

My Best Friend’s Mom Has A Secret: Series Finale

Bryan Wolf


My Best Friend’s Mom Has A Secret: Series Finale

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations in critical articles or reviews.

Copyright © 2026 by Bryan Wolf

This book is protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America. Any reproduction or other unauthorized use of the material or artwork herein is prohibited without the express written permission of the author(s).


Chapter 1

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.


Chapter 2

The Blackwood mansion sits on three acres of manicured lawn that probably cost more to maintain than my annual rent. Stone and timber. Three-car garage where Richard parks his collection of vehicles that get driven twice a year, and the front door is heavy—oak, probably, the performative solidity of wealth that believes doors should announce themselves—and when I push it open, the first thing I hear is Richard’s voice.

From the study. Down the corridor. The door is cracked—two inches, maybe—and his tone is wrong. Warm. Intimate. The register of a man speaking to someone who isn’t his wife.

“—next week, then. Tuesday. The usual place.” A pause. Richard’s wedding ring taps against something—desk, probably, the nervous tell of a man conducting an affair over the phone in his own home. “I’ve missed you, Melissa. These donor calls have been—well, you know how it is. The Lord’s work never stops.”

I stand in the corridor. Frozen. He’s talking to Melissa. His mistress. One of his many mistresses, to be exact.

“Five thousand should cover it. Cash. The usual envelope.” Another pause. Longer. “I love you too. God bless.”

The call ends. A chair creaks. Richard’s footsteps approach the door, and I move—casual, three steps down the corridor toward the kitchen like I just arrived, like the catastrophic arithmetic of what I just overheard is something I can carry without my face betraying it.

Richard appears. Phone in hand. Wedding ring catching the recessed lighting, his smile warm, expansive, the beatific confidence of a man who has just arranged a Tuesday rendezvous with his mistress and is now ready to discuss God’s work over dinner.

“Mark.” He extends a hand. Firm grip. The masculine theater of a greeting that believes strength is evidence of character. “Good to see you, son. Chris mentioned you were coming.”

“Thanks for having me over for dinner.” The words come out steadier than they have any right to.

The kitchen smells like garlic and rosemary. Elizabeth stands at the island, stirring something in a copper pot that probably costs more than my monthly utilities, and when our eyes meet over the granite, something passes between us—warm, complicated, the compressed intimacy of two people who fucked on livestream three hours ago and are now performing domesticity for an audience of one.

She’s different here. Hair pulled back. Apron over jeans and a sweater, the curated warmth of a pastor’s wife who believes cooking is evidence of virtue, and the performance is perfect. I’ve seen her fucked six ways from Sunday—bent over desks, on her knees, taking my cock in her ass while countless strangers watched—and now she’s stirring pasta sauce with the serene focus of someone who has never been louder than a prayer meeting.

“Hi, Mark.” Her smile is warm. Controlled. The practiced affection of a woman who has compartmentalized her life with the precision of a bomb technician. “Hungry?”

“Starving.”

Chris appears from the basement. Xbox controller in hand, the distracted focus of a twenty-one-year-old who views dinner as an interruption rather than a ritual, and he grins when he sees me.

“Dude. You made it.” He pulls me into a one-armed hug. The easy physicality of friendship that spans more than a decade, completely unaware that the man hugging him has been fucking his mother for months. “Mom’s making the good sauce. The one with the wine.”

“Blessed be the fruit of the vine,” Richard says. The performative gravitas of a man quoting scripture over pasta, and no one laughs because no one is supposed to.

We sit. China that probably doesn’t get used often. Crystal water glasses that catch the pendant light, and Elizabeth serves—ladle, plate, the graceful economy of a woman who has turned domestic performance into art—and for ten minutes, it’s normal. Or the curated version of normal that wealthy Christian families perform for guests—Richard discussing a recent baptism, Chris complaining about EMS rotations, Elizabeth nodding along with the attentive warmth of a wife who has heard these stories before and is good at pretending she hasn’t.

Then Chris sets his fork down. Looks at his parents. Looks at me.

“So. Ashley and I are back together.”

The table goes quiet. Elizabeth’s spoon pauses mid-stir. Richard’s face does something complicated—relief, concern, the paternal arithmetic of a man who believes his son’s relationship status is evidence of either divine favor or spiritual warfare—and he nods. Once. Slow.

“That’s—that’s wonderful, son. We’ve been praying for reconciliation.”

Ashley. Chris’s girlfriend. Twenty-one. Brown hair. Perky tits hidden beneath modest sweaters on Sunday mornings, completely invisible beneath my hands on Tuesday nights when she’s riding my cock in the back of my car with enough force to shake the suspension. The catastrophic dichotomy of a woman who leads worship on youth group retreats and swallows cum in church parking lots, sometimes in the same twenty-four-hour period.

I’ve fucked her at least twenty times. Maybe thirty. It started when she was dating Chris and pretending to be a good virgin Christian girl. The first time was in the hot tub while Chris was running errands. And it’s been going on since. Text messages. Late nights. I still can’t figure out if I enjoy coming in her pussy more or on her face.

She moans like a porn star. Swallows without being asked. Lets me choke her against dashboard vinyl while Chris is inside playing Call of Duty, completely unaware that the woman he’s dating has another man’s fingers inside her thirty feet from where he’s respawning.

“Actually,” Chris says, “that’s kind of why I invited you over, Mark. Ashley’s coming tomorrow. For the weekend. And I thought—you know, it’d be cool if you stayed too. Like old times. Video games. The pool. Maybe we could all go to service on Sunday.”

Richard nods. Warm. Expansive.

“We’d love to have you, Mark,” Elizabeth says.

“Sure,” I say. “Sounds good.”

Chris grins.

My phone buzzes against my thigh. Once. Twice. I reach for it casually beneath the tablecloth, and Elizabeth’s name appears.

My room. Tonight. After.

I pocket the phone. Sip my water. Nod at something Richard says about stewardship, and the catastrophic arithmetic of what’s about to happen—Elizabeth’s room, Richard’s house, Ashley arriving tomorrow, Chris completely fucking oblivious—settles in my chest like something warm and dark and completely inevitable.

“More wine, Mark?” Elizabeth asks. Her hand finds the bottle. Pours. Our fingers brush against the stem, and what passes between us isn’t performance. Isn’t acting. It’s want. Pure, unfiltered, completely fucking honest want.

“Thanks,” I say.

The crystal catches light. Holds it. And somewhere beneath the tablecloth, my cock stirs.


Chapter 3

Morning at the Blackwood house has the amber gravity of wealth that believes weekends should begin with fresh coffee and the Wall Street Journal. I’m nursing a mug on the patio and remembering Elizabeth riding my cock last night until I came inside her when Ashley’s car pulls into the driveway. She drive’s a modest sedan, and I watch through the sliding glass as she emerges.

She’s wearing a dress. Knee-length. Pastel blue, the curated modesty of fabric chosen to suggest virginity rather than announce it, and her brown hair falls around her shoulders in waves that have been styled with the precise intention of looking effortless. No makeup.

The good Christian girlfriend. College cheerleader. The woman who leads worship at youth retreats and posts Bible verses on Instagram and has, on multiple occasions, taken my cock so deep in her throat that her mascara ran and she didn’t wipe it away because she was too busy swallowing.

Chris appears from the kitchen. Grinning. He pulls her into a hug that lifts her off her feet, and Ashley laughs. The sound is bright. Controlled. The performative warmth of a woman who has rehearsed this entrance in her bathroom mirror and is now delivering it with Academy precision.

“Hey, baby.” Chris sets her down. Kisses her forehead.

Elizabeth appears at the sliding door. Apron. Fresh coffee. The curated warmth of a pastor’s wife who believes that hosting her son’s girlfriend is evidence of maternal virtue, and she smiles. Warm. Expansive.

“Ashley. So good to see you, sweetheart. Come in, come in. I made muffins.”

The performance begins. Kitchen. Muffins on china that probably gets used twice a year. Ashley accepts a cup of tea with both hands. She talks about classes. About chapel. About a mission trip to Guatemala that’s happening next semester, God willing, and Richard nods along from his seat at the island. Wedding ring prominent. Phone face-down, the performative presence of a man who believes that devices at the table are evidence of spiritual warfare.

I sit at the counter. Coffee mug between my palms, and Ashley’s eyes find mine over the granite. Once. Brief.

Chris’s phone rings. He checks it. Frowns.

“EMS dispatch. One sec.” He steps into the corridor. Phone to ear, the distracted focus of someone discussing patient vitals while muffins cool on china, and the kitchen goes quiet. Elizabeth returns to stirring something on the stove. Richard reaches for the Journal.

Ashley’s hand finds my thigh beneath the counter.

Flat palm against denim. Warm. Certain. Her thumb traces a slow circle against the inseam, and when I look at her, what I see isn’t warmth. Isn’t composure. It’s something hungrier.

“I’ve been dreaming about your cock,” she whispers. The words are low. Husky. “All week. Every night. Can’t stop thinking about how deep you get. How you fuck me like you’re trying to break something.”

My cock stirs. Visceral. Pressing against my zipper with enough urgency that standing becomes performance, and Ashley’s smile widens.

“I want you to fuck me this weekend,” she continues. Her thumb stops circling. Presses. Harder against the inseam, feeling the hardness beneath denim, and her voice drops lower. “I want you to come to my room. I want your cock inside me while he’s in the next room.”

Her hand moves. Up my thigh. Finds my zipper. Hooks a thumb, and I grab her wrist. Gentle. Certain.

