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Chapter 1

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?”


Chapter 2

We lie there. My cock soft against my thigh, cum drying on the sheets between us, and Elizabeth’s hand is on my chest—flat palm against my sternum, feeling my heartbeat slow. The mask is off.

Her phone rings.

The particular generic iPhone chime cutting through the quiet, and Elizabeth reaches for the nightstand without looking. Her fingers find it, bring the screen to her face, and what I see there—illuminated in blue light against the black material of the mask—is RICHARD in all caps. Her husband. My best friend’s father. The particular megapastor whose donor money paid for this bed and has no idea what happens in it.

She answers. Puts it on speaker. Sets the phone on her stomach, and Richard’s voice fills the room—warm, resonant, the particular baritone that fills sanctuaries and, apparently, his wife’s bedroom while another man’s cum dries on her chin.

“Elizabeth, sweetheart,” he says. “How’s your afternoon?”

“Quiet,” Elizabeth says. Her voice is warm. Measured. The particular composed register of a pastor’s wife discussing her day, not the fact that nine thousand strangers just watched her get choked and fucked on a livestream. “Just resting. You?”

I move. Slow. Deliberate. My mouth finds her neck—the soft skin beneath her ear, warm, smelling of sex and expensive perfume—and I kiss her there. Once. Soft. Elizabeth’s breath catches. Barely audible, but I feel it—the slight hitch in her chest, the tension in her throat—and Richard keeps talking.

“Good, good. Listen, John Halsey’s called. You remember John? The vineyard in Napa? Major donor, seven figures last year.”

My hand finds her breast. Full, heavy, nipple still hard from the fucking, and I circle it with my thumb—gentle, teasing—and Elizabeth’s free hand finds my wrist. Not pushing away. Gripping. Her nails dig into my skin, and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she was using seconds ago.

“The Napa estate? Of course,” she replies. “What’s the occasion?”

“Charity gala. Weekend event. Big money on the table, and John’s offered the estate. Private jet Friday, return Sunday.” Richard’s voice carries that particular expansive confidence of a man who believes the world arranges itself for his convenience. “Thought it might be nice for Chris, too. Get him out of the house.”

My mouth moves lower. Collarbone. The soft valley between her breasts, and Elizabeth’s hand tightens on my wrist—guiding, not restraining—as Richard keeps talking.

“Sounds perfect,” she says. Her voice is steady. “Actually, Richard—what about Mark?”

“Mark?” Richard’s voice brightens. “What about him?”

“Chris adores him. You know how it is—college boys, they get bored at these things. Mark could keep him company. Make it more of a trip for him.”

My hand finds her waist. Slides lower. Across the flat plane of her stomach, toward the heat between her legs, and Elizabeth’s thighs part—slightly, unconsciously—her body responding to my touch while her voice remains perfectly measured.

“Smart thinking, sweetheart.” Richard doesn’t have a clue what’s happening right now. “I’ll have Elaine arrange it. Private jet leaves Friday, nine AM. Tell Mark to pack for a vineyard. Casual, but nice. John’s crowd.”

“Perfect,” Elizabeth replies. “We’ll see you at dinner?”

“Seven sharp. Love you, Elizabeth.”

“Love you too.”

The call ends. The room goes quiet. Elizabeth sets the phone on the nightstand, and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she used with Richard.

“Fuck,” she breathes.

Her hand tightens on my cock—one firm stroke that makes me gasp.

“Napa,” she says. “Private jet. Three days. You, me, and a vineyard estate with twelve bedrooms and a husband who will be too busy schmoozing donors to notice what happens in any of them.”

Her 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, and the particular warm, dark thing growing in my chest feels less like sin and more like the only direction worth walking.

“Sounds like a great time,” I reply. 


Chapter 3

The private jet exists in a different dimension than commercial air travel. Leather seats that cost more than most cars. Recessed lighting that makes everyone look like they’re in a perfume advertisement. The particular hushed opulence of a space designed exclusively for people who believe the sky is a privilege, not a right, and I’m strapped into a chair that probably retails for twenty grand trying not to think about the fact that twelve hours ago, I was fucking the woman across the aisle while her husband preached about marital fidelity to eight thousand people.

Elizabeth sits opposite me. Blonde hair loose around her shoulders, white sundress that covers everything and reveals nothing, the particular performative modesty of a pastor’s wife who understands that appearance is everything. She’s reading something on her phone.

Richard is three rows up. Sprawled in a captain’s chair, one ankle crossed over his knee, his phone held at an angle that—from where I’m sitting—is just visible. The screen glows blue against his wedding ring, and I catch fragments. A woman’s name. Melissa. Messages that scroll too fast to read but contain enough emoji to telegraph their content. Heart eyes. Fire. The particular digital shorthand of a man who is forty-six years old and texts like he’s twenty-two, and the irony of it—Richard Blackwood, author of “Covenant Marriage: God’s Design for Lifelong Commitment,” sexting a woman named Melissa at thirty thousand feet while his wife sits twelve feet away—should feel shocking. It doesn’t. It feels like the most predictable thing in the world.

Chris is beside me. My best friend. Twenty-one years old, all limbs and Adam’s apple and the particular gangly uncertainty of a boy becoming something else, and he’s conked out. Head against the window, mouth slightly open, tablet balanced on his chest playing something with explosions that no one can hear because his earbuds are in. He has no idea that the woman he calls Mom was getting face-fucked on a livestream seventy-two hours ago by the guy sitting next to him on a private jet his dad’s donor paid for.

Richard stands. He nods toward the cockpit and disappears through the forward bulkhead. Pilot chat. Flight plans. The particular masculine theater of men discussing altitude while women and children wait.

The cabin goes quiet. Just the hum of engines, the distant white noise of climate control, and Elizabeth’s eyes find mine across the aisle. Dark. Focused.

I stand. Cross the aisle in two strides. My hand finds hers—warm, soft, her wedding ring cool against my palm—and I pull. Elizabeth comes willingly. I guide her toward the rear of the cabin. One door. Lavatory. This bathroom costs more to design than most apartments cost to rent, and I push her inside. Step in after her. Lock the door.

The space is tiny. All polished surfaces and recessed lighting and the particular intimate compression of two bodies in a room designed for one, and Elizabeth’s back hits the wall. I’m on her immediately. No tease. No slow build. My mouth finds hers—hot, hungry, all tongue and teeth—and she kisses back with the particular desperate intensity of a woman who has been performing composure for three hours and needs release. Her hands find my chest, grip, nails digging into muscle, and I capture her wrists. One smooth motion. Pinning them above her head against the bulkhead, and Elizabeth gasps against my mouth—the sound muffled, raw, completely fucking honest.

“Your husband,” I growl against her lips. “Three rows up. Texting another woman while I have his wife pinned against a wall.”

Elizabeth moans. Low. Hungry. Her hips roll against mine, seeking friction, and my free hand finds her breast through the sundress—full, heavy, nipple hard against the thin cotton—and I squeeze. Hard. The particular possessive grip of a man who has claimed territory and isn’t gentle about reminding everyone, and Elizabeth cries out—a broken, desperate sound that the engines probably drown—her back arching, pushing her tit into my hand.

“Lift it,” I command.

My hand finds the hem of her dress, yanks upward, and Elizabeth’s thighs appear—pale, smooth—and then her panties. Black. Lace. Soaking through already, a dark patch visible against the fabric, and the sight of it—Elizabeth Blackwood in an airplane bathroom with wet panties and her wrists pinned above her head—makes my cock throb against my zipper.

I hook my thumb into the waistband. Drag the panties down just enough—not off, to the side, exposing her pussy, wet, swollen, completely fucking ready—and my hand finds her. Two fingers sliding through her folds, feeling the heat, the wetness, and Elizabeth gasps—ragged, desperate—her hips rolling against my hand, seeking more.

“Fuck me,” she whispers. The words tear out of her, raw, honest. “Now. Before he comes back. I need your cock. I need it.”

I fumble with my belt. One-handed, awkward, my other hand still pinning her wrists, and my cock springs free—hard, thick, pressing against her stomach through the dress—and I line up. Cock against her entrance, wet, hot, and I push.

One thrust. Deep. To the hilt. My cock drives into Elizabeth’s pussy with enough force to push her against the bulkhead, and she cries out—a broken, desperate sound that the engines mask but I feel in my chest—her pussy clenching around me, tight, wet, perfect.

“God,” she gasps. The word is wrecked. Raw. Her legs wrap around my waist, locking me against her, and I thrust. Hard. Rough. Each stroke driving my cock into her pussy with enough force to shake the door on its hinges, and the wet sounds fill the tiny space—obscene, rhythmic, the slap of skin on skin and Elizabeth’s choked moans building with each impact.

“Your pussy,” I growl against her neck. My mouth finds her pulse, bites, not gentle, and Elizabeth whimpers—high, desperate—her pussy clenching around me in a violent pulse. “So fucking wet. Taking my cock in an airplane bathroom while your husband talks to pilots thirty feet away. You like that? You like the risk?”

“Yes,” she hisses. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. Her hips roll against mine, meeting each thrust, her pussy gripping my cock with desperate, rhythmic clenches. “Fuck—Mark—harder. I don’t care if he hears. I don’t care.”

I give it to her. Harder strokes. Deeper. My cock driving into her pussy with enough force to push her against the bulkhead with each thrust, and Elizabeth’s moans come in time with the impacts—low, broken, completely unrestrained—her body shaking, her wrists straining against my grip, and somewhere beyond the door, beyond the bulkhead, Richard Blackwood is discussing descent patterns with men in uniforms while his wife takes another man’s cock in a bathroom he paid for.

I don’t slow down. Can’t slow down. My hips keep moving—hard, relentless strokes that drive my cock into Elizabeth’s pussy with enough force to push her against the bulkhead with each thrust, and the wet sounds fill the tiny space—obscene, rhythmic, the slap of skin on skin and Elizabeth’s choked moans building into something desperate. Her legs are locked around my waist, pulling me deeper, her pussy gripping my cock with each stroke like she’s trying to milk every inch, and I can feel it building—that particular telltale tension in her thighs, the way her pussy clenches rhythmically, pre-orgasmic pulses that are getting stronger, wetter.

“I’m close,” she gasps. Between thrusts. Her voice shot, wrecked, the particular desperate rasp of a woman on the edge. “Fuck—Mark—I’m so close—”

“Then come.” My voice is rough. Certain. My hand releases her wrists—she doesn’t move them, keeps them pinned above her head of her own volition—and finds her throat. Not choking. Cupping. My thumb pressed against her pulse, feeling it race, and Elizabeth’s eyes find mine—dark, focused, completely fucking present—and she breaks.

Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches off the bulkhead, tits pressing into my chest through the sundress, 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 she buries against my shoulder, muffled by fabric and the engine hum, but I feel it vibrate through both of us. Her thighs shake around my waist, her pussy clenching around my cock in aftershocks that make my vision blur, and I don’t stop.

Can’t stop. Won’t stop. My hips keep moving, driving my cock into her oversensitive, clenching pussy, and Elizabeth whimpers—high, desperate, the particular broken sounds of a woman coming down from one peak and being pushed toward another.

“Yes! Yes!” she gasps. Her hand finds my chest, grips, nails digging into muscle. “Make me your slut! Your bitch!”

I thrust harder. Deeper. Each stroke drives my cock into her pussy with enough force to push her against the bulkhead, and Elizabeth sobs—actual sobs, tears streaking from the corners of her eyes—her body trembling, her pussy still clenching around me 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, and I feel it—the way her thighs tighten around my waist, the way her pussy grips me with each thrust, wetter, tighter—and Elizabeth’s free hand finds the back of my neck. Grips. Pulls my mouth to hers, and she kisses me—desperate, hungry, all tongue and teeth—and what comes out of her against my lips is nothing like the voice she uses at dinner tables.

“Make me cum again,” she whispers. The words tear out of her, raw, honest. “I need it. I need to cum on your cock again. Please.”

I give it to her. My hips snap forward with enough force to shake the door on its hinges, each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy, and Elizabeth’s back arches. Hard. Violent. Her tits press into my chest, nipples hard through the cotton, and her pussy clenches around me in violent, pre-orgasmic pulses that make my vision blur.

“I’m coming,” she gasps. The words are wrecked. Barely recognizable. “Fuck—Mark—I’m coming—”

“Then come.” My voice is a command. Rough. Certain. My hand finds her ass—grips, pulls her onto my cock with each thrust—and Elizabeth breaks.

Harder than before. Violently. Her back arches so hard her spine forms a perfect curve, her tits pointing at the ceiling through the dress, 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.

“Cum in my pussy!” she maons. “Make me your cum dump!”

And I’m there. That familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine coiling to snapping, and I thrust—hard, deep, burying my cock to the hilt in her clenching pussy—and I explode.

The first pulse hits deep. Thick, hot, filling her, and Elizabeth gasps—ragged, desperate—her pussy clenching around me in rhythmic pulses that milk every drop. The second is stronger, a shuddering wave that has me seeing stars, and the third is weaker—a warm, pulsing aftershock that leaves me empty and shaking and buried deep inside Elizabeth Blackwood in an airplane bathroom at thirty thousand feet.

“Fuck,” I pant.

My forehead drops against her shoulder, and Elizabeth’s hand strokes my hair—gentle, almost tender—her body still trembling with aftershocks, my cum inside her, our skin slick with sweat in the claustrophobic heat of the tiny space.

“Your husband,” I murmur against her neck. The words come out shaking. “Thirty feet away.”

“I know.” Elizabeth’s voice is warm. Satisfied. The particular cathartic release of a woman who has just risked everything and would do it again in a heartbeat. “Worth it.”

We disentangle. Elizabeth’s legs unwrap from my waist, her feet finding the floor, and my cock slides free of her pussy with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the sudden quiet. Cum follows—thick, white, dripping down her inner thighs onto the bathroom floor—and Elizabeth doesn’t wipe it away. Doesn’t care. She smooths her dress down—the white cotton now wrinkled, damp with sweat, the particular evidence of what just happened hidden beneath fabric that cost more than most people’s monthly rent—and reaches for toilet paper. Wipes between her legs. Once. Twice. Efficient. Clinical. The particular practiced composure of a woman who has been hiding evidence for months and is very good at it.

I tuck myself away. Belt. Zipper. My pants are wrinkled, my shirt damp with sweat, and Elizabeth reaches up. Adjusts my collar. Smooths my hair with her fingers.

She checks her reflection in the polished metal that passes for a mirror. Runs a finger under each eye, smooths her hair, and what emerges is not the woman who just came twice on my cock but Elaine Blackwood—pastor’s wife and mother.

We unlock the door. Step into the cabin. The cool air hits us—climate control running at a temperature designed for people wearing blazers, not people who have just fucked in a bathroom—and Elizabeth takes her seat. Crosses her legs. Picks up her phone.

I drop into my seat beside Chris. He hasn’t moved. Still conked out against the window, tablet balanced on his chest, and the particular blessed ignorance of a sixteen-year-old boy who has no idea what just happened twelve feet away from him feels less like innocence and more like the only honest exchange in the cabin.

The forward bulkhead opens. Richard emerges. Smooth. Graceful. His wedding ring catching the recessed lighting, and he smiles—warm, expansive, the particular beatific confidence of a man who believes the world arranges itself for his convenience—and drops into his seat across from Elizabeth.

“ETA forty minutes,” he says. “John’s sending a car.”

“Perfect,” Elizabeth says. “I just got done using the bathroom.”


“Good.” Richard turns to me. “Do you need to use the bathroom before we make our descent?”


“I’m good,” I reply. “I also just emptied myself.” 


Chapter 4

The Halsey Estate exists in the particular rarefied air of California wealth that makes resorts look middle-class. Twelve acres of Napa vineyard terraced into hillsides that catch afternoon light in a way that turns grape leaves to gold. A main house that belongs on Italian postcards—limestone, terra cotta, the rusticity of something that cost eight figures to look rustic—and a pool that stretches toward the valley in a long, turquoise slash that probably has its own Instagram account.

John Halsey meets us at the circular drive. Sixty-ish. Silver hair. He has the weathered tan of a man who spends donor money on sailboats and vineyard lunches and looks like he was born doing both. His hand finds Richard’s shoulder with affection, and the tour begins immediately. Business assets. The winery. The distribution channels. The particular masculine theater of men discussing revenue streams while standing in sunlight that costs nothing and feels expensive anyway.

Chris vanishes within minutes. A cluster of teenagers materializes from somewhere—donor children, pastor kids, the kind of evangelical offspring who have been attending these events since they could walk—and Chris is absorbed.

Which leaves me. Standing on a limestone terrace with a view of Napa that belongs on bottle labels, holding a weekend bag that contains exactly two changes of clothes and the particular hollow knowledge that I packed for a vineyard trip with my best friend’s family and will spend most of it fucking his mother in guest bedrooms.

“Something funny about the view?”

The voice comes from behind me. Warm. I turn.

Victoria.

John’s wife. She’s standing three feet away on limestone that costs more per square foot than my apartment, and the sundress she’s wearing should be illegal in fifty states. White. Thin. The particular barely-there cotton that clings to curves the way sunlight clings to hillsides—inevitable, possessive, completely fucking intentional. It straps across her shoulders in thin bands that leave her collarbones bare, and the neckline plunges. Her breasts are full. Heavy. The dress clinging to them in a way that outlines every curve, every slope, the particular geography of flesh that the thin cotton was designed to showcase rather than conceal.

The dress ends mid-thigh. Her legs are long. Tanned. The particular golden smoothness of skin that has seen sun and expensive lotion in equal measure, and her feet are bare—toes curled against warm stone, red polish catching the light—and the particular casual intimacy of bare feet on limestone terrace feels less like carelessness and more like the confidence of a woman who knows the stone belongs to her.

Her face is... Jesus Christ. Her face is the kind of thing Renaissance painters gave up on because reality refused to cooperate. High cheekbones. Full mouth. Lips that belong on billboards and, apparently, on a vineyard terrace in Napa asking me what’s funny about a view. Her hair is dark—not Elizabeth’s blonde, not Sofia’s glossy brown, but something richer. Almost black, loose around her shoulders in waves that catch the light and hold it, and her eyes are the particular dangerous green of something that grows in shade and thrives on attention.

She’s older than me. Not Elizabeth’s age—mid-thirties, maybe.

“The view’s perfect,” I say. The words come out steadier than they have any right to. “I was laughing at something else.”

“Care to share?” She steps closer. Her perfume hits me—something expensive, woody, with a note underneath it that might be her skin—and up close, the dress is even more obscene. The cotton is so thin I can see the shadow of her nipples beneath it, hard points against warm fabric, and the neckline plunges far enough that the curve of her breast is visible with each breath—golden skin, the particular smooth architecture of something built for pleasure.

“Private joke,” I say. “You had to be there.”

“Maybe I’d like to be there next time.” Her smile is warm. “I’m Victoria. John’s... well. Various things. Host. Occasional nuisance. Depends on the day.”

“Mark.” I offer my hand. She takes it. Her palm is warm, soft, her fingers curling around mine with a grip that feels deliberate, and she holds it a beat too long.

“You came here with Richard?”

“Yes. I’m his son’s best friend.”

Her hand is still in mine. Still holding. Her thumb traces a slow circle against my knuckle—once, twice—a gesture so deliberate, so calculated, that the air between us seems to compress.

“The vineyard tour’s at four,” she says. Her voice is low. Intimate. The particular register of a woman discussing something other than vineyard tours. “Might be worth your while. Some of the older vintages don’t make it to the tasting room. They keep the good stuff in the cellars.”

Her thumb stops circling. Holds. One suspended moment of contact that contains promises I shouldn’t want to hear and want anyway, and then she releases my hand. Steps back. The sundress shifts with her movement—cotton clinging to hips that belong on Renaissance canvases—and she smiles.

“Find me if you get bored,” she says. “The estate has twelve bedrooms and a husband who will be too busy discussing barrel aging to notice what happens in any of them.”

She turns. Walks toward the house. Bare feet on warm stone, the white dress clinging to every curve, and the view from behind is even more obscene than the view from the front—the dress riding up with each step.

I stand there. Bag at my feet. View of Napa stretching toward a horizon that costs nothing and feels expensive anyway. However, the dark thing growing in my chest—the thing that’s been accelerating since the first time I fucked Elizabeth—finds new fuel. New territory. New contours to claim.

Napa waits. Three days. Twelve bedrooms.

This will be fun.


Chapter 5

The game room at the Halsey Estate belongs in Architectural Digest spreads about people who have too much money and no idea what to do with it. Pool table that probably costs more than most cars. Leather recliners positioned at angles that suggest intimacy without requiring it. A seventy-inch television mounted on reclaimed barn wood that some designer charged six figures to distress, and Chris is sprawled across one of the recliners with a controller in his hands, his eyes fixed on the screen where something explodes in high definition.

I drop into the chair beside him. Leather that still smells new, the particular chemical richness of something that hasn’t been broken in yet, and Chris doesn’t look over. His thumbs work the controller with the particular focused intensity of a kid who has been playing first-person shooters since he could hold a device, and the avatar on screen—some cybernetic soldier with more guns than limbs—sprints through rubble while Chris mumbles commentary under his breath.

“Watch this, watch this—fuck, yes.” The soldier vaults over a barrier, lands in a crouch, and the head of something that might be human explodes in a pixelated spray that the game’s rating board probably spent months debating. Chris whoops.

“I miss Ashley,” he finally says. The words come out casual, and his eyes don’t leave the screen. His soldier sprints through a doorway into gunfire, and Chris’s thumbs work faster, his body tensing with the particular physical investment of a kid who believes what happens on screen matters.

“Yeah?” I keep my voice neutral. Little does he know that I’ve been fucking Ashley since before she and Chris even broke up. “She text you today?”

“Yesterday.” Chris’s soldier dies. The screen goes red, respawn timer counting down, and he sets the controller in his lap. Looks at me. “She’s at her grandma’s in Phoenix. Says it’s boring as shit. Hundred degrees every day, and her grandma makes her go to bed at nine.”

Ashley is a great fuck. Too bad she never let Chris hit it.

I remember her on her knees. Her mouth on my cock. The wet, choked sounds she made against my shaft while her phone buzzed on the bathroom counter with texts from Chris—miss you babe, call me when you’re free—and the particular dark, catastrophic thrill of taking something that belongs to someone else and feeling, in the moment, like it was always meant to be yours.

She came twice that time. Once with my fingers inside her against the bathroom counter, her pussy gripping my hand while she bit her own wrist to keep quiet, and once with my cock driving into her from behind while she pressed her forehead against the cool tile and sobbed—actual sobs.

“Must be rough,” I say. The words come out steady. My hand finds the armrest, grips, and the leather creaks beneath my fingers. “Phoenix in summer is brutal.”

“It’s not just that.” Chris picks up the controller. Respawning, his soldier materializes in a new location, and he steers through rubble with the particular distracted focus of a kid who is talking about one thing while thinking about another. “It’s like—I don’t know. I hate being “just friends” with her, you know?”

The soldier rounds a corner into automatic gunfire. Dies immediately. Chris doesn’t swear. Just sets the controller down again, harder this time, and runs a hand through his hair.

“College girls, man.” I offer the platitude because it’s what I’m supposed to offer, and the particular hollowness of it sits between us like something physical. “They’re complicated. Comes with the territory.”

“Yeah, but—” Chris stops. “It’s not just Ashley. It’s everything. Dad’s been—I don’t know. Weird. Distant. Always on his phone, always in meetings. This trip was supposed to be family time, and he’s been holed up with John since we got here talking about donor projections or whatever the fuck.”

“Your dad’s got a lot on his plate,” I say. The words taste like ash. Richard’s plate, from where I’m sitting, contains exactly two things: the performance of pastoral authority and the hungry calculation of a man who believes his hypocrisy is charming. “Church stuff. Donor stuff. It’s—you know. The job.”

“It’s always the job.” Chris picks up the controller. “Sometimes I think he doesn’t even see me. Like I’m—I don’t know. Furniture. Something that comes with the house.”

The soldier on screen stands idle. Respawning, armed, waiting for input, and Chris doesn’t give it any. Just sits there with the controller in his lap and his eyes on the screen.

I should say something. Should offer the particular warm, brotherly wisdom that best friends are supposed to offer—something about fathers and sons and the complicated geography of masculine affection—but what comes out of my mouth is nothing like the voice I use in polite company.

“He sees you,” I say. The words are rough. “Maybe not the way you want him to. But he sees you, Chris. I promise.”

Chris looks at me. Those dark eyes finding mine with a focus that’s almost painful in its honesty, and he nods.He picks up the controller. Starts playing. His soldier sprints through rubble, and Chris whoops at a headshot, and the particular blessed resilience of adolescence—the way hurt metabolizes into something else so quickly—should feel like relief. It feels like theft.


Chapter 6

Napa at night has a particular quality that daylight pretends not to understand. Softer. Heavier. The vineyard terraces visible through the floor-to-ceiling windows of the guest wing are just dark shapes against darker sky, and the air that filters through the screens carries the particular green smell of grape leaves and soil and something older—the particular mineral richness of land that has been producing wealth for longer than most families have been producing children.

I lie in bed. Guest room. King mattress that probably costs more than my car, and the sheets are the particular expensive cotton that feels like nothing against skin—smooth, cool, completely fucking indifferent to the fact that I’m hard beneath them and have been for twenty minutes. My phone glows blue against the pillow. No new messages.

Down the hall, Richard’s voice carries. Muffled. John Halsey’s lower rumble answers—fragments, phrases, the particular masculine theater of men discussing numbers while standing in rooms with views. Donor projections. Tax structures.

I check my phone again. Nothing.

Chris is asleep. I checked twenty minutes ago.

I text Elizabeth. Three words. Cellar. Now. Please.

The ellipsis appears immediately. Three pulsing dots that contain more promise than most contracts, and then her response: 2 min.

I’m out of bed before the screen dims. Pants on. No shirt. The hallway is dark—recessed lighting dimmed to the particular amber glow that expensive houses use to suggest intimacy—and I move quietly.

The stairs to the cellar are stone. The cellar itself opens at the bottom of the stairs—low ceiling, stone walls, barrels stacked in rows that disappear into shadow, and the single pendant light above a tasting table casts the particular amber glow that turns everything romantic whether it deserves it or not.

I wait. My cock hard against my zipper, the particular urgent thickness of blood that has nowhere else to go, and the seconds stretch. One minute. Ninety seconds. The particular elastic quality of time when you’re waiting for something you’ve fucked a hundred times and still want like it’s the first.

She appears at the top of the stairs. Backlit by the hallway glow, her blonde hair loose around her shoulders, the white sundress from earlier catching the light in a way that turns the thin cotton almost transparent—and then she descends. One step. Two. Bare feet on stone, completely silent, and the particular graceful economy of her movement—the way Elizabeth Blackwood occupies space when she’s not performing for anyone—makes my cock throb against my zipper.

“You’re insane,” she whispers. She stands close enough that I can smell her, and her eyes find mine in the low light. Dark. Focused. Completely fucking present.

“Your husband,” I say. The word lands between us. Loaded. Dangerous. “Thirty feet away. Discussing donor projections.”

“I know.” Her smile is warm. “He’ll be there for hours. John opened a ‘68 Cabernet. They’re comparing tasting notes with spreadsheet columns. It’s the most boring orgy of masculine self-regard I’ve ever witnessed, and I’ve witnessed quite a few.”

I laugh. Elizabeth’s hand finds my chest. Flat palm against my sternum, feeling my heartbeat through skin and bone, and her fingers trace downward. Across my stomach. To the waistband of my pants, and she hooks her thumb. Drags it along the elastic, and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at dinner tables.

“I’m not wearing any panties.”

“Show me.”

She does. One smooth motion. Her hand finds the hem of the sundress, and she lifts it slowly. Thighs appear. Pale. Smooth. Then higher—the curve of her bare ass—and then the hem stops. Just below her hips. Enough.

“Fuck,” I breathe.

Her body arranges itself against mine with the particular easy surrender of someone who has stopped pretending, and my mouth finds hers.

No tease. No slow build. Hungry. Desperate. All tongue and teeth, and Elizabeth kisses back with the focused intensity of a woman who has been performing composure for twelve hours and needs release. Her hand finds my cock through my pants—hard, thick, pressing against the zipper—and she grips. Once. Firm.

“Your pussy,” I growl against her lips. My hand slides beneath the raised hem, finds her ass—bare, warm, completely fucking naked under the dress—and I squeeze. Hard. Fingers digging into soft flesh, and Elizabeth gasps. Her hips roll against mine, seeking friction, and I can feel the heat through the thin cotton of my pants.

“I’ve been wet since the airplane,” she whispers against my mouth. Her voice is low. Husky. “Thinking about your cock. How deep you get. How you fuck me like you’re trying to break something.”

My hand moves. Around her hip. Between her legs, and she’s soaked—hot, slick, completely fucking ready—and my fingers slide through her folds with enough pressure to make her gasp, her body tensing against mine, and Elizabeth’s hand tightens on my cock. Strokes once through the fabric, rough, desperate, and the wet sound of my fingers working against her fills the tiny space—obscene, rhythmic, completely fucking audible in the stone-walled quiet.

“Bend me over,” she breathes against my neck. Her mouth finds my pulse and bites. It’s not gentle. “The table. Now. I need your cock inside me before I lose my mind.”

I’m already moving. My hand finds her hair, and I pull. Guiding her toward the tasting table where the pendant light casts its amber glow across oak that’s older than both of us combined, and Elizabeth comes willingly. Her body arranging itself against the wood with the deliberate surrender of a woman who knows exactly how she wants to be fucked and isn’t afraid to ask for it.

The dress rides up as she bends. White cotton pooling at her waist, her ass bare and pale in the low light, and the obscene visual of it—Elizabeth Blackwood, pastor’s wife, bent over a tasting table in a vineyard cellar with no panties and her dress around her waist—makes my vision blur at the edges. My cock throbs against my zipper, demanding, and I fumble with my belt. One-handed, awkward, the other hand still gripping her hair, and my pants hit the stone floor with a wet slap that seems deafening in the quiet.

Elizabeth looks back over her shoulder. Her blonde hair tangled in my grip, her eyes dark, focused, completely fucking waiting, and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at donor dinners.

“Fuck me, Mark. Now. Before I change my mind and go back to being a good wife.”

My cock drives into Elizabeth’s pussy with enough force to push her against the tasting table, oak groaning beneath her palms, and she cries out—a broken, desperate sound that the stone walls catch and amplify into something that feels like it fills the entire cellar.

Her pussy grips me like a fist—tight, wet, hot, the particular clutching intimacy of flesh that has been waiting for this and knows exactly what to do with it—and I hold there. Buried to the balls in Elizabeth Blackwood’s married pussy thirty feet below a house where her husband is discussing donor projections, and the particular catastrophic arithmetic of it—risk, desire, the warm dark thing that’s been growing since a church bathroom—makes my vision blur.

“God,” she gasps. The word tears out of her, wrecked beyond recognition. Her back arches, ass pushing back against me, taking every inch, and her pussy clenches around my cock in rhythmic pulses that feel like she’s trying to pull me deeper. “You’re so deep. I can feel every fucking inch.”

I pull back. Slow. Deliberate. Feeling her pussy grip my shaft, the obscene wet sound of my cock sliding through her soaked folds, and then I thrust. Hard. Rough. My hips snap forward with enough force to shake the table, and Elizabeth’s moan comes in time with the impact—low, broken, completely unrestrained—her blonde hair spilling across the oak, her fingers scrabbling for purchase on wood that’s older than both of us combined.

My hand finds her hair. Grips. Tangles in the thick blonde strands, and I pull. Hard. Yanking her head back, arching her spine, and Elizabeth gasps—ragged, desperate—her pussy clenching around me in a violent pulse that makes my cock throb. Her throat appears, and my free hand finds it. Wraps around her neck, fingers pressing into the soft tissue beneath her jaw, and I squeeze.

Not gentle. Never gentle. Fingers pressing with enough force to narrow her world to nothing but the cock inside her and the pressure on her carotid, and Elizabeth’s moan shifts—wet, choked, the particular desperate sound of a woman whose oxygen is being restricted and is using the restriction, turning it into something filthy and productive. Her pussy clenches around me harder. Tighter. Rhythmic pulses that match the pressure of my hand on her throat, and I thrust. Harder. Deeper. Each stroke driving my cock into her pussy with enough force to push her against the table, and the wet sounds fill the cellar—obscene, rhythmic, the slap of my hips against her ass and the particular choked, desperate moans that Elizabeth can’t contain.

“Yes!” she moans. “Yes! Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!”

“Your pussy,” I growl against the back of her neck. My mouth finds her spine, bites, not gentle, and Elizabeth whimpers—high, desperate—her hips rolling back to meet each thrust. “So fucking wet. Taking my cock in your husband’s donor’s cellar while he talks numbers thirty feet above us. You like that? You like the risk?”

“Yes,” she hisses. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. Her hand finds mine on her throat—not pushing away, gripping, her fingers interlacing with mine, holding my hand tighter against her windpipe—and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at dinner tables. “Choke me harder. Make me cum on your cock while my husband discusses tax deductions. I want to feel you when I’m sitting across from him at breakfast tomorrow. I want to feel every fucking inch.”

My hand moves. From her throat to her breast—reaching beneath the bunched cotton of the sundress, finding her tit, full, heavy, nipple hard against my palm—and I squeeze. Hard. Elizabeth cries out. Her back arches, pushing her tit harder into my hand, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pre-orgasmic pulses that make my vision blur.

“Tell me who this pussy belongs to,” I command. My hips keep moving, relentless, driving my cock into her with strokes that are punishing, deep, each one pushing her against the table with enough force to make the oak creak. “Say it.”

“It’s yours,” she gasps. Between thrusts. Her voice shot, wrecked, the particular desperate rasp of a woman who has surrendered to something larger than pride. “My pussy is yours. It’s always been yours. Richard hasn’t made me cum in years. He touches me like he’s afraid I’ll break. You fuck me like you’re trying to break something, and God—fuck—Mark—I’m close. I’m so close—”

I 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 I tighten my grip on her hair. Yank harder. Arch her spine further, and my hand finds her throat again. Squeezes. 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 Elizabeth breaks.

Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches off the table 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—strong, relentless, milking me so hard I groan. The sound she makes is primal—a long, broken wail that vibrates through the stone walls and probably the floor joists and possibly the study where Richard Blackwood is comparing vineyard yields to quarterly projections, and Elizabeth shakes. Her body trembling beneath me, her pussy clenching around my cock in aftershocks that make my vision blur, and I don’t stop.

Can’t stop. Won’t stop. My hips keep moving, driving my cock into her oversensitive, clenching pussy, and Elizabeth 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 against the table, and Elizabeth 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 oak beneath us in obscene evidence of what I’m doing to her.

“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 come.” 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 Elizabeth breaks.

Harder than before. Violently. The sound she makes is half scream, half sob—raw, desperate, completely fucking unrestrained—and she collapses forward onto the table, her forehead against the oak, her body shaking with aftershocks so violent the pendant light sways.

I’m nowhere near done.

I don’t slow down. Couldn’t if I wanted to. My hips keep moving—hard, relentless strokes that drive my cock into Elizabeth’s oversensitive, clenching pussy, and she whimpers. High. Desperate.

“Please,” she gasps. Between thrusts. Her voice is wrecked. Raw. The particular desperate rasp of a woman whose body is protesting and whose pussy is doing something else entirely. “I can’t—Mark—I can’t take another—”

“You can.” My voice is rough. My hand finds her ass—both cheeks, gripping, spreading her open—and I thrust harder. Deeper. Each stroke drives my cock into her pussy with enough force to push her against the table, and Elizabeth sobs as her pussy is still clenching. Violent, rhythmic pulses that grip my cock with each thrust and are getting stronger, not weaker—the particular telltale tension of a woman building toward something catastrophic despite her body’s protests.

I give it to her. My hips snap forward with enough force to shake the table, each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy, and Elizabeth’s back arches. Hard. Violent. Her tits press against the oak, nipples hard through the thin cotton, and her pussy clenches around me in violent, pre-orgasmic pulses that make my vision blur.

“I’m coming,” she gasps. The words are wrecked. Barely recognizable. “Fuck—Mark—I’m coming—”

“Then come.” My voice is a command. Rough. Certain. My hand finds her hair—grips, yanks her head back—and I thrust. Hard. Deep. Burying my cock to the hilt in her clenching pussy, and Elizabeth breaks.

Harder than before. Catastrophically. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. The sound she makes is beyond language—a long, broken wail that vibrates through the stone and probably reaches the study where Richard Blackwood is comparing fermentation techniques to donor retention rates, and Elizabeth shakes. Actually shakes. Her body trembling beneath me, her pussy clenching around my cock in aftershocks that make my vision blur, and she collapses forward. Forehead against the oak, chest heaving, completely fucking wrecked.

I pull out. Fast. My cock slides free of her pussy with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the sudden quiet, cum following—thick, white, dripping onto the stone floor between her thighs—and Elizabeth is already moving.

She slides off the table—legs unsteady, dress still hiked around her waist—and drops to her knees on the stone floor. Looks up at me. Her blonde hair tangled, her face flushed, tears streaking her golden skin, and what I see in her eyes isn’t exhaustion. Isn’t surrender. It’s hunger. Pure, unfiltered, completely fucking honest hunger.

“Give it to me,” she says. Her voice is low. Husky. The particular commanding register of a woman who has just come three times and wants more. “I want your cock in my mouth. All of it. I want to taste us together.”

I step forward. My cock is wet—glossy with her cum, hard, throbbing—and Elizabeth’s mouth finds it. No tease. No slow build. Her lips wrap around the head, warm, wet, and she takes me deep. One smooth motion, her throat opening around my shaft, and she 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. Feeling her throat constrict around me, tight, hot, perfect, and Elizabeth’s eyes roll back. Just slightly. The whites showing beneath her lashes, tears forming at the corners, and I pull back. Just enough to let her breathe—my cock sliding free with a wet, obscene sound—and before she can recover I’m pushing back in. Harder this time. Deeper. My cock driving into her throat with enough force to push her head back, and Elizabeth gags again. Harder. Spit sprays from her lips in a thick, obscene arc that lands on my thighs, on the stone, and I use it—work the wetness into the stroke, my hand finding her hair, gripping at the roots.

“Take it,” I growl. My voice is shaking. My hips keep moving, driving my cock into her throat with strokes that are relentless, punishing, each thrust holding for one count, two, before pulling back just enough to let her gasp before driving in again. “Take all of it. That’s it. Good girl. Such a good fucking girl.”

Elizabeth takes it. Her hands find my thighs, grip, nails digging into muscle, and her throat works around my cock with desperate, rhythmic swallows that I can feel through my shaft, through my balls, straight to the base of my spine. Spit everywhere. Soaking her chin, her neck, running between her breasts in obscene rivulets that catch the pendant light, and she doesn’t wipe it away. Doesn’t care. Her moans around my cock are wet, choked, the vibration traveling up my shaft and making my vision blur.

“Look at me,” I command. Rough. Certain. Elizabeth’s eyes find mine—through tears, through the particular shattered focus of a woman whose throat is being used beyond capacity—and what I see there isn’t performance. Isn’t acting. It’s surrender. Complete, total, the particular desperate gratitude of a woman who has found something she needs and is taking every inch of it.

I thrust harder. Deeper. My cock driving into her throat with enough force to push her head against the stone wall behind her, and Elizabeth gags—wet, convulsive, her whole body jerking—and spit runs from her lips in a thick, glistening string that connects her mouth to my cock even as I pull back. The obscene visual of it—Elizabeth Blackwood on her knees in a vineyard cellar with spit streaking her chin and my cock glistening with her saliva—pushes something dark and triumphant through my chest.

“That’s it,” I pant. My hand tightens in her hair, yanking her forward, driving my cock deeper into her throat, and I can feel it building—that familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine coiling to snapping. “I’m close. I’m going to cum. You’re going to swallow every drop. Every fucking drop.”

Elizabeth moans around my cock. The vibration travels through me, and I thrust—hard, deep, burying my cock to the hilt in her throat—and I explode.

The first pulse hits deep. Thick, hot, filling her throat, and Elizabeth swallows—desperate, rhythmic, her throat working around my cock to milk every drop—and the second is stronger. A shuddering wave that has me seeing stars, my hand frozen in her hair, my hips bucking involuntarily into her mouth, and Elizabeth takes it. Every pulse. Every drop. Her throat working around me, swallowing, and the third is weaker—a warm, pulsing aftershock that leaves me empty and shaking and buried deep in Elizabeth Blackwood’s throat in a cellar thirty feet below her husband.

I pull out. Slowly. My cock slides free of her mouth with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the quiet, a thick string of spit and cum connecting her lips to the head for one suspended second before breaking, and Elizabeth collapses forward. Forehead against my thigh, chest heaving, spit and cum streaking her golden chin, completely fucking wrecked.

“Fuck,” she breathes. The word is mangled. Wrecked. Barely audible. Her hand finds my calf, grips, and I can feel her shaking as I stroke her hair.

The cellar is quiet. Just our breathing—ragged, syncing slowly—and the distant hum of climate control that has been running the entire time. Somewhere above us, thirty feet of stone and wood and expensive insulation, Richard Blackwood is comparing barrel-aging techniques to spiritual maturation, completely unaware that his wife is on her knees in a cellar with another man’s cum in her throat.

Elizabeth looks up. Her eyes find mine, dark, focused, completely fucking present, and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at polite gatherings.

“Worth it,” she says. The words are warm. Satisfied. The particular cathartic release of a woman who has just risked everything and would do it again in a heartbeat. “Every fucking second.”


Chapter 7

Breakfast at the Halsey Estate is served on a limestone terrace that faces east across vineyard terraces turning gold in morning light. The table is reclaimed redwood—twelve feet long, two inches thick—and the chairs are wrought iron with cushions that probably get replaced seasonally. China that predates statehood. Crystal that catches light and holds it.

I’m sitting between Chris and an empty chair trying not to think about the fact that twelve hours ago, I had Elizabeth Blackwood’s throat around my cock in a cellar directly beneath where her husband is currently spreading jam on toast.

Richard holds court at the head of the table. Something about a donor in Atlanta who wept during altar call and wrote a check with five zeroes, and John Halsey nods along.

Elizabeth sits across from me. Blonde hair loose around her shoulders, white sundress fresh and pressed. When our eyes meet over the crystal water pitcher, she gives me a smile.

Chris is demolishing pancakes beside me. He’s talking around mouthfuls about something that happened in the game room yesterday—a headshot, a respawn, the particular digital accomplishments that feel like scripture at his age—and I nod along. Victoria Halsey hasn’t appeared yet and her absence feels, in the particular charged quiet of morning-after, like the pause before something catastrophic.

She appears at the French doors. The sundress she’s wearing should be illegal in fifty states. Different from yesterday. Navy blue, thin, the barely-there cotton that clings to curves the way morning light clings to vine leaves—inevitable, possessive, completely fucking intentional. It straps across her shoulders in bands that leave her collarbones bare, and the neckline plunges. Her breasts are full. Heavy. The dress clinging to them in a way that outlines every curve, every slope, and her legs are long, golden, bare feet on warm stone as she crosses the terrace with the particular graceful economy of someone who knows exactly how much ground she covers with each step.

“Sorry I’m late,” she says. “John had me on a call with the distributors. Apparently someone in Cincinnati thinks our Syrah is ‘too fruit-forward’ for the Midwest palate, which is distributor-speak for ‘I’m threatened by pleasure and take it out on grapes.’”

John laughs. The particular grateful bark of a husband who has just been handed a conversational lifeline, and Richard chuckles. Victoria’s eyes find the empty chair beside me.

“Mine?” she says. Not a question. A statement.

I nod.

She sits. The wrought iron creaks beneath her weight, and her thigh presses against mine beneath the table.

“These eggs are fantastic,” she says. Her perfume hits me—expensive, woody, with that same skin note underneath—and her hand finds my napkin.

When a conversation falls over the other side of the room, Victoria leans a bit closer to me.

“I saw you,” she murmurs. “Last night. Cellar stairs. Her on her knees. Your cock down her throat. The sounds she made—Christ, Mark. I stood at the top of those stairs for three full minutes and listened to Richard Blackwood’s wife gag on your cock.”

The air leaves my lungs. My hand freezes on the coffee cup. China against skin. Victoria’s thigh presses harder against mine.

“Relax,” she whispers. Her lips brush my ear. “I’m not going to tell him.”

I turn. Just slightly. “Why?” I ask.

She smiles. That smile. The particular wicked curl of a woman who has been waiting for this question and has the answer prepared.

“Two reasons.” Her hand finds my thigh beneath the table. Flat palm against denim, warm, certain, and her thumb traces a slow circle against the inseam. “First: I have never seen a cock as big as yours in my life, and I’ve seen quite a few. John hasn’t made me cum in years. He touches me like he’s afraid I’ll break, and what I need—what I have needed for approximately a decade—is a man who fucks me like he’s trying to break something.”

Her thumb stops circling. Holds.

“Second reason is simpler.” Her voice drops lower. “Fuck me, and I stay silent. Don’t fuck me, and Richard finds out what his wife sounds like when she’s choking on another man’s cock. Your call.”

Across the table, Richard’s voice booms. John nods along. Silver hair catching light. Wedding ring prominent. The particular masculine theater of men discussing God’s work while their wives make arrangements beneath the tablecloth.

Elizabeth is watching. Her eyes find mine over crystal and china. Victoria’s hand doesn’t move. Stays on my thigh.

“I’ll think about it,” I murmur. The words come out steadier than they have any right to, and Victoria’s smile widens.

“Don’t think too long,” she whispers. Her thumb resumes its circle. “The estate has twelve bedrooms and a husband who will be too busy discussing spiritual maturation to notice what happens in any of them. The invitation stands. Until it doesn’t.”

She removes her hand. Returns to her eggs with the particular casual composure of a woman who has just threatened a man and offered him salvation in the same breath and is now discussing hydration goals, and Richard’s voice fills the terrace.


Chapter 8

The vineyard terraces at ten in the morning belong on postcards that cost too much and get sent too rarely. Sunlight catches grape leaves and turns them the particular translucent green of something that exists solely to be photographed, and the air carries the mineral richness of soil that has been producing wealth since before the word “terroir” entered American vocabulary. Rows stretch toward the valley in perfect lines, and John Halsey walks them with the proprietary stride of a man who owns every inch of ground he walks on.

“Note the spacing,” he says. He gestures at the gap between vines. “Four-foot spacing allows each vine its own microclimate. The canopy management becomes—well, it becomes an art form rather than a science, though of course the science informs the art. Richard, you’ll appreciate this—it’s not unlike pastoral care. Each vine requires individual attention within a framework of collective growth.”

Richard nods. His phone is in his hand. Has been since we left the terrace. He checks it between John’s sentences with the furtive efficiency of someone who is expecting a message and doesn’t want to be seen expecting it.

Melissa, probably. The woman from the airplane.

Elizabeth walks three paces behind him. Blonde hair loose around her shoulders, sundress catching light, and her eyes find mine over the vine rows. Chris shuffles beside me. His phone is in his hand. Thumbs moving across glass with the desperate focus of someone maintaining a digital lifeline.

“This is boring as shit,” he mutters. Not to John. To me.

John stops at a junction where two terraces meet. Gestures at the soil—dark, rich, the loamy evidence of land that has been amended with donor money and organic compost in proportions that probably favor the former—and launches into something about calcium carbonate and base saturation that loses me after the first clause. His hands move. Richard nods along. Phone still in hand. Thumb still scrolling.

I zone out. My eyes track the vine rows—perfect lines receding toward a horizon that costs nothing and feels expensive anyway—but my brain is somewhere else: Victoria.

Fuck me, and I stay silent. Don’t fuck me, and Richard finds out what his wife sounds like when she’s choking on another man’s cock. Your call.

My cock stirs. I adjust. Shift my weight. Denim against skin, the particular restless friction of a man trying to outpace his own physiology, and Chris glances over.

“You good?” he says.

“Fine,” I say. The word comes out steadier than it should. “Just hot.”

“Yeah, no shit.” Chris looks at the pool. “Can we go back? Please? John’s been talking about dirt for twenty minutes. I’m gonna lose my mind.”

John hears. He smiles.

“Almost done, young man. One more stop. The fermentation room. Where the magic happens.” He says “magic” with the particular earnest gravitas of a man who believes that turning sugar into alcohol is evidence of divine intervention rather than yeast metabolism, and Chris groans.

As we follow John, Victoria flashes before my eyes again. And it is in this moment, I know what I’m going to do.

I’m going to fuck that rich bitch’s brains out.


Chapter 9

The stables smell like a place where things grow and die and grow again. Leather and hay and the ammonia-rich musk of animals that cost more than most people’s cars, and I’m standing in the center aisle with my hands at my sides and the afternoon light filtering through high windows in dusty gold columns that turn floating hay motes into something worth painting.

I came here because Chris asked to go back to the pool and Richard waved us off with the distracted generosity of a man who believes his son’s enjoyment is someone else’s responsibility, and John was still talking about fermentation temperatures when I slipped away. The stables are behind the main house, limestone and timber, built to look rustic and costing seven figures to achieve it, and I’m here because—Christ, I’m here because my cock has been hard since breakfast and there’s nowhere else on the estate that feels far enough from everyone.

“You took the long way around.”

Her voice comes from the tack room doorway. When I turn, Victoria is standing three feet away in the navy sundress from breakfast with her bare feet on straw and her eyes on mine and the afternoon light catching her dark hair in a way that turns it almost blue-black.

“I wanted to think,” I say.

“About my offer.” Not a question. A statement.

She steps closer. One bare foot on straw, then the other, and the dress shifts with her movement—thin cotton clinging to hips that belong on Renaissance canvases, the neckline plunging far enough that I can see the curve of her breast with each breath.

“Did you reach a conclusion?”

“Fuck you, and you stay silent.”

“That’s the gist.” She’s close enough now that I can feel her breath. Her hand finds my chest. Flat palm against my sternum, feeling my heartbeat through skin and bone, and her thumb traces a slow circle against muscle. Once. Twice. “Though I’d prefer if you phrased it with a bit more enthusiasm. I like enthusiasm.”

My hand finds her waist. Victoria gasps—low, hungry—her body arranging itself against mine with the eager surrender of someone who has been waiting for this since breakfast and possibly longer.

Then her mouth is on mine.

She’s desperate. All tongue and teeth. Her hands find my chest, grip, nails digging into muscle, and I back her against the nearest stall door. Wood groans behind her, and my mouth moves from her lips to her neck—biting, not gentle, teeth finding the soft skin beneath her ear—and Victoria moans. Long. Low.

“Your dress,” I growl against her pulse. My hand finds the hem, yanks upward—rough, urgent, the cotton bunching around her waist—and Victoria’s thighs appear. My hand finds her tight ass. Squeezes. Hard. Fingers digging into soft flesh, and Victoria cries out. Her hips roll against mine, seeking friction, and I can feel the heat through her underwear.

“Off,” she breathes against my mouth. Her hands find my shirt, yank, buttons scattering across straw with tiny plastic pings, and my chest is bare against hers—skin on skin through thin cotton, her nipples hard points against my sternum—and I’m reaching for her underwear. Hooking my thumb into the waistband, dragging it down her thighs, and Victoria steps out of it. Kicks it aside. Her pussy is bare now—wet, swollen, completely fucking ready—and my cock throbs against my zipper hard enough to hurt.

“Haystack,” I command. My hand finds her hair, and I pull, guiding her toward the empty stall where a fresh haystack waits against the back wall. Victoria comes willingly. Her body moving with mine, her back hitting the hay with a soft rustle that seems deafening in the stable quiet, and I’m on her immediately.

Climbing on top of her, my knees bracketing her thighs, and my cock presses against her entrance. Victoria’s legs wrap around my waist. Locking me against her, pulling me closer, and her mouth finds mine again. Hungry. Desperate. Her tongue working against mine with the particular focused intensity of a woman who has decided that conversation is over and fucking is the only language worth speaking.

“Inside,” she whispers against my lips. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. “Now. I need your cock. I’ve needed it since I watched you face-fuck Richard Blackwood’s wife in a cellar.”

I push. My cock drives into Victoria’s pussy with enough force to push her deeper into the hay, and she cries out—a broken, desperate sound that echoes through the stable and probably carries to the main house if anyone’s listening—and her pussy grips me like a fist. Tight. Wet. Hot.

“Fuck,” she gasps. Her back arches, her tits pressing against my chest through the bunched dress, and her pussy clenches around my cock in rhythmic pulses that feel like she’s trying to pull me deeper. “God, your cock. It’s so fucking big. I can feel every inch. Fuck me! Fuck me raw!”

I pull back. Slow. Deliberate. Feeling her pussy grip my shaft, the particular obscene wet sound of my cock sliding through her soaked folds, and then I thrust. Hard. Rough. My hips snap forward with enough force to shake the haystack, and Victoria’s moan comes in time with the impact—low, broken, completely unrestrained—her dark hair splaying across golden hay, her fingers finding my shoulders and gripping hard enough to leave marks.

“Your pussy,” I growl against her neck. My mouth finds her pulse, bites, not gentle, and Victoria whimpers—high, desperate—her hips rolling back to meet each thrust. “So fucking wet. Taking my cock in a stable while your husband discusses pH levels two hundred yards away. You like that? You like the risk?”

“Yes,” she hisses. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. Her hand finds my hair, grips, pulls my mouth to hers, and she kisses me—desperate, hungry, all tongue and teeth—and what comes out of her against my lips is nothing like the voice she uses at breakfast tables. “Fuck me harder. I don’t care if he hears. I want him to hear. I want everyone to hear what your cock does to me.”

I give it to her. Harder strokes. Deeper. My cock driving into her pussy with enough force to push her against the hay with each thrust, and Victoria’s moans come in time with the impacts—low, broken, building toward something desperate—her body shaking beneath me, her legs locked around my waist, and hay scratches our skin. Everywhere. My back, her shoulders, the particular rough intimacy of fucking on something that was never designed for it but feels right anyway.

“Tell me how much you want it,” I command. My hand finds her breast through the dress—full, heavy, nipple hard against my palm—and I squeeze. Hard. Victoria cries out. Her back arches, pushing her tit harder into my hand, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pre-orgasmic pulses that make my vision blur.

“I want it,” she gasps between thrusts. “I want your cock. I want you to fuck me until I can’t walk. I want—fuck—Mark—I’m close. I’m so close—”

I 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 Victoria’s hand finds the back of my neck. Grips. Pulls my mouth to hers, and she kisses me—desperate, hungry—and what comes out of her against my lips is the particular broken, honest truth of a woman who has stopped performing.

“I’m coming,” she gasps. The words tear out of her, raw, wrecked beyond recognition. “Fuck—Mark—I’m coming—”

“Then come.” My voice is rough. Certain. My hips keep moving, relentless, driving my cock into her with strokes that are punishing, deep, and Victoria breaks.

Hard. Violently. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches off the haystack, her tits pointing at the ceiling through the bunched dress, 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 vibrates through the stable and probably carries to the vineyard terraces where John Halsey is discussing tannin structure with a man who has no idea what’s happening in his stables—and Victoria shakes.Her body trembling beneath me, her pussy clenching around my cock in aftershocks that make my vision blur, and hay sticks to her sweat-damp skin in golden flecks that catch the afternoon light.

I don’t slow down. Couldn’t if I wanted to. My hips keep moving—hard, relentless strokes that drive my cock into Victoria’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 shot, wrecked, 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 hay, and Victoria sobs, her body trembling, her pussy still clenching around me in rhythmic pulses that are getting stronger, not weaker.

My hand finds her throat.

Through the thin cotton of her dress where it’s bunched around her neck, my fingers wrap around the soft tissue beneath her jaw, and I squeeze. Victoria gasps—wet, choked, the sound muffled by my grip—and her eyes find mine.

“Harder,” she whispers. 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. Victoria’s carotid pulses against my palm—fast, frantic—and her eyes roll back. Just slightly. The whites showing beneath her lashes, and her pussy clenches around my cock in a violent pulse that makes my vision blur. I thrust. Hard. Deep. Each stroke driving my cock into her with enough force to push her against the hay, and the wet sounds fill the stable—obscene, rhythmic, the slap of skin on skin and Victoria’s choked moans building into something desperate.

“Your pussy,” I growl against her neck. My mouth finds her pulse, bites, not gentle, and Victoria whimpers—high, desperate—her hips rolling back to meet each thrust. “So fucking tight around my cock. Squeezing me like you’re afraid I’ll pull out. You like that? You like being choked while I fuck you?”

“Yes,” she hisses. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. Her hand finds my wrist on her throat—not pushing away, gripping, her fingers interlacing with mine, holding my hand tighter against her windpipe—and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at breakfast tables. “Choke me harder. Make me your slut. Fuck me like you own me. I want to be your slut. I want everyone to hear what your cock does to me.”

I give it to her. My hips snap forward with enough force to shake the haystack, 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 Victoria breaks into a sob. Tears streaking from the corners of her eyes, her body trembling beneath me, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, rhythmic pulses that are getting stronger, not weaker.

“Harder,” she begs. Her free hand finds my shoulder, grips, nails digging into muscle hard enough to draw blood, and she rolls her hips back to meet each thrust with the desperate hunger of a woman who has found something she needs and is taking every inch of it. “Fuck me harder. Make me your slut. Your cock is so much better than his. So much better.”

The comparison lands. Heavy. Loaded. John Halsey—silver-haired, wedding-ringed, the particular performative authority of a man discussing tannin structure while his wife takes another man’s cock in his stables—and something dark and triumphant courses through my chest. My hips snap forward harder. Deeper. Each thrust drives my cock into Victoria’s pussy with enough force to push her against the hay, and the stable echoes with the sound of it—skin on skin, the creak of the haystack, Victoria’s choked moans building toward something catastrophic.

“Tell me,” I command. Rough. Certain. My hand tightens on her throat, fingers pressing into the soft tissue with enough force to make her gasp, and Victoria’s eyes find mine through tears. Dark. Focused. Completely fucking present.

“He’s gentle.” The words come out shaking. Between thrusts. Between gasps for air. “He’s been gentle for ten years, and gentle doesn’t—fuck—Mark—gentle doesn’t make me cum. Gentle doesn’t make me feel anything. Your cock—God, your cock—it’s the first thing that’s made me feel alive in a decade.”

I thrust harder. Deeper. My cock driving into her pussy with enough force to push her against the hay, and Victoria cries out—a broken, desperate sound that vibrates through the stable—and her pussy clenches around me in violent, pre-orgasmic pulses that make my vision blur.

“He’s never made me cum like this,” she gasps. Between thrusts. Her voice shot beyond recognition. “Never. Not once in ten years. His cock is—fuck—it’s half the size of yours, and he touches me like he’s afraid of it. Afraid of me. You fuck me like you’re trying to break something, and God—Mark—I’m close. I’m so close—”

Victoria’s hand finds the back of my neck. Grips. Pulls my mouth to hers, and she kisses me—desperate, hungry—and what comes out of her against my lips is the particular broken, honest truth of a woman who has stopped pretending.

“Make me cum,” she whispers. The words tear out of her, raw, honest. “Choke me and make me cum. I need it. I need to cum on your cock again. Please.”

I give it to her. My hips snap forward, 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 nothing but the cock inside her and the pressure on her windpipe—and Victoria breaks.

Harder than before. Violently. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches off the haystack so hard her spine forms a perfect curve, her tits pointing at the ceiling through the bunched dress, 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 beyond language—a long, broken wail that vibrates through the stable and probably carries to the main house if anyone’s listening—and Victoria shakes. Actually shakes. Her body trembling beneath me, her pussy clenching around my cock in aftershocks that make my vision blur, and tears streak from the corners of her eyes onto golden hay.

I release her throat. Victoria gasps—ragged, desperate, sucking air into lungs that have been deprived—and her body collapses against the hay. Chest heaving, dark hair tangled, sweat-damp skin flecked with golden straw, completely fucking wrecked.

“Fuck,” she breathes.

Her hand finds my chest, flat palm against my sternum, feeling my heartbeat through skin and bone, and she looks at me through tears.

“Worth it,” she whispers. The word is warm. Satisfied. The particular cathartic release of a woman who has just risked everything and would do it again in a heartbeat.

I’m still inside her. My cock buried deep in her clenching pussy, sensitive, throbbing, and the particular warm, dark thing growing in my chest—the thing that’s been accelerating since a church bathroom three weeks ago—finds, in Victoria Halsey’s tear-streaked face, new territory to claim.

I pull out.

Slow. Deliberate. My cock slides free of Victoria’s pussy with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the stable quiet, and cum follows—thick, white, dripping from her entrance onto the hay between her thighs in glistening streaks that catch the afternoon light. Victoria gasps. Low. Hungry. Her hand finds her pussy immediately, fingers sliding through the mess—my cum, her cum, the particular obscene evidence of what just happened—and she brings her fingers to her mouth. Slow. Deliberate. Her tongue finds the cum, works it between her lips, and she swallows with the particular focused intensity of a woman who has decided that taste is part of the experience and isn’t skipping any of it.

“Fuck,” she breathes. The word is warm. Satisfied. Her eyes find mine, dark, focused, completely fucking present, and my cock is still hard. Throbbing. Sensitive from the fucking but nowhere near done, and Victoria sees it. Her eyes drop to my shaft—wet, glistening with her juices, still thick and full—and her smile curls. That smile. The particular wicked confidence of a woman who has just come twice and is already planning the next thing.

“On your back,” I command.

Victoria complies immediately. She arranges herself against the hay—dark hair splayed across golden straw, the navy dress still bunched around her waist, her thighs parted, pussy wet and swollen—and she looks up at me.

“Stroke my cock,” I say.

My cock throbs against my stomach, pre-cum leaking from the tip in a steady bead that runs down my shaft and mixes with the wetness already there, and Victoria’s hand finds me. Her grip wraps around my cock with the confident technique of a woman who has been jerking men off for longer than I’ve been legal, and 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 you,” she murmurs. “So fucking hard. Still. After fucking me. Your cock doesn’t quit, does it?”

“It quits when I tell it to quit.”

My hips buck into her grip involuntarily, my cock throbbing in her hand, each stroke driving me closer to the edge, and Victoria works faster. Firm, confident strokes that have me seeing stars, her thumb pressing against the frenulum on each upstroke, and the wet sound fills the stable—obscene, rhythmic, the slick noise of a hand moving on a cock that’s been inside her minutes ago.

“Tell me what you want,” she says. Not a question. A command delivered with the particular warm certainty of a woman who already knows the answer and wants to hear me say it.

“Cum on your face.” The words come out raw. Honest. No performance, no polite veneer—just the naked want of a man who has been holding back since breakfast and is done holding back. “All of it. I want to see my cum on your face while your husband discusses barrel aging two hundred yards away.”

Victoria’s smile widens. Her hand works faster. Up and down my shaft with firm, rhythmic strokes that have the pressure building—that familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine coiling tighter with each pull of her hand.

“I’m close,” I pant. The words come out shaking.

My hips buck into her grip, my cock throbbing in her hand, each stroke driving me closer, and Victoria adjusts. Her grip tightens. Her thumb presses harder against the frenulum, and she looks up at me—through dark hair, through the intimate compression of a woman on her back with another man’s cock in her hand—and what I see there isn’t performance. Isn’t acting. It’s want. Pure, unfiltered, completely fucking honest want.

“Cum for me,” she whispers.

That electric coil at the base of my spine 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 rope hits Victoria’s right cheek—thick, hot, a white streak that lands on her golden skin and runs toward her jaw. The second lands across her lips—a thick, glistening arc that she catches with her tongue, working it between her lips, swallowing—and the third pulse is stronger. A shuddering wave that lands on her forehead, streaking through her dark hair, white against black, and Victoria moans. Low. Hungry. The vibration traveling through her lips and into my cock, and I keep stroking—joining her hand, milking every drop—and the fourth pulse lands across both her cheeks, painting a white bridge between her face and the hay, and the fifth is weaker—a warm, pulsing aftershock that lands on her collarbone, between her breasts, streaking golden skin.

“Fuck,” I groan. The word is mangled. Wrecked. My hand keeps moving, rough strokes that milk every drop, until I’m empty and shaking and Victoria is lying beneath me with my cum all over her face—white streaks on her cheeks, her lips, her forehead, dripping from her chin onto her neck, between her breasts—and she doesn’t wipe it away. Doesn’t try. She lies there with my cum on her skin 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.

Then she smiles. Her tongue finds a stray drop on her upper lip. Catches it. 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.

We collapse into the hay. Together. My chest heaving, sweat cooling on skin, hay sticking to every inch of us—my back, her legs, the particular rough intimacy of two bodies that have been violent with each other and are now being gentle because they can be both—and Victoria’s hand finds mine. Squeezes. Once. Warm. Affectionate.

“Your husband,” I murmur. The words come out rough. Sleep-raw, though it’s nowhere near sleep time, just the particular hollow exhaustion that follows catastrophic release. “Two hundred yards that way. Discussing tannin structure.”

“I know.” Victoria’s voice is warm. Satisfied. Her thumb traces a slow circle against my knuckle—once, twice—the particular affectionate caress of a woman who has just risked everything and has no regrets. “Let him discuss. He’s been discussing things for a decade. Talking about wine. Talking about God. Talking about everything except what I actually need.”

She turns her head. Looks at me. Cum streaking her cheek, dark hair tangled with hay and sweat, and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at breakfast tables.

“I’m going to enjoy your cock all weekend, Mark.” The words are low. “Every room in this house. Every surface. I want your cum in me, on me, everywhere. And when you go home—when this is over—Richard Blackwood never finds out what his wife sounds like when she’s choking on your cock. That’s the deal.”

“Deal,” I say. The word comes out steadier than it should. “Though, I’d fuck you for free if you asked.”

Victoria laughs.


Chapter 10

Morning on the limestone terrace has the particular quality of light that makes everything feel like it’s happening in a department store advertisement. Soft. Golden. The kind of light that turns grape leaves to emerald and wrought iron to something antique worth preserving, and I’m sitting at a reclaimed redwood table that probably cost more than my car trying not to think about the fact that fourteen hours ago, I was fucking Victoria Halsey in a stable while her husband discussed pH levels two hundred yards away.

The table is set. China that predates statehood. Crystal that catches light. The chairs are wrought iron with cushions that probably get replaced seasonally—firm enough to suggest structure, soft enough to prevent litigation, and I’m planted in one trying to appear like a man who slept through the night rather than a man who came on another pastor’s wife’s face in a haystack.

Richard and John sit on the the other side of the table. John is mid-anecdote. Has been for seven minutes. Something about early business days.

“—so there I am, twenty-four years old, with a business degree and a loan cosigned by my father-in-law that I’m pretty sure he never expected to see repaid, and the bank manager looks at my projections and says—and I quote— ‘Son, either you’re the smartest kid I’ve met this decade or you’re about to learn the most expensive lesson of your life.’”

Chris is across from me as well. His phone is propped against the water pitcher. Thumbs moving across glass with the particular desperate focus.

Victoria sits beside me. She’s wearing white today. Different dress. Her dark hair is loose around her shoulders, still damp from whatever shower she took after the stable, and when our eyes meet over crystal water pitchers, something passes between us.

Elizabeth is absent. Richard mentioned something about a headache.

“—so naturally, I take the loan.” John is still talking.

Victoria’s fork clatters.

The sound is sharp. Deliberate. Her silverware hits limestone with a ping that cuts through John’s anecdote like a knife through warm butter, and she gasps and looks down.

“Oh—damn. Sorry,” she says. “Let me get that.”

She disappears beneath the tablecloth.

The cloth is long. It reaches the ground on all sides, and it creates a tent—a cave—for whatever is underneath.

I feel her hand on my thigh.

Her palm slides up my leg—denim against skin, the particular intimate compression of touch through fabric—and finds my zipper. Hooks a thumb. Drags it down with the confident efficiency of a woman who has done this before and is very good at it, and my cock springs free. Hard. Thick.

Victoria’s hand wraps around me. And then, with her husband just on the other side of the table, her mouth finds my cock.

No tease. No slow build. Warm. Wet. Her lips wrap around the head of my cock with enough pressure to make my vision blur, and she takes me deep. One smooth motion, her throat opening around my shaft, and I grip the table edge. Hard. White knuckles on reclaimed redwood, and above the tablecloth, John is still talking.

“—which is how we ended up with the first vintage that actually turned a profit, though God knows the critics called it ‘ambitious’ which is critic-speak for ‘I’m threatened by pleasure and take it out on grapes’—”

Victoria sucks. The sounds—Christ, the sounds—are obscene. Wet, rhythmic, the particular sloppy noise of a mouth moving on a cock with enough enthusiasm that spit is involved.

She works deeper. Her hand joins her mouth—stroking what she can’t take, twisting on the upstroke, her thumb circling the head where I’m leaking—and the sensation is so intense I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning.

“—so of course, the bank manager calls me three months later—” John’s voice drones. He’s completely fucking unaware that his wife has another man’s cock in her mouth six feet from where he’s gesturing about profit margins, and Richard nods along.

Victoria takes me deeper. Her throat opens around my shaft, and I feel the particular tight, hot compression of flesh that has decided that depth is the goal and gag reflexes are negotiable, and she gags. Softly. The sound muffled by the tablecloth and the fountain and John’s voice.

I can feel it—warm, slick, soaking my shaft, her chin, the obscene evidence of a woman who is committed to sloppiness as an aesthetic choice—and her hand works faster. Up and down my cock with firm, rhythmic strokes that have the pressure building—that familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine coiling tighter with each pull of her mouth.

I sip my coffee. My hand is somehow steady. I nod at something John says. Something about barrel aging. Something about spiritual maturation. Victoria moans around me. Low. Hungry. The vibration travels up my shaft and straight to the base of my spine, and my composure wavers. Just slightly. A sharp inhale through my nose that I cover by reaching for the carafe, and no one notices. No one ever notices.

Victoria’s mouth is a blur—up and down my shaft with enough force that her lips make wet, obscene sounds against my skin, and spit is everywhere. Soaking my cock, her chin, probably the limestone beneath the tablecloth, and the fountain masks most of it but not all—not the wet, rhythmic suction that happens when she pulls back to breathe, not the low, desperate moan she lets out when I buck involuntarily into her mouth—and I grip the table edge harder. White knuckles on reclaimed redwood. Teeth clenched. The particular desperate containment of a man who is three minutes from coming in another pastor’s wife’s mouth at a breakfast table where her husband is discussing profit margins.

John is still talking, and Richard nods along. Warm. Expansive. Chris sets his phone down. Looks at me.

“You good?” he says.

My throat is dry in a way that has nothing to do with coffee and everything to do with the particular warm, wet compression of Victoria’s throat around my cock.

“Fine,” I manage. The word comes out steadier than it has any right to, and Chris goes back to his phone.

Beneath the tablecloth, Victoria’s mouth doesn’t stop. Won’t stop. Her hand works what her mouth can’t reach, and the pressure builds—that familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine coiling to snapping—and I’m close. So close that the terrace blurs at the edges, that John’s voice becomes white noise, that the only thing in the world is the wet, hot, sloppy perfection of Victoria Halsey’s mouth on my cock while her husband discusses the particular spiritual dimensions of Cabernet fermentation six feet away.

I’m nowhere near ready for her to stop.

My hand finds her head beneath the tablecloth. Through white cotton, through dark hair, my fingers tangle in the thick strands at the roots, and I grip. And I pull.

Victoria gasps around my cock. The sound muffled by the tablecloth and the fountain and John’s voice. I push her down. Hard. Rough. My cock drives into her throat with enough force to push her head against my thigh, and she gags.

Her whole body jerks beneath the tablecloth. A wet, convulsive sound tears out of her, muffled by fabric and moving water, and spit sprays from her lips in a thick, obscene arc that soaks my shaft, my boxers, the warm evidence of a woman whose gag reflex has just been activated and is being ignored. I hold her there. One count. Two. Feeling her throat constrict around me, tight, hot, perfect, and Victoria’s hands find my thighs. Grip. Nails digging into denim hard enough that I feel it through fabric, and she doesn’t push away. Doesn’t fight. Her fingers interlace behind my knees, pulling herself deeper, and what I feel through my cock—through the intimate compression of flesh around flesh—is surrender.

“Fuck,” I breathe.

I pull her back. Just enough to let her breathe—my cock sliding free with a wet, obscene sound that the tablecloth catches and the fountain mostly masks—and before she can recover, I’m pushing back in. Harder this time. Deeper. My cock driving into her throat with enough force to push her head against my thigh, and Victoria gags again. Harder. Spit sprays from her lips in a thick, glistening string that connects her mouth to my cock even as I pull back, and I use it—work the wetness into the stroke, my hand finding her hair, gripping at the roots.

“Take it,” I growl.

The word meant for her ears only, though God knows who can hear what beneath a tablecloth with a fountain running ten feet away, and Victoria moans around my cock. The vibration travels through me, and I thrust. Hard. Deep. Burying my cock to the hilt in her throat, holding for one count, two, before pulling back just enough to let her gasp before driving in again. The rhythm is punishing. Relentless. Each thrust driving my cock into her throat with enough force to shake the wrought iron chair, and the tablecloth billows with the movement.

“I’m close,” I pant. The words come out shaking. Barely audible, meant for her ears only, and Victoria’s hands tighten on my thighs. Gripping. Pulling, and what I feel through the particular intimate compression of her throat around my cock is want. Pure, unfiltered, completely fucking honest want.

I thrust harder. Deeper. My cock driving into her throat with enough force to push her head against my thigh, and I hold her there. One count. Two. Three. Feeling her throat work around me, swallowing desperately, 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—and with a guttural groan that I bury in a cough that no one questions because coughing is polite and groaning is not, I explode.

The first pulse hits deep. Thick, hot, filling her throat, and Victoria swallows—desperate, rhythmic, her throat working around my cock to milk every drop—and the second is stronger. A shuddering wave that has me seeing stars, my hand frozen in her hair, my hips bucking involuntarily into her mouth, and Victoria takes it. Every pulse. Every drop. Her throat working around me, swallowing, and the third is weaker—a warm, pulsing aftershock that leaves me empty and shaking and buried deep in Victoria Halsey’s throat at a breakfast table where her husband is discussing the spiritual dimensions of Cabernet fermentation.

I release her hair. Slowly. My fingers untangling from dark strands gone damp with sweat and spit, and Victoria pulls back. Smooth. Graceful. My cock slides free of her mouth with a wet, obscene sound that the tablecloth catches and the fountain mostly masks, and I hear her breathe—ragged, desperate, the particular hollow gasp of a woman whose lungs have been deprived and are catching up—and then she’s moving beneath the tablecloth. The rustle of cotton, the shift of a body rearranging itself, and Victoria slides back into her chair.

I tuck myself away. Zipper. Denim. My hand is somehow steady.

Victoria adjusts her napkin. Dabs at the corner of her mouth with the discreet efficiency, and when our eyes meet over crystal water pitchers, something passes between us.

John is still talking. Richard is still listening. Chris is still on his phone.

Setting down her napkin, Victoria blows me a slow kiss before resuming her meal.


Chapter 11

The town of Napa exists in the particular curated perfection that makes postcards look underproduced. Two-story storefronts with awnings that have never seen weather. Boutique wine shops where the bottles cost more than the monthly rent on my apartment, and Richard’s rented Lexus glides through it all with the particular proprietary confidence of a man who believes the world arranges itself for his convenience.

“We’re almost there,” Richard says.

The dealership sits on the edge of town. Glass and brushed steel. Richard parks with the particular territorial precision of someone who believes parking is evidence of character. We step into climate-controlled air that smells like leather and wealth.

“Gentlemen.” The salesman materializes. Mid-fifties. Tan. “You must be Pastor Blackwood. John mentioned you’d be stopping by.”

“Call me Richard.”

“The Corvette is what caught your eye, if I’m not mistaken.” The salesman leads us toward the back. Cars positioned on pedestals like religious artifacts, and Richard nods.

“1969. Numbers matching. L88 engine.” Richard’s hand finds the hood. Strokes it. Chris shuffles beside me. Bored. Miserable. The cars are beautiful in the vacant way that expensive things are beautiful when you can’t afford them—objects to admire rather than possess, and possession is the entire point of this exercise.

“The Lord has been good to us lately,” Richard says. “We ran a campaign last quarter. ‘Building the Lord’s Kingdom.’ The congregation responded. Seven figures in new commitments. Some of that—well.” He smiles. “The board approved a discretionary fund for pastoral enrichment. Spiritual leaders need outlets. Hobbies. Things that replenish the soul.”

My phone buzzes.

I reach for it casually. Elizabeth’s name appears on the screen.

Thinking about your cock in my mouth. Can still taste you. Need more. Tonight. My room. Don’t make me wait.

My cock stirs against my zipper. and Richard is still talking. Something about horsepower. Something about restoration.

I type back: I’ll be there. Don’t start without me.

The ellipsis appears immediately. Three pulsing dots that contain more promise than most contracts, and then her response: I’m already started. Wet thinking about you. Hurry home.

I pocket the phone. My cock is hard. Visceral. Pressing against my zipper with enough urgency that standing becomes performance, and Richard is mid-anecdote. Something about a donor in Atlanta. Something about divine provision.

The salesman leads us to the office, and Richard settles into a chair. His phone appears. The call is made. Church accounts. Wire transfers. I stand by the window. Napa stretches beyond the glass. Vineyard terraces turning gold in afternoon light, and my phone buzzes again.

Victoria this time.

Still tasting you. My throat is sore in the best way. Need your cock again. Soon. Don’t make me beg. (Though I will.)

I type back. Faster this time. Later. Count on it.

Richard hangs up and extends his hand to the salesman. A few minutes later we’re back in the Lexus. Climate-controlled air. Leather seats that probably cost more than my monthly rent.

“The Lord provides,” Richard says.

We crest the hill. The Halsey Estate appears below us—limestone and terra cotta, pool stretching toward the valley in a turquoise slash—and somewhere inside those walls, Elizabeth Blackwood is waiting. Victoria Halsey is waiting. Two women who want the same thing from the same man while their husbands discuss spiritual maturation and vintage Corvettes.

Richard parks. The engine cuts. My phone buzzes one final time.

Elizabeth: Hurry.

Victoria: Don’t keep me waiting.

Richard may be the one buying expensive cars, but I’m the one who’s really winning here.


Chapter 12

The pool at the Halsey Estate belongs in a resort advertisement. Turquoise water stretching toward the valley in a long, still rectangle that catches afternoon light and holds it, and I’m sprawled across a lounge chair with a book I haven’t opened. Chris is napping somewhere in the guest wing, and Richard is holed up in his room. Conference call.

The French doors open.

Elizabeth steps onto the limestone. White bikini. Thin fabric that straps across her hips and breasts. Her blonde hair is loose around her shoulders, still damp from whatever shower she took after whatever headache kept her from breakfast, and she settles onto the lounge chair beside mine. Towel across her lap. Sunglasses.

“You’ve been avoiding me.” Her voice is low.

“I’ve been strategic.” My cock stirs against my swim trunks with the particular urgent response of flesh that remembers the cellar, her throat, the way she swallowed every drop,

“Strategic is boring.” Her hand finds my thigh beneath the towel. Warm. Soft. Certain. “I’ve been wet since yesterday. Thinking about your cock. How deep you get. How you fuck me like you’re trying to break something.”

My cock hardens. Visceral. Pressing against my swim trunks with enough urgency that the thin fabric does nothing to conceal it, and Elizabeth’s smile widens. Her phone starts to ring. It’s Richard requesting a video call. She taps. Once. The call connects.

Richard’s face fills the screen.

He’s in the guest bedroom. Backlit by French doors, his wedding ring catching light, the particular performative authority of a man who believes that video calls require gravitas, and he smiles. Warm. Expansive. The particular beatific confidence of a man who has no idea that his wife’s hand is currently resting on another man’s thigh six inches from the camera.

“Hey, babe,” he says. “How’s the pool?”

“Perfect.” Her hand moves. Beneath the towel. Slow. Deliberate. Her palm slides up my thigh, finds the waistband of my swim trunks, hooks a thumb, and her hand is inside. Warm. Soft. Certain. Her fingers wrap around my cock. I inhale. Sharp. And she starts to stroke.

“—just wrapping up with the Atlanta team.” Richard is still talking.

His hands move through the frame, and Elizabeth’s hand works off-screen. Slow. Deliberate. Up and down my shaft with enough pressure that pre-cum leaks immediately, slicking her palm, and the wet sound is barely audible beneath Richard’s voice and the distant hum of pool filtration, but I can hear it. The obscene, rhythmic noise of a hand moving on a cock that’s been inside her throat, and Elizabeth’s face doesn’t change. Doesn’t flicker.

“The blessings have been extraordinary,” Richard’s voice drones. “The tithing increase we saw last quarter—well, it’s confirmation. When God’s people give faithfully, He opens windows of heaven. Pouring out blessings there’s not room enough to receive.”

Elizabeth strokes. Faster. Her grip tightens. Her thumb circles the head where I’m leaking, working the wetness into the stroke, and my cock throbs in her hand. Hard. Visceral. Each pull driving me closer to the edge while Richard’s face fills the screen talking about windows of heaven, and the juxtaposition is so obscene, so perfectly catastrophic, that something dark and triumphant courses through my chest.

“I’m so proud of you,” Elizabeth says. Her hand doesn’t stop. Won’t stop. Up and down my shaft with firm, rhythmic strokes that have the pressure building—that familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine coiling tighter with each pull of her hand—and Richard beams. He adjusts in his chair. Leans closer to the camera.

“How’s Chris? He enjoying the pool?”

“Asleep.” Elizabeth’s hand works faster. Her grip is perfect. Knowing. Pre-cum is everywhere. Soaking her palm, my shaft, the inside of my swim trunks in obscene evidence of what’s happening beneath the towel, and Richard nods.

“Good. He needs rest. Growing boys.”

Elizabeth’s thumb finds the frenulum. Presses. Circles. The particular targeted pressure that she knows drives me wild, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning. My hips buck involuntarily into her grip, and Elizabeth’s expression doesn’t change.

“I should let you go, Elizabeth. Call’s running long. Donor in Cincinnati wants to discuss tax implications, and you know how that goes.”

“I know.”

Each stroke driving me closer, the pressure building.

“Love you, babe,” he says.

“Love you too,” Elizabeth says as she continues jerking me off.

Richard’s face disappears. Screen goes dark. The call ends.

Elizabeth’s hand doesn’t stop.

“Fuck,” I breathe. The word is mangled. Wrecked. My hips buck into her grip, my cock throbbing in her hand, each stroke driving me closer, and Elizabeth’s smile widens. The particular satisfied curl of a predator who has just conducted a performance and is now claiming the reward.

“Close?” Her voice is low. Husky. The particular intimate register that turns a simple question into something filthy.

“So close.” The words come out shaking. My hand finds hers beneath the towel. Grips. Holds her wrist, stilling her strokes, because if she doesn’t stop I’m going to come in her hand six feet from a pool where anyone could walk out, and Elizabeth understands. Her hand relaxes. Holds. My cock pulses against her palm, sensitive, throbbing, completely fucking on the edge, and the towel across our laps hides everything.

“That’s not how I want you to come,” she whispers. “I want you inside me. Now. Right here. While my husband discusses tax implications two hundred yards away.”

The French doors are closed. The pool is empty. Chris is asleep. Richard is on a call.

Elizabeth’s hand withdraws. Slowly. My cock springs free.

“Your room or mine?”

***

The guest bedroom at the Halsey Estate is a work of art. King bed with sheets that probably get changed between visitors. Floor-to-ceiling windows that face vineyard terraces turning gold in afternoon light. Elizabeth closes the door behind us with the definitive click of a lock engaging

Elizabeth turns. Her blonde hair loose around her shoulders. White bikini clinging to curves that belong on Renaissance canvases, and what I see in her eyes isn’t warmth. Isn’t composure. It’s something rawer. The desperate hunger of a woman who has spent twelve hours performing and needs the performance to end.

“Take these off.” Her voice is low. Husky.

I hook my thumbs into my swim trunks. Drag them down. My cock springs free—hard, thick, glistening with pre-cum from her hand beneath the pool towel, completely fucking ready—and Elizabeth’s eyes drop.

She reaches behind her neck. One smooth motion. The white bikini top comes loose. Straps falling from her shoulders, and her breasts appear—full, heavy, nipples hard points against golden skin—and she doesn’t pause. Doesn’t tease. The bikini bottom follows. Hooked thumbs, dragged down her thighs, and she steps out of it. Kicks it aside. Her pussy is bare—wet, swollen, completely fucking ready.

“On the bed,” she asy.

Elizabeth climbs on top of me. Straddles my thighs. Her pussy presses against my cock—wet, hot, the particular slick heat of a woman who has been soaking through bikini fabric since the video call—and she reaches between us. Her hand wraps around my shaft. Guides. Positions, and then she sinks down.

One motion. Deep. To the hilt. Her pussy swallows my cock with enough force to push the air from my lungs, and Elizabeth gasps—a broken, desperate sound that seems deafening in the bedroom quiet—and her pussy grips me like a fist. Tight. Wet. Hot.

“Fuck,” she breathes. The word tears out of her, raw, wrecked beyond recognition. Her back arches, tits pointing at the ceiling, and she starts moving. Not slow. Not teasing. Aggressive. Wild.

Her hips roll against mine with enough force to shake the bed, each stroke driving my cock deep into her pussy, and the wet sounds fill the room—obscene, rhythmic, the slap of skin on skin and Elizabeth’s moans building into something desperate.

“Your cock,” she gasps between strokes. Her voice shot, wrecked, the particular desperate rasp of a woman on the edge. “So deep. God, you’re so deep. I can feel every fucking inch.”

My hands find her tits. Both. Full, heavy, nipples hard against my palms, and I squeeze. Hard. Elizabeth cries out. Her back arches, pushing her tits harder into my hands, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pre-orgasmic pulses that make my vision blur.

“Harder,” she demands. Between thrusts. Her voice is low. Certain. The particular commanding register of a woman who knows exactly what she wants and isn’t afraid to ask for it. “Squeeze them harder. They’re yours. Everything’s yours.”

I give it to her. My fingers dig into soft flesh. Squeezing with enough force that her skin whitens beneath my grip, and Elizabeth moans—long, low, completely unrestrained—her hips working faster, harder, each stroke driving my cock into her pussy with enough force to push her against me, and my hand moves. From her tit to her throat. Wraps around the soft tissue beneath her jaw, and I squeeze.

Elizabeth gasps—wet, choked, the sound muffled by my grip—and her eyes find mine. Dark. Focused. Completely fucking present, and what I see there isn’t fear. Isn’t protest. It’s want. Pure, unfiltered, completely fucking honest want.

“Choke me,” she whispers. Between thrusts. Her voice shot. “While I ride your cock. Choke me like you did in the cellar. Make me your slut.”

I tighten my grip. Elizabeth’s carotid pulses against my palm—fast, frantic—and her eyes roll back. Just slightly. The whites showing beneath her lashes, and her pussy clenches around my cock in a violent pulse that makes my vision blur. She rides harder. Faster. Her hips working with the particular desperate hunger of a woman who has found something she needs and is taking every inch of it, and the bed creaks.

Elizabeth doesn’t care. Doesn’t slow down. Her tits bounce with each stroke—full, heavy, golden skin catching afternoon light—and my free hand finds one. Squeezes. Hard. Fingers digging into soft flesh, and Elizabeth cries out. The sound tears out of her, raw, wrecked, completely fucking unrestrained.

“Your husband,” I growl against her neck. My mouth finds her pulse, bites, not gentle, and Elizabeth whimpers—high, desperate—her hips rolling faster. “Two hundred yards that way. Discussing tax implications. Has no idea his wife is riding another man’s cock. You like that? You like the risk?”

“Yes,” she hisses. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. Her hand finds mine on her throat—not pushing away, gripping, her fingers interlacing with mine, holding my hand tighter against her windpipe—and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at donor dinners. “Choke me harder. Make me cum on your cock while Richard discusses God’s money. I want to feel you when I’m sitting across from him at dinner tonight. I want to feel every fucking inch.”

I give it to her. 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’s rhythm becomes erratic. Desperate. Her hips working faster, harder, each stroke driving my cock deep into her pussy, and I can feel it building.

“I’m close,” she gasps. Between thrusts. Her voice shot beyond recognition. Raw from choking, from screaming, from whatever catastrophic overstimulation her nervous system is currently enduring. “So close. Don’t stop. Choke me harder. Squeeze my tit. Make me cum. Make me your slut.”

I give it to her. Everything. My hand tightens on her throat. Fingers pressing into soft tissue with enough force to make her gasp, and my other hand squeezes her tit—hard, possessive, fingers digging into soft flesh—and Elizabeth breaks.

Hard. Violently. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches 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—strong, relentless, milking me so hard I groan. The sound she makes is primal—a long, broken wail that vibrates through the bedroom and probably carries through the floor joists to whatever room contains Richard Blackwood’s conference call—and Elizabeth shakes.

I release her throat. Elizabeth gasps—ragged, desperate, sucking air into lungs that have been deprived—and she collapses forward. Forehead against my chest, chest heaving, blonde hair tangled, completely fucking wrecked.

“Fuck,” she breathes. The word is mangled. Wrecked. Barely audible. Her hand finds my chest. Flat palm against my sternum, feeling my heartbeat through skin and bone, and she looks up at me. Through tears. Through the particular shattered focus of a woman who has just come apart on another man’s cock while her husband discussed tax implications two hundred yards away, and what I see there isn’t performance. Isn’t acting. It’s gratitude. Complete, total, the particular desperate relief of a woman who has found something she’s been missing for years and understands, completely, that there is no going back.

“Worth it,” she whispers. The word is warm. Satisfied. The particular cathartic release of a woman who has just risked everything and would do it again in a heartbeat.

She doesn’t rest long. Elizabeth’s hips begin moving again before her breathing has fully settled—small, tentative rolls that become something hungrier within seconds, and my cock throbs inside her. Sensitive. I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning.

“Again,” she whispers. The word tears out of her, raw, wrecked beyond recognition. Her chest is still heaving. Sweat glistening on golden skin, blonde hair tangled across her shoulders, and she starts moving. Harder this time. Faster. Her hips are desperate. The wet sounds fill the bedroom—obscene, rhythmic, the slap of skin on skin and Elizabeth’s moans building into something that doesn’t sound human.

“Fuck,” I groan.

Fingers dig into soft flesh, and I pull her down onto my cock with each thrust—hard, rough, driving her onto me—and Elizabeth cries out. Loud. Unrestrained. The particular broken sound of a woman who has stopped caring who hears, and the bed creaks. Actually creaks. The particular mechanical protest of expensive furniture being used beyond capacity, and Elizabeth doesn’t slow down. Doesn’t care. Her tits bounce with each stroke—full, heavy, golden skin catching afternoon light—and my hands move. From her hips to her tits. Both. Squeezing. Hard. Fingers digging into soft flesh, and Elizabeth arches into the grip. Pushes her tits harder into my hands, and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at donor dinners.

“Your cock,” she gasps between thrusts. Her voice shot, wrecked, the particular desperate rasp of a woman on the edge of something catastrophic. “So deep. God, you’re so deep. I can feel every fucking inch. Richard’s never—fuck—he’s never been this deep. He’s never made me feel this full.”

The comparison lands. Heavy. Loaded. Richard Blackwood—forty-six, wedding-ringed, the particular performative authority of a man discussing tax implications while his wife takes another man’s cock two hundred yards away—and something dark and triumphant courses through my chest. My hips buck upward. Meeting her strokes, driving my cock deeper into her pussy, and Elizabeth sobs—actual sob—tears streaking from the corners of her eyes, her body trembling above me, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pre-orgasmic pulses that make my vision blur.

“Tell me who this pussy belongs to,” I command. Rough. Certain. My hand finds her throat again. Wraps around the soft tissue beneath her jaw, and I squeeze. Not gentle. Never gentle. Fingers pressing 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 my grip—and her eyes find mine. Through tears. Through the particular shattered focus of a woman whose oxygen is being restricted and is using the restriction, turning it into something filthy and productive.

“It’s yours,” she whispers. Between thrusts. Between gasps for air. Her voice is shot beyond recognition. Raw from screaming, from choking, from whatever catastrophic overstimulation her nervous system is currently enduring. “My pussy is yours. It’s always been yours. Richard hasn’t—fuck—Mark—he hasn’t made me cum in years. He touches me like he’s afraid I’ll break. You fuck me like you’re trying to break something, and God—I’m close. I’m so close.”

I 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 hand finds the back of my neck. Grips. Pulls my mouth to hers, and she kisses me—desperate, hungry, all tongue and teeth—and what comes out of her against my lips is the particular broken, honest truth of a woman who has stopped pretending.

“Make me cum,” she whispers. The words tear out of her, raw, honest. “One more time. Choke me and make me cum. I need it. I need to cum on your cock again. Please.”

I give it to her. My hips buck upward. Hard. Rough. Driving my cock deep into her pussy, and my grip tightens on 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 Elizabeth breaks.

Harder than before. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches off my chest so hard that 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 beyond language—a long, broken wail that vibrates through the bedroom.

I release her throat. Elizabeth gasps—ragged, desperate, sucking air into lungs that have been deprived—and she collapses forward. Forehead against my chest, chest heaving, completely fucking wrecked, and my cock is still inside her. Still throbbing. Still sensitive.

I can’t hold it. Can’t wait. Can’t do anything but feel it coming, and what comes out of my mouth is nothing like the voice I use in polite company.

“I’m going to cum,” I growl.

Elizabeth looks up. Through tears. Through the particular shattered focus of a woman who has just come twice and is being pushed toward a third event before her nervous system has recovered, and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at donor dinners.

“Inside me,” she whispers. The words are low. Certain. Delivered with the particular warm conviction of a woman who has made a decision and is announcing it. “I want your cum. All of it. I want to feel you inside me when I’m sitting across from him at dinner. I want to feel every drop.”

I thrust. Hard. Deep. Burying my cock to the hilt in her clenching pussy, 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—and with a guttural groan that tears out of me from somewhere primal, I explode.

The first pulse hits deep. Thick, hot, filling her pussy, and Elizabeth gasps—low, hungry—her body tensing around me, and the second is stronger. A shuddering wave that has me seeing stars, my hips bucking involuntarily into her, driving my cock deeper, and Elizabeth moans. The vibration travels through her pussy and into my cock, and I keep thrusting—shallow, rough strokes that milk every drop—and the third pulse is weaker—a warm, pulsing aftershock that leaves me empty and shaking and buried deep in Elizabeth Blackwood’s married pussy with my cum inside her and her husband’s conference call still running two hundred yards away.

“Fuck,” I breathe.

Elizabeth collapses against me. Completely. Her body arranged against mine with the particular easy surrender of someone who has stopped pretending, and we lie there. Together. Sweat cooling on skin. Cum leaking from her pussy onto the expensive sheets.

We lie there. The afternoon light through floor-to-ceiling windows turns vineyard terraces to gold, and my cum leaks from Elizabeth’s pussy. Elizabeth’s breathing slows. Settles. Her body heavy against mine.

“We should clean up,” she murmurs. Her voice is low. Sleep-raw, though it’s nowhere near sleep time. “Richard’s call will end eventually.”

I nod. Can’t speak. My throat is dry in a way that has nothing to do with exertion and everything to do with the particular hollow satisfaction of a man who understands that he is both destroyer and witness in this equation and has decided, collectively, that the distinction doesn’t matter.

We disentangle. Slowly. My cock slides free of her pussy with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the quiet, cum following—thick, white, dripping onto the sheets between her thighs—and Elizabeth doesn’t wipe it away. Doesn’t try. She lies there with my cum on her skin.

Then she smiles.

“Soon,” she says, “I want you to fuck my ass.”

“Hell, yeah.”


Chapter 13

The guest cottage sits fifty yards from the main house in the particular curated privacy of wealth that believes separation is evidence of taste. Stone and timber. Cedar shakes that have weathered to the silver-gray of something that costs more to look aged than it would to build new, and my phone burns in my pocket with Victoria’s text—three words, delivered with the particular commanding register of a woman who has issued an instruction and expects it to be followed: Guest cottage. Now.

I cross the lawn in evening light that turns grape leaves to copper and my shadow to something longer than it has any right to be. The main house glows behind me—windows amber.

The door is unlocked, and I step inside. The cottage is small. One room. King bed with sheets that have been turned down by someone who is paid to turn down sheets, and Victoria is standing by the window. Navy dress. The same one from breakfast, thin cotton clinging to curves that belong on billboards, and when she turns, what I see in her eyes isn’t warmth. Isn’t composure. It’s something hungrier.

“You came.” Her voice is low. Husky.

“This is the last time,” I say.

Victoria doesn’t react negatively. Instead, she smiles.

“Then we need to make it count,” she replies. Her hand finds my chest. Flat palm against my sternum, feeling my heartbeat through skin and bone, and her thumb traces a slow circle against muscle. Once. Twice. “Fuck me like it’s the last time. Like you mean it. Like you’re angry.”

My hands find her hair, and I push. Victoria’s back hits the wall with enough force to shake a framed landscape that probably costs more than my car, and she gasps—low, hungry—her body arranging itself against the plaster with the particular eager surrender of someone who has been waiting for this and doesn’t care how it arrives.

“Your dress,” I growl.

My hand finds the hem, yanks upward—rough, urgent, the cotton bunching around her waist—and Victoria’s thighs appear. Pale. Golden. Then higher—the curve of her ass, bare, her navy underwear visible against golden skin—and I hook my thumb. Drag the underwear down her thighs, and Victoria steps out of it. Kicks it aside. Her pussy is bare—wet, swollen, completely fucking ready—and my cock is already hard. Pressing against my zipper with enough urgency that standing becomes performance, and I fumble with my belt. One-handed, awkward, the other hand still gripping her hair, and my pants hit the hardwood with a wet slap that seems deafening in the cottage quiet.

“Against the wall,” I command.

I spin her. Victoria’s chest presses against plaster, her ass pushing back toward me, and I position my cock. Wet. Thick. Pressing against her entrance, and I push. One thrust. Deep. To the hilt. My cock drives into Victoria’s pussy with enough force to push her against the wall, and she cries out—a broken, desperate sound that the cottage walls catch and amplify—and her pussy grips me like a fist. Tight. Wet. Hot.

“Fuck,” she gasps. The word tears out of her, raw, wrecked beyond recognition. Her back arches, ass pushing back against me, taking every inch, and her pussy clenches around my cock in rhythmic pulses that feel like she’s trying to pull me deeper. “God, your cock. It’s so fucking big. I can feel every inch.”

I pull back. Slow. Deliberate. Feeling her pussy grip my shaft, the particular obscene wet sound of my cock sliding through her soaked folds, and then I thrust. Hard. Rough. My hips snap forward with enough force to shake the wall, and Victoria’s moan comes in time with the impact—low, broken, completely unrestrained—her dark hair splaying against plaster, her fingers scrabbling for purchase on a surface that offers none.

“This what you wanted?” I growl against the back of her neck. My mouth finds her spine, bites, not gentle, and Victoria whimpers—high, desperate—her hips rolling back to meet each thrust. “Blackmail me into fucking you? This what fucking looks like? You wanted to be used? This is being used.”

“Yes,” she hisses. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. Her hand finds the wall, grips, nails digging into plaster hard enough that I hear it—tiny scratches, the particular desperate evidence of a woman holding on—and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at breakfast tables. “Use me. That’s what I want. That’s all I’ve wanted. Fuck me like you hate me. Fuck me like this is the last time.”

I give it to her. Harder strokes. Deeper. My cock driving into her pussy with enough force to push her against the wall with each thrust, and Victoria’s moans come in time with the impacts—low, broken, building toward something desperate—her body shaking beneath me, her ass pushing back to meet each stroke, and the wall

The wall takes it. Plaster and frame absorbing the force of a fuck that has nothing to do with tenderness. Victoria takes it. Every thrust. Every inch. Her pussy grips my cock with the desperate hunger of a woman who has been waiting for someone to fuck her exactly this way.

“Take it, bitch,” I growl against her neck.

My hand finds her hip—grips, pulls her back onto my cock with each thrust—and I drive into her harder. Deeper. Each stroke pushing her against the wall with enough force to make the framed landscape rattle, and Victoria cries out. Loud. Unrestrained. Victoria doesn’t slow down. Doesn’t care. Her hips work back to meet each thrust.

“I’m close,” she gasps. Between thrusts. Her voice shot, wrecked, the particular desperate rasp of a woman on the edge. “So close. Don’t stop. Fuck me harder. Use me. Make me your slut. Your cock is so much better than his. So much better.”

My hips snap forward harder. Deeper. Each thrust drives my cock into Victoria’s pussy with enough force to push her against the wall, and the cottage echoes with the sound of it—skin on skin, the creak of the wall frame, Victoria’s choked moans building toward something catastrophic.

My hand finds her hair—grips, yanks her head back, arching her spine—and I thrust. Hard. Deep. Burying my cock to the hilt in her clenching pussy, and Victoria gasps. Ragged. Desperate. The particular hollow sound of a woman whose oxygen is being restricted by the position and is using the restriction, turning it into something filthy and productive.

“Yes!” she cries out. “Make me your slut! Your bitch!”

I thrust harder. Deeper. My cock driving into her pussy with enough force to push her against the wall, and Victoria cries out—a broken, desperate sound that vibrates through the cottage—and her pussy clenches around me in violent, pre-orgasmic pulses that make my vision blur.

“I’m coming,” she gasps. The words tear out of her, raw, wrecked beyond recognition. “Fuck—Mark—I’m coming—”

“Then do it, bitch.” My voice is rough. Certain. My hips keep moving, relentless, driving my cock into her with strokes that are punishing, deep, and Victoria breaks.

The sound she makes is primal—a long, broken wail that vibrates through the cottage and probably carries to the main house if anyone’s listening—and Victoria shakes. Her body trembling against the wall, her pussy clenching around my cock in aftershocks that make my vision blur, and tears streak from the corners of her eyes onto plaster.

I hold her there. One hand in her hair, the other on her hip, my cock buried deep in her clenching pussy, and we breathe. Together. Ragged. Syncing slowly, and the cottage is quiet except for our breathing and the distant hum of vineyard machinery 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.

Victoria’s hand finds the wall. Grips. Her nails dig into plaster, and she looks back over her shoulder. Through tears. Through the particular shattered focus of a woman who has just come apart on another man’s cock against a cottage wall fifty yards from her husband, and what I see there isn’t performance. Isn’t acting. It’s gratitude. Complete, total, the particular desperate relief of a woman who has found something she’s been missing for a decade and understands, completely, that there is no going back.

I pull out. Slow. Deliberate. My cock slides free of Victoria’s pussy with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the cottage quiet, cum following—thick, white, dripping down her golden thighs in glistening streaks that catch the evening light through the window—and Victoria gasps. Low. Hungry. I don’t give her time to recover. Don’t let her breathe. My hand finds her hair—grips, pulls—and I guide her toward the table.

Wood. Reclaimed. The particular performative rusticity of something that cost four figures to look distressed, and I bend her over it. Victoria’s chest presses against the surface, her ass pushing back toward me, the navy dress still bunched around her waist, and her pussy is visible—wet, swollen, cum-streaked, completely fucking used—and I position my cock. Press against her entrance, and push.

My cock drives into Victoria’s pussy with enough force to push her against the table, and she cries out—a broken, desperate sound that the cottage walls catch and hold—and her pussy grips me. Tight. Wet. Hot.

I set the pace immediately. Hard. Rough. Relentless strokes that drive my cock into her with enough force to shake the table, and Victoria’s moans come in time with the impacts—low, broken, completely unrestrained—her dark hair splaying across wood, her fingers scrabbling for purchase on a surface that offers none.

My hands find her hips—grip, pull her back onto my cock with each thrust—and I drive into her harder. Deeper. Each stroke pushing her against the table with enough force to make the wood creak, and Victoria whimpers. High. Desperate. The particular broken sounds of a woman who has just come and is being pushed toward another before her nervous system has recovered.

“I want to hear you scream, bitch.” My voice is low. Cold. The particular focused anger of a man who has been manipulated and is using his body to articulate the cost. “You wanted to blackmail me into fucking you? Treat you like a cock hole? You’re a hole, Victoria. That’s all you are right now. A wet hole for my cock. That’s what you wanted. That’s what you’re getting.”

“Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Yes!” she hisses. Between thrusts. Her voice shot, wrecked. “Use me. That’s what I want. I’m your hole. Your cock hole. Fuck me like I’m nothing. Fuck me like you hate me.”

I give it to her. Harder strokes. Deeper. My cock driving into her pussy with enough force to push her against the table with each thrust, and Victoria’s moans shift—wet, choked, building toward something desperate—and I can feel it. The way her thighs tighten. The way her pussy grips me wetter, tighter, each clench stronger than the last—the particular telltale tension of a woman building toward something catastrophic despite her body’s protests.

“Your husband,” I growl against the back of her neck. My mouth finds her spine, bites, not gentle, and Victoria whimpers—high, desperate—her hips rolling back to meet each thrust. “Fifty yards that way. Discussing spiritual maturation. Has no idea his wife is bent over a table taking another man’s cock like a slut. You like that? You like being my cock hole while John talks about God’s work?”

“Yes,” she gasps. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. Her hand finds the edge of the table—grips, nails digging into wood—and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at breakfast tables. “I’m your slut. Your cock hole. Fuck me harder. Make me cum again. I want to cum on your cock while my husband discusses tannin structure. I want to feel every fucking inch.”

I thrust harder. Deeper. My cock driving into her pussy with enough force to push her against the table, and Victoria cries out—a broken, desperate sound that vibrates through the cottage—and her pussy clenches around me in violent, pre-orgasmic pulses that make my vision blur.

“I’m coming,” she gasps. The words are wrecked. Barely recognizable. “Fuck—Mark—I’m coming—”

“Then come already.” My voice is a command. Rough. Certain. My hips keep moving, relentless, driving my cock into her with strokes that are punishing, deep, and Victoria breaks.

Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves—stronger than the first time, relentless, milking me so hard I groan. Her body trembling against the table, her pussy clenching around my cock in aftershocks that make my vision blur, and tears streak from the corners of her eyes onto wood.

I don’t stop.

Couldn’t if I wanted to. My hips keep moving—hard, relentless strokes that drive my cock into Victoria’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 shot, wrecked, raw from screaming. “Mark—please—it’s too much—”

Victoria’s hand finds the table edge. Grips. Her nails dig into wood, and she looks back over her shoulder. Through tears. What I see there isn’t performance. Isn’t acting. It’s something rawer. The particular desperate gratitude of a woman who has found something she’s been missing for a decade and understands, completely, that there is no putting it back.

“Fuck,” she breathes. The word is mangled. Wrecked. Barely audible. Her hand finds mine on her hip—grips, interlacing her fingers with mine—and she holds. Tight. The particular desperate clutch of someone who has just been broken and put back together and isn’t sure which state is preferable.

I pull out. Fast. My cock slides free of Victoria’s pussy with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the cottage quiet, cum following—thick, white, dripping onto the hardwood between her thighs—and before she can gasp, before she can breathe, my hands find her waist. Grip. Lift, and I throw her onto the bed.

She lands with a soft thud that the expensive mattress absorbs without comment, her dark hair splaying across sheets that probably cost more than my monthly rent, and the navy dress is still there—bunched around her waist, cotton clinging to sweat-damp skin, and her pussy is visible—wet, swollen, cum-streaked, completely fucking used—and I’m on her immediately. Climbing on top of her, my knees bracketing her thighs, and I position my cock. Press against her entrance, and push.

One thrust. Deep. She cries out—a broken, desperate sound that the cottage walls catch and hold—and her pussy grips me. Tight. Wet. Hot. The particular clutching intimacy of flesh that has come three times and is being fucked again before the nerves have any right to recover, and I set the pace immediately. Hard. Rough. Relentless strokes that drive my cock into her with enough force to shake the bed frame, and Victoria’s moans come in time with the impacts—low, broken, completely unrestrained—her dark hair tangling across the pillow, her hands finding my shoulders and gripping hard enough to leave marks.

“Look at me.” The words come out rough. Certain.

My hand finds her chin—grips, forces her face toward mine—and Victoria’s eyes find mine. Through tears.

My hips keep moving. Hard strokes. Deep. Each thrust driving my cock into her with enough force to push her against the mattress, and Victoria gasps—wet, choked—her body tensing beneath me, her pussy clenching around my cock in rhythmic pulses that feel like she’s trying to pull me deeper.

“Right there!” she screams. “Right fucking there! Fuck me! Yes!”

My cock drives into her pussy with enough force to push her against the mattress with each thrust, and Victoria’s moans shift—wet, choked, building toward something desperate—and I can feel it. The way her thighs tighten around my hips. The way her pussy grips me wetter, tighter, each clench stronger than the last—the particular telltale tension of a woman building toward something catastrophic despite her body’s protests.

I thrust harder. Deeper. My cock driving into her pussy with enough force to push her against the mattress, and Victoria cries out—a broken, desperate sound that vibrates through the cottage—and her pussy clenches around me in violent, pre-orgasmic pulses that make my vision blur.

“Yes, baby!” she cries. “I want you to cum! I want to see you explode!”

My hips keep moving—hard, relentless strokes that drive my cock into Victoria’s oversensitive, clenching pussy, and she whimpers. High. Desperate. I’m close. So close that the cottage blurs at the edges, that the only thing in the world is the wet, hot, perfect compression of Victoria Halsey’s pussy around my cock.

“Pull out,” Victoria gasps. Between thrusts. Between sobs. Her voice shot, wrecked, the particular desperate rasp of a woman who understands what’s about to happen and is trying, belatedly, to prevent it. “Mark—pull out—I’m not on anything—pull out—”

I hear her. Register the words. Process them with the particular cold clarity of a man who has made a decision and isn’t interested in changing it, and I thrust. Hard. Deep. Burying my cock to the hilt in her clenching pussy, and I hold there. One count. Two. Feeling her pussy grip my shaft, milking me, and Victoria’s eyes find mine. Wide. Shocked.

“Mark—no—pull out—”

“No, bitch. I’m going to cum in that slutty pussy of yours.”

The pressure breaks.

That electric coil at the base of my spine 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 deep. Thick, hot, filling her pussy, and Victoria gasps—low, shocked—her body tensing around me, and the second is stronger. A shuddering wave that has me seeing stars, my hips bucking involuntarily into her, driving my cock deeper, and Victoria moans. The vibration travels through her pussy and into my cock, and I keep thrusting—shallow, rough strokes that milk every drop—and the third pulse is weaker—a warm, pulsing aftershock that leaves me empty and shaking and buried deep in Victoria Halsey’s married pussy with my cum inside her and her husband discussing spiritual maturation fifty yards away.

“Fuck,” I breathe. The word is mangled. Wrecked. My hands find the mattress on either side of her head—grip, white knuckles on expensive cotton—and we lie there. Together. Sweat cooling on skin. Cum leaking from her pussy onto sheets that will be changed between visitors, and Victoria is silent. Completely silent. Her chest heaving, her eyes on the ceiling, and what I see on her face isn’t performance. Isn’t acting. It’s shock.

I pull out. Slowly. My cock slides free of her pussy with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the quiet, cum following—thick, white, dripping onto the sheets between her thighs in glistening evidence of what just happened—and Victoria doesn’t move. Doesn’t wipe it away. She lies there with my cum on her skin and her eyes on the ceiling.

“Fuck,” she whispers.

Her hand finds her stomach. Flat palm against golden skin, and she presses. Once. Gently. The particular intimate compression of a woman feeling the evidence of what just happened inside her, and when her eyes find mine, what I see there isn’t anger. Isn’t betrayal. It’s something more complicated.

“Thanks for the good fuck. I should go,” I say.

Victoria doesn’t move. Doesn’t speak. She lies there with my cum inside her and her eyes on the ceiling and the navy dress still bunched around her waist, and when I’m dressed—belt, zipper, the particular mechanical efficiency of a man putting himself back together—I stand by the bed.

“What if I get pregnant?” she asks.

“Just tell your husband it’s his.”

There’s a moment of silence. Then she smiles.


Chapter 14

The main house at night has the particular amber gravity of wealth that believes lighting should suggest intimacy rather than provide it. Recessed fixtures cast long shadows across limestone corridors, and Richard’s voice carries from the study.

“—so you see, the trajectory is unmistakable.” His hands move through projector light with confidence. “Q3 giving exceeded projections by seventeen percent. Seventeen. The board is calling it a miracle. I’m calling it what happens when God’s people understand the math of faithfulness.”

John Halsey sits in a leather club chair that probably costs more than my car. I pass the study doorway. Richard doesn’t look up, and I move down the corridor toward the guest wing where my phone has been burning against my thigh since dinner ended.

Chris’s door is partially open as he plays video games. His headset is on. Body angled toward the screen with the focused intensity of someone who has found a world where adults don’t discuss tithing increases, and I envy him. Briefly. T

My phone buzzes.

I reach for it casually. The particular performative nonchalance of a man checking a text in a hallway where no one is watching, and Elizabeth’s name appears.

Wear your mask. Room 213. Now.

The words land. Electric. Visceral. My cock stirs against my zipper, and something hot and dark coils in my chest. Not just desire. Something sharper.

I turn toward the staircase, and I climb. Second floor. Corridor lined with landscape photography, and Room 213 sits at the end. Not the guest wing. Somewhere else. An office, maybe. A room John Halsey uses for something benign that is about to become something else entirely.

The door is unlocked, and I step inside. The room is small. Desk pushed against the wall. Floor-to-ceiling windows that face vineyard terraces turned silver by moonlight, and Elizabeth is there.

She stands by the desk with her back to the door, and the MystiqueM mask is already on. She’s wearing a robe. Thin silk. The particular calculated modesty of a garment designed to be removed, and when she turns, what I see isn’t warmth. Isn’t composure. It’s something hungrier.

“You’re late.” Her voice is low. Husky.

She gestures toward the laptop on the desk. Screen glowing. Camera angled. The viewer count in the corner is already climbing—three digits, climbing toward four.

“Put it on.” She nods toward the mask in my hand.

Elizabeth adjusts the camera. Once. Twice. Then she sits on the edge of the desk. Robe parting. Golden thighs visible against dark wood, and she looks at the screen. At the camera. At the digital congregation that has gathered to watch whatever happens next, and her smile curls. That smile. The particular wicked confidence of a woman who has decided that performance is its own form of truth.

“Hello, loves.” Her voice shifts. Warmer. Higher. She crosses her legs. Slow. Deliberate. The silk robe parts further, and the chat accelerates—hearts, fire emoji. Elizabeth’s hand finds the robe’s tie. Hooks a thumb. “I’ve been teasing this for weeks. Tonight’s special. Really special.”

She looks at me.

“I’m losing my anal virginity tonight,” she says.

The chat explodes—scrolling too fast to read, a blizzard of emoji and caps lock. Elizabeth’s smile widens.

“With my young stud.” She gestures toward me. “While my husband is downstairs.”

Elizabeth stands. Smooth. Graceful. The robe parts completely, and she’s naked beneath. Golden skin. Heavy breasts.

“Let’s get him ready,” she says. To the camera. To me.

My cock is already hard. Pressing against my zipper with enough urgency that standing becomes performance, and Elizabeth’s eyes drop. Elizabeth reaches for my belt, and she frees my cock before slowly slipping to her knees.

Elizabeth’s mouth finds my cock. Warm. Wet. Her lips wrap around the head with enough pressure to make my vision blur, and the chat scrolls faster—hearts, fire emoji, the particular digital frenzy of an audience watching married MILF swallow another man’s cock on livestream.

“Look at that cock,” she murmurs against my shaft. The words meant for the camera. For the viewers.

She takes me deeper. One smooth motion, her throat opening around my length, and I groan. The sound tears out of me—raw, unrestrained—and Elizabeth’s eyes find the camera.

She pulls back. Slow. Deliberate. A thick strand of spit connects her lips to my cock even as she retreats, glistening in the laptop’s blue glow, and the chat explodes. Scrolling too fast to read. A waterfall of caps lock and emoji and the particular digital equivalent of a crowd losing its collective mind, and Elizabeth smiles. The chat messages pile in

Sweet fucking Jesus

That married slut is gagging on his cock.

She goes back to work. Deeper this time. Her mouth is a blur—up and down my shaft with enough enthusiasm that spit is involved, copious amounts, soaking my cock, her chin, the hardwood between her knees—and the sounds fill the room. Wet. Obscene. The rhythmic suction of a mouth moving on a cock with enough force that the viewers can hear every slurp, every gasp, every wet choke when I push too deep, and Elizabeth doesn’t slow down. Doesn’t care. Her hand joins her mouth—stroking what she can’t take, twisting on the upstroke, her thumb circling the head where I’m leaking—and the sensation is so intense I have to grip the desk edge to stay upright.

“Fuck,” I breathe. The word is mangled.

My hand finds her hair.

Grips. Hard. And I pull. Victoria’s hair between my fingers, thick strands, damp at the roots from exertion, and I push. Hard. Rough. My cock drives into her throat with enough force to push her head against my thigh, and Elizabeth gags.

Violently. Her whole body jerks. A wet, convulsive sound tears out of her, unmuffled by the livestream mic, and spit sprays from her lips in a thick, obscene arc that lands on the hardwood and the camera catches it—every drop, every glistening strand—and the chat loses its fucking mind. Scrolling too fast to track. A blizzard of caps lock and emoji and the particular digital frenzy of an audience witnessing something they’ve been promised and are now receiving in high definition.

I hold her there. One count. Two. Feeling her throat constrict around my cock, tight, hot, perfect, and Elizabeth’s hands find my thighs. Grip. Nails digging into denim hard enough that I feel it through fabric, and she doesn’t push away. Doesn’t fight. Her fingers interlace behind my knees, pulling herself deeper, and what I feel through my cock is surrender.

Elizabeth gags again. Harder. Spit runs from her lips in thick rivulets, soaking my shaft and her chin. I pull back. Just enough to let her breathe—my cock sliding free with a wet, obscene sound that the mic catches perfectly—and before she can recover, I’m pushing back in. Harder. Deeper. My cock driving into her throat with enough force to push her head against my thigh, and Elizabeth gags. The sound is wet. Choked.

“On the bed,” I command.

Elizabeth complies. Even on her knees, even with spit streaking her golden skin, she crawls toward the bed. Elizabeth positions herself on all fours. Ass toward the camera. Toward me.

I reach for the lube on the nightstand. Elizabeth’s, and I squeeze. Cold. Slick. My fingers find her ass—work the lube around her entrance—and Elizabeth gasps. Her body tenses beneath my touch, and the chat is a waterfall. A blizzard. Viewers typing over each other, speculation, hunger, the particular digital equivalent of a crowd pressing against a barrier.

“Tell them,” I say. My cock presses against her entrance—wet, thick, lubed from her mouth and the bottle—and Elizabeth looks over her shoulder. At the camera.

“It’s my first time,” she says. To the camera. To the viewers.

The chat explodes. Actually explodes. Messages scrolling too fast to read, a digital frenzy that the camera captures in the corner of the frame. Elizabeth’s hand finds her pussy. Beneath. Between her thighs, and her fingers work. Slow. Deliberate. The particular obscene visual of a woman fingering herself while being prepared for anal, and the viewers lose their collective mind.

I push.

One thrust. Slow. Deliberate. The head of my cock breaches her ass with enough resistance that Elizabeth cries out—a broken, desperate sound that the mic catches perfectly—and her body tenses. Every muscle. The involuntary resistance of flesh being penetrated somewhere it hasn’t been penetrated before, and I hold. One count. Two. Feeling her body adjust around the intrusion, and Elizabeth’s fingers work faster. Between her thighs.

“Fuck,” Elizabeth gasps between thrusts.

I push deeper. Another inch. Then another. My cock slides into her ass with the particular tight, hot compression of flesh that has decided that this is happening whether it’s ready or not, and Elizabeth screams.

Actually screams. A long, broken wail that vibrates through the room and probably carries through the floor joists to whatever room contains Richard Blackwood’s financial presentation, and the chat goes insane. Scrolling too fast to track. A digital frenzy that the camera captures in relentless detail.

“Harder,” Elizabeth demands. Between thrusts. Her voice shot, wrecked, the particular desperate rasp of a woman who has found the particular catastrophic arithmetic of pain and pleasure and wants more of both. “Fuck my ass harder. I want to feel every fucking inch.”

I give it to her. Harder strokes. Deeper. My cock driving into her ass with enough force to push her against the mattress with each thrust, and Elizabeth’s screams come in time with the impacts—low, broken, completely unrestrained—her body shaking beneath me, her fingers working her clit with desperate, rhythmic circles.

“His cock is so deep,” she gasps to the viewers. “I can feel every inch. It’s stretching me open. God, it’s so fucking big.”

I thrust harder. Deeper. Each stroke driving my cock into her ass with enough force to shake the bed frame, and Elizabeth’s screams shift—wet, choked, building toward something desperate—and her fingers work faster.

“They love it,” she whispers. To me. To the air.

Burying my cock to the hilt in her ass, and Elizabeth cries out—a broken, desperate sound that the mic catches perfectly—and her body tenses around me.

“I’m close,” she gasps. “So close. Don’t stop. Fuck my ass harder. Make me cum while you’re in my ass. I want to cum on your cock while they watch.”

My cock drives into her ass with enough force to push her against the mattress with each thrust, and Elizabeth’s screams come in time with the impacts—low, broken, completely unrestrained—her body shaking beneath me, her fingers working her clit with desperate, rhythmic circles, and the pressure is building

I fuck her harder. The particular desperate rhythm of a man who is three strokes from the edge and has decided that the edge is exactly where he wants to be, and Elizabeth takes it. Every thrust. Every inch. Her ass clenches around my cock with the tight, hot compression of flesh that has decided that resistance is overrated and surrender is the only language worth speaking, and the bed creaks.

“Cum in my ass,” Elizabeth demands. Between thrusts. Between screams. Her voice is low. Certain. The particular commanding register of a woman who has issued an instruction and expects it to be followed. “I want your cum. All of it. I want to feel you inside me when I’m sitting across from him at breakfast. I want to feel every drop.”

The words land. Electric. Visceral. My cock throbs inside her ass—hard, thick, completely fucking on the edge—and Elizabeth’s fingers work faster. Between her thighs. Circling her clit with desperate, rhythmic circles, and I can feel it—the particular telltale tension in her thighs, the way her ass clenches around my cock wetter, tighter, each clench stronger than the last—and Elizabeth breaks.

Hard. Violently. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches off the mattress so hard her spine forms a perfect curve, her ass pushing back against me, and her pussy clenches around her fingers in violent, pulsing waves. The sound she makes is beyond language. A long, broken wail that vibrates through the room.

Her body is trembling beneath me, and tears streak from the corners of her eyes onto the pillow in hot, desperate rivulets. I can’t hold it. Can’t wait. Can’t do anything but feel it coming, and what comes out of my mouth is nothing like the voice I use in polite company.

“I’m cumming,” I growl.

“Inside me,” she whispers. “All of it. I want to feel every drop.”

I thrust. Hard. Deep. Burying my cock to the hilt in her clenching ass, 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—and with a guttural groan that tears out of me from somewhere primal, I explode.

The first pulse hits deep. Thick, hot, filling her ass, and Elizabeth gasps—low, shocked—her body tensing around me, and the second is stronger. A shuddering wave that has me seeing stars, my hips bucking involuntarily into her, driving my cock deeper, and Elizabeth moans. The vibration travels through her ass and into my cock, and I keep thrusting—shallow, rough strokes that milk every drop—and the third pulse is weaker—a warm, pulsing aftershock that leaves me empty and shaking and buried deep in Elizabeth Blackwood’s married ass with my cum inside her and an audience of strangers watching every second.

“Fuck,” I breathe. My hands find her hips—grip, hold her against me—and we lie there. Together. Sweat cooling on skin. Cum leaking from her ass onto the expensive sheets in obscene evidence of what just happened.

She moves. Slowly. My cock slides free of her ass with a wet, obscene sound that the mic catches perfectly, cum following—thick, white, dripping onto the sheets between her thighs—and Elizabeth turns onto her back. Golden skin glistening with sweat, her MystiqueM mask still on, her eyes finding the camera with the particular focused intensity of a woman who understands that the performance isn’t over until the curtain falls.

“Look,” she says to the viewers.

She reaches between her legs. Her fingers find the cum—thick, white, dripping from her ass—and she brings her fingers to the camera. Close. The lens captures every detail—the glistening evidence of a creampie that belongs on pornography sites, and the chat loses its fucking mind.

“Thank you, loves.” Her voice is warm and performative. “That’s all for tonight. I’ll see you next week.”

She reaches for the laptop. One smooth motion. The stream ends. Screen goes dark. The room is quiet. Suddenly, catastrophically quiet. Just our breathing. The distant hum of vineyard machinery through floor-to-ceiling windows, and Elizabeth collapses.

Into my arms. Completely. Her body arranges against mine with ease. My hand finds her hair and strokes it gently. Her body heavy against mine, completely fucking present in a way that Richard Blackwood has never been allowed to see, and when her eyes find mine through the mask’s eyeholes, what I see there is total devotion.

“Tomorrow,” she says. “On the flight home. I want to feel you again. Before we land. Before everything goes back to normal.”

“Hell, yeah,” I reply.
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The comments are flooding in before Elizabeth even gets on her knees. Three hundred viewers and climbing. Elizabeth adjusts the laptop’s angle one more time, her MystiqueM mask covering the top half of her face—and she’s wearing a nun outfit that belongs in a Halloween shop on the wrong side of the interstate.

Black fabric. Tight. The habit sits crooked on her blonde hair, the wimple framing her jaw in a way that turns a religious costume into something sacrilegious. The skirt is short—mid-thigh, maybe—and the neckline plunges low enough that I can see the curve of her tits with each breath. Rosary beads hang between her breasts, catching the blue glow of the laptop.

“Hello, loves.” Her voice is different. Warmer. Higher. The voice she uses for the camera, not the voice she uses across breakfast tables. “Tonight’s special. Very special.”

I’m wearing a mask too. Plain black. Covers from nose to forehead. The rest of me is bare from the waist down, my cock hard against my stomach, pre-cum leaking in a steady bead that runs down my shaft.

Elizabeth Blackwood. Forty-two. The wife of Richard Blackwood—megapastor, millionaire, the man who’s been calling me “son” since I was ten years old because I’ve been friends with Chris that long. Elizabeth is the mother of my best friend. She’s also the woman who’s been letting me fuck her for months now in church bathrooms, donor cellars, vineyard guest rooms, and now, twice a week on a livestream that nets her six figures a month and lets a congregation of strangers watch their pastor’s wife suck another man’s cock.

My cock.

“Look at him,” she says to the camera. Her hand finds my shaft. Warm. Soft. She strokes once, slow, her thumb circling the head where I’m leaking, and the chat accelerates—hearts, fire emoji, caps lock.

HOLY SHIT THAT COCK

is that real??

fuck me that’s huge

She drops to her knees. The habit bunches around her thighs, the black fabric against the hardwood of her home office—the same office where Richard probably reviews sermon notes on weekday mornings, completely unaware that his wife films porn on the same desk—and her mouth finds my cock.

No tease. No slow build. Her lips wrap around the head, warm, wet, and she takes me deep. One smooth motion, her throat opening around my shaft, and I groan. The sound tears out of me—raw, unrestrained—and the chat explodes. Scrolling too fast to read. A digital frenzy.

She pulls back. Slow. Deliberate. A thick strand of spit connects her lips to my cock even as she retreats, glistening in the laptop’s blue glow, and Elizabeth smiles.

“Tell them how old you are, baby,” she murmurs against my shaft.

“Twenty-one,” I say to the camera.

The chat loses its fucking mind. Caps lock. Emoji.

21???

SHE’S 42 HOLY SHIT

MILF QUEEN

Elizabeth goes back to work. Deeper this time. Her mouth is a blur—up and down my shaft with enough enthusiasm that spit is involved, copious amounts, soaking my cock, her chin, the hardwood between her knees—and the sounds fill the room. Wet. Obscene. The rhythmic suction of a mouth moving on a cock with enough force that the viewers can hear every slurp, every gasp.

My hand finds her hair. Through the habit, through blonde strands, my fingers tangle at the roots, and I grip. Hard. Elizabeth moans around my cock. The vibration travels up my shaft, straight to the base of my spine, and my vision blurs.

“Fuck,” I breathe.

I push. Hard. Rough. My cock drives into her throat with enough force to push her head against my thighs, and Elizabeth gags.

Violently. Her whole body jerks. A wet, convulsive sound tears out of her, unmuffled by the livestream mic, and spit sprays from her lips in a thick, obscene arc that lands on the hardwood and the camera catches it—every drop, every glistening strand—and the chat goes insane.

GAGGING HOLY SHIT

SHE’S CHOKING ON IT

THAT’S A PASTOR’S WIFE???

I hold her there. One count. Two. Feeling her throat constrict around my cock, tight, hot, perfect, and Elizabeth’s hands find my thighs. Grip. Nails digging into skin hard enough to leave marks, and she doesn’t push away. Doesn’t fight. Her fingers interlace behind my knees, pulling herself deeper, and what I feel through my cock is surrender.

I pull back. Just enough to let her breathe—my cock sliding free with a wet, obscene sound that the mic catches perfectly—and before she can recover, I’m pushing back in. Harder. Deeper. My cock driving into her throat with enough force to push her head against my thighs, and Elizabeth gags again. The sound is wet. Choked. Spit runs from her lips in thick rivulets, soaking my shaft, her chin, the rosary beads between her tits.

The chat is a waterfall. A blizzard. Viewers typing over each other, the numbers climbing—four thousand now, pushing toward five—and Elizabeth doesn’t slow down. Doesn’t care. Her hand joins her mouth—stroking what she can’t take, twisting on the upstroke, her thumb pressing against the frenulum—and the sensation is so intense I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning.

“Fuck,” I hiss.

She takes me deeper. Her throat opens around my shaft, and I feel the tight, hot compression of flesh that has decided that depth is the goal and gag reflexes are negotiable, and Elizabeth gags. Softly. The sound muffled by my cock buried deep in her mouth, and spit sprays. Everywhere. Soaking her chin, her neck, running between her breasts in obscene rivulets that catch the laptop’s blue glow, and she doesn’t wipe it away. Doesn’t try. She lets it run. Lets the viewers see every drop, every glistening strand connecting her lips to my cock.

The chat scrolls faster. Hearts. Fire emoji. Caps lock messages piling on top of each other too fast to read.

Elizabeth pulls back. Her lips are swollen. Wet. Spit streaks her chin, her neck, the black fabric of the nun’s habit, and she looks at the camera. Through the mask. Through the compressed focus of a woman whose mouth has just been used and is about to be used again.

“You like watching me choke on his cock?” Her voice is low. “Tell me how much you like it.”

She goes back to work. Harder this time. Her mouth is relentless—up and down my shaft with enough force that her lips make wet, obscene sounds against my skin, and spit is everywhere. Soaking my cock, her chin, probably the hardwood beneath her knees, and the viewers can hear every sound. Every slurp. Every wet choke when I push too deep.

My hand tightens in her hair. Grips. Pulls, and I push her down. Hard. Rough. My cock drives into her throat with enough force to push her head against my thighs, and Elizabeth gags. Her whole body jerks. A wet, convulsive sound tears out of her, and spit sprays from her lips in a thick, glistening arc that the camera catches perfectly.

I hold her there. One count. Two. Three. Feeling her throat work around me, swallowing desperately, and Elizabeth’s hands grip my thighs hard enough to bruise. She doesn’t fight. Doesn’t push away. Her fingers interlace behind my knees, pulling herself deeper, and what I feel through my cock is surrender.

The pressure is building. That familiar, electric tightening at the base of my spine coiling tighter with each pull of her mouth, each wet choke, each desperate swallow, and I’m close. So close that the room blurs at the edges, that the chat becomes white noise, that the only thing in the world is the wet, hot, sloppy perfection of Elizabeth Blackwood’s throat around my cock while thousands strangers watch a pastor’s wife lose her religion on camera.

I pull her back. Fast. My cock slides free of her mouth with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the sudden quiet, spit connecting her lips to the head for one suspended second before breaking, and Elizabeth gasps. Ragged. Desperate. Her chest heaving beneath the nun’s habit, spit streaking her golden skin, completely fucking wrecked.

“Fuck,” she breathes.

The chat is still scrolling. Hearts. Fire emoji. Viewers demanding more, always more, and Elizabeth looks up at me. Through the mask. Through tears forming at the corners of her eyes, and what I see there isn’t exhaustion. Isn’t surrender. It’s hunger.

“Bend me over,” she whispers. “The desk. Now.”

I grab her by the hips. One smooth motion. Elizabeth’s chest hits the desk, the laptop wobbling, the chat still scrolling—thousands viewers watching a pastor’s wife in a nun outfit get bent over her own desk—and I position my cock.

Wet. Thick. Pressing against her entrance through the soaked fabric of whatever she’s wearing underneath the habit—black lace, probably, the performative modesty of a woman who films porn in religious costumes—and I push.

One thrust. Deep. To the hilt. My cock drives into Elizabeth’s pussy with enough force to push her against the desk, wood groaning beneath her palms, and she cries out—a broken, desperate sound that the livestream mic catches perfectly—and her pussy grips me like a fist. Tight. Wet. Hot.

“Fuck!” she gasps. The word tears out of her, raw, wrecked beyond recognition. Her back arches, ass pushing back against me, taking every inch, and her pussy clenches around my cock in rhythmic pulses that feel like she’s trying to pull me deeper. “God, your cock. So deep. I can feel every fucking inch.”

The chat explodes. Caps lock. Emoji. Viewers losing their collective mind as the camera captures every second—Elizabeth bent over the desk, the nun’s habit bunched around her waist, my cock buried deep in her pussy from behind.

I pull back. Slow. Deliberate. Feeling her pussy grip my shaft, the obscene wet sound of my cock sliding through her soaked folds, and then I thrust. Hard. Rough. My hips snap forward with enough force to shake the desk, and Elizabeth’s moan comes in time with the impact—low, broken, completely unrestrained—her blonde hair spilling across the wood, her fingers scrabbling for purchase on a surface that offers none.

My hand finds her hair. Through the habit, through blonde strands, my fingers tangle at the roots, and I pull. Hard. Yanking her head back, arching her spine, and Elizabeth gasps—ragged, desperate—her pussy clenching around me in a violent pulse that makes my cock throb.

“That’s it,” I growl against the back of her neck. “Take it.”

I thrust again. Harder. Deeper. Each stroke driving my cock into her pussy with enough force to push her against the desk, and Elizabeth’s moans come in time with the impacts—low, broken, building toward something desperate—and my free hand finds her ass. Both cheeks. Gripping, spreading her open, and I slap. Once. Hard. The sound cracks through the room, palm against flesh, and Elizabeth cries out. Loud. Unrestrained.

The chat accelerates. Hearts. Fire emoji. Viewers typing over each other.

SPANK THAT NUN

HOLY SHIT

SHE’S TAKING IT

I slap again. Harder. The same spot, her ass reddening beneath my palm, and Elizabeth whimpers—high, desperate—her hips rolling back to meet each thrust with the hungry rhythm of a woman who has found something she needs and is taking every inch of it.

“Harder,” she demands. Between thrusts. Her voice shot, wrecked, the desperate rasp of a woman on the edge. “Spank me harder. Pull my hair. Use me. I’m your slut. Your fucking nun slut.”

I give it to her. My hand finds her throat. Wraps around the soft tissue beneath her jaw through the fabric of the habit, and I squeeze. Not gentle. Never gentle. Fingers pressing 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 my grip—and her pussy clenches around me harder. Tighter. Rhythmic pulses that match the pressure of my hand on her throat.

The chat is a waterfall. A blizzard. Viewers losing their fucking minds as the camera captures every second—Elizabeth bent over the desk, being fucked and choked in a nun outfit, her ass red from my hand, spit still streaking her chin from the throat fucking minutes ago.

“Choke me harder,” she whispers. Between thrusts. Between gasps for air. Her voice shot beyond recognition. “Make me your slut. Your cock is so deep. God, I can feel every inch.”

I tighten my grip. Elizabeth’s carotid pulses against my palm—fast, frantic—and her eyes roll back. Just slightly. The whites showing beneath her lashes through the mask’s eyeholes, and her pussy clenches around my cock in a violent pulse that makes my vision blur.

I thrust harder. Deeper. Each stroke driving my cock into her pussy with enough force to push her against the desk, and the wet sounds fill the room—obscene, rhythmic, the slap of my hips against her ass and Elizabeth’s choked moans building into something desperate.

“Your husband,” I growl against the back of her neck. My mouth finds her spine, bites, not gentle, through the fabric of the habit, and Elizabeth whimpers—high, desperate—her hips rolling back to meet each thrust. “Downstairs, probably. Preparing a sermon about fidelity. Has no idea his wife is bent over a desk taking another man’s cock on livestream. You like that? You like the risk?”

“Yes,” she hisses. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. Her hand finds mine on her throat—not pushing away, gripping, her fingers interlacing with mine, holding my hand tighter against her windpipe—and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at donor dinners. “Choke me harder. Make me cum on your cock while thousands of strangers watch. I want them to see what your cock does to me. I want everyone to see.”

I give it to her. My hips snap forward with enough force to shake the desk, 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 desperate focus of a woman being fucked and choked simultaneously—and Elizabeth breaks into a sob. Tears streaking from the corners of her eyes beneath the mask, her body trembling against the desk, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, rhythmic pulses that are getting stronger, not weaker.

“Harder,” she begs. Her free hand finds the desk edge—grips, nails digging into wood—and she rolls her hips back to meet each thrust with the desperate hunger of a woman who has found something she needs and is taking every inch of it. “Fuck me harder. I’m close. So close. Don’t stop. Make me cum. Make me your slut.”

I can feel it building. The 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 hand finds the back of my thigh. Grips. Pulls, and what comes out of her mouth is the broken, honest truth of a woman who has stopped pretending.

“I’m coming,” she gasps. The words tear out of her, raw, wrecked beyond recognition. “Fuck—Mark—I’m coming—”

“Then come.” My voice is rough. Certain. My hips keep moving, relentless, driving my cock into her with strokes that are punishing, deep, and Elizabeth breaks.

Hard. Violently. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches off the desk 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—strong, relentless, milking me so hard I groan. The sound she makes is primal—a long, broken wail that vibrates through the room and the livestream mic captures every decibel.

She shakes. Her body trembling against the desk, her pussy clenching around my cock in aftershocks that make my vision blur, and tears streak from the corners of her eyes beneath the mask onto the wood.

The chat is insanity. Caps lock. Emoji. Viewers typing over each other too fast to read, the numbers climbing. Elizabeth collapses forward. Forehead against the desk, chest heaving, completely fucking wrecked.

I’m close. So close that the room blurs at the edges, that familiar electric tightening at the base of my spine coiling to snapping, and I pull out. Fast. My cock slides free of her pussy with a wet, obscene sound that the mic catches perfectly, and I grab her by the hair. Pull. Hard. Yanking her off the desk, off her feet, and Elizabeth comes willingly. Her body moving with mine, her knees hitting the hardwood, and I position my cock in front of her face. Wet. Glossy with her cum, hard, throbbing, completely fucking on the edge.

“Open,” I command.

Elizabeth opens her mouth. Tongue out. Waiting, and I stroke. Once. Twice. Rough, urgent pulls of my hand on my cock, and that electric coil winds to snapping.

“I’m cumming,” I growl.

The first rope hits her right tit—thick, hot, a white streak that lands on the black fabric of the nun’s habit and soaks through immediately, darkening the fabric. The second lands across both tits—a thick, glistening arc that bridges the gap between her breasts, white against black, and Elizabeth moans. Low. Hungry. Her tongue finds a stray drop on her upper lip, catches it, swallows, and the gesture is so fucking erotic that the third pulse is stronger. A shuddering wave that lands on her collarbone, between her breasts, streaking golden skin visible through the soaked habit, and the fourth is weaker—a warm, pulsing aftershock that lands on her chin, dripping onto her chest, joining the mess already there.

“Fuck,” I breathe. The word is mangled. Wrecked.

Elizabeth sits back on her heels. Cum streaking the front of the nun’s habit, white against black, dripping between her breasts, soaking the rosary beads, and she doesn’t wipe it away. Doesn’t try. She sits there with my cum on her skin, on her costume, and looks at the camera. Through the mask. Through the satisfied glow of a woman who has been used exactly the way she wanted to be used.

The chat is still scrolling. Hearts. Fire emoji. Viewers demanding an encore, always more, and Elizabeth smiles. That smile. The wicked curl of a woman who has just risked everything and has no regrets.

“Thank you, loves,” she says to the camera. Her voice warm. Performative. “That’s all for tonight. I’ll see you next week.”

She reaches for the laptop. One smooth motion. The stream ends. Screen goes dark. The room is quiet. Suddenly, catastrophically quiet. Just our breathing. The distant hum of the house’s HVAC, and Elizabeth collapses against my legs. Her forehead against my thigh, her cum-streaked habit pressed against my skin, and she breathes. Ragged. Desperate.

“Fuck,” she whispers.

I stroke her hair. Through the habit, through damp blonde strands, and something passes between us—warm, complicated, the intimate compression of two people who have just performed for strangers and are now, briefly, just themselves.

“Now how about round two?” she asks.

Ready for the full story?

➡️Read Book 5 Now
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