my shaft with the particular confident technique of a woman who has jerked me off in a hundred different rooms and knows exactly how much pressure to apply. She strokes. Once. Twice. Slow, deliberate, her thumb circling the head where I’m leaking, and the sensation is so intense I groan.

“Look at him,” she says to the camera. Her voice is warm. Husky. The particular intimate register that turns a simple observation into something filthy. “Twenty-one years old and he’s fucked me so hard I can’t feel my legs. You see how wet he is? That’s my pussy. All over his cock.”

She works her hand faster. Up and down my shaft with firm, confident strokes that have me seeing stars, pre-cum leaking in steady drops that she works into the motion, and the wet sound fills the room—obscene, rhythmic, the particular slick noise of a hand moving on a cock that’s been inside her minutes ago.

“I’m close,” I pant. The words come out shaking. My hips buck into her grip involuntarily, my cock throbbing in her hand, each stroke driving me closer to the edge.

“I know, baby.” Elizabeth’s voice is low. Certain. She adjusts the angle, her grip tightening, her thumb pressing against the frenulum on each upstroke, and the pressure builds—that familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine coiling tighter with each pull of her hand. “Cum for me. Cum in my mouth. I want to taste you.”

She positions herself. On her knees beside me, masked face tilted up, mouth open behind the slit, and I wrap my hand around my shaft—joining hers, guiding, the head pressing against the black material where her lips wait—and the pressure breaks.

That electric coil winds to snapping, and I’m there—on the edge, right there—and with a guttural groan that tears out of me from somewhere primal, I explode.

The first pulse hits the mask—thick, hot, white streaking across the black material, soaking the mouth slit—and Elizabeth’s tongue finds it immediately, working through the cum, swallowing. The second pulse lands deeper, hitting her tongue directly, and she moans—low, hungry—the vibration traveling through the mask and into my cock. The third is weaker, a shuddering aftershock that lands on her chin, streaking golden skin, and I keep stroking, riding it out, until I’m empty and shaking and Elizabeth is kneeling before me with my cum soaking the mask and dripping from her chin.

She reaches up. Slowly. Deliberately. Her fingers find the bottom edge of the mask and pull it up—just enough. Not enough to reveal her face. Just enough to show the camera a strip of skin beneath her jaw, and my cum—thick, white, glistening—running in rivulets down her golden chin onto her neck.

The viewer count: 9,200. The peak. The particular digital cathedral of nine thousand strangers witnessing a masked woman with another man’s cum on her chin, and the comments are a blur—scrolling too fast to read, a waterfall of obscenity and worship.

Elizabeth holds the pose. Three seconds. Four. The camera capturing every drop, every glistening streak, and then she lowers the mask. Smoothes it back into place. Her eyes through the holes find mine, dark, focused, completely fucking satisfied.

“Good night, boys,” she purrs. Her voice is warm. Casual. Her finger taps the screen. The livestream ends. The viewer count freezes. The comments stop.

Silence. The particular heavy, satisfied quiet of a room where something catastrophic just happened and the walls are politely not mentioning it. Elizabeth collapses back onto the pillows, mask creaking, cum drying on her chin beneath the black material, and her hand finds mine. Squeezes. Once. Warm. Affectionate.

“Good boy,” she murmurs. “Now how about we do round 2 in private?”

Ready for the full story?

➡️Read Book 4 Now
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