Ashley’s smile doesn’t fade. She withdraws her hand. Smooth. Graceful. Adjusts her dress at the hem. Takes a sip of tea. And when Chris reappears in the doorway—phone pocketed, expression shifting back to the warm focus of a boyfriend rather than an EMT—Ashley is different.

Instantly. Completely. Her posture shifts. Shoulders back. Chin lifted. The performative composure of a young Christian woman who would never, under any circumstances, discuss another man’s cock beneath a kitchen counter, and she smiles at Chris. Warm. Bright. The curated affection of a girlfriend who believes that love is evidence of divine favor.

“Everything okay?” she asks. Her voice is higher. Softer.

“Just a follow-up.” Chris slides onto the stool beside her. His arm finds her waist. Pulls her close. “Mrs. Kowalski from last week. She’s doing better. Blood pressure stabilized.”

“That’s wonderful.” Ashley rests her head against his shoulder. The easy physicality of a couple who are, according to every metric that matters in this kitchen, destined for a church wedding and a mortgage in the suburbs and a lifetime of performing the curated version of happiness that wealthy Christian families believe is evidence of divine favor.

Elizabeth turns from the stove.

“More coffee, Mark?” Elizabeth asks.

“Thanks,” I say.

For whatever happens, this weekend will certainly be an interesting one.


Chapter 4

The hallway at night belongs to whoever is brave enough to claim it. Recessed lighting casts long shadows across carpet that probably cost more than my security deposit, and Richard’s shower is running—distant, steady, the white noise of plumbing that gives me approximately twelve minutes according to the average male shower duration statistics I definitely did not Google before coming upstairs.

Elizabeth’s door is cracked. Two inches. Amber light spills into the corridor, and I push it open with the cautious precision of a man who understands that creaking hinges are the difference between fucking and getting caught fucking, and the door swings silent. Expensive hardware. The quiet evidence of wealth that believes doors should open without announcing themselves.

She’s on the bed. Bra and panties. White lace against golden skin, and her blonde hair is loose around her shoulders, still damp from whatever shower she took after dinner. The bedside lamp casts her in amber—the curve of her hips, the fullness of her tits visible through thin fabric, the catastrophic arithmetic of a forty-two-year-old woman who looks thirty on her worst day and is currently arranged across a king-sized mattress that belongs to a man who is showering thirty feet away.

“Lock it,” she whispers.

I lock it. The click is soft. Definitive. I cross the room in three strides. My knees hit the mattress, and I’m on her. Immediately. My mouth finds hers—hot, desperate, all tongue and teeth—and Elizabeth gasps against my lips. Her hands find my chest. Grip. Nails digging into muscle through cotton, and I push. Hard. Pinning her against the mattress, my weight settling over her, and Elizabeth’s legs wrap around my waist. Locking me against her, pulling me closer, her hips rolling upward seeking friction, and I can feel the heat through thin lace. Soaking. Swollen. Completely fucking ready.

“Your bra,” I growl against her neck. My mouth finds her pulse, bites, not gentle, and Elizabeth whimpers—high, desperate—her back arching, pushing her tits harder against my chest.

I reach behind her. One hand. The clasp comes undone with the practiced efficiency of a man who has removed this specific garment multiple times in multiple locations, and Elizabeth’s bra loosens. Straps falling from her shoulders, and her tits appear—full, heavy, nipples hard points against golden skin—and my mouth finds one immediately. Warm. Wet. Teeth against sensitive flesh, and Elizabeth cries out. Soft. Muffled against her own hand, because Richard’s shower is still running but showers end, eventually, and the catastrophic arithmetic of risk is something both of us understand completely.

“Fuck,” she breathes.

My hand finds her panties. Hooks a thumb into the waistband, drags them down her thighs, and Elizabeth lifts her hips. Cooperates. The white lace slides free, and I toss it. Somewhere. The floor, probably, the obscene evidence of a garment removed in haste, and Elizabeth is bare now. Wet. Swollen. Her pussy glistening in the amber light, completely fucking ready, and my cock is already hard. Pressing against my zipper with enough urgency that standing became performance twenty minutes ago, and I fumble with my belt. One-handed, awkward, the other hand still gripping her hair, and my pants hit the carpet with a wet slap that seems deafening in the bedroom quiet.

“Inside,” she whispers. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. Her legs wrap tighter around my waist, pulling me closer, and I position my cock. Wet. Thick. Pressing against her entrance, and I push. “Fuck me while Richard showers.”

My cock drives into Elizabeth’s pussy with enough force to push her against the mattress, and she cries out—a broken, desperate sound that she muffles against my shoulder, teeth sinking into cotton hard enough that I feel it through fabric—and her pussy grips me like a fist. Tight. Wet. Hot. The clutching intimacy of flesh that has been waiting for this and knows exactly what to do with it.

“God,” she gasps. The word tears out of her, wrecked beyond recognition. Her back arches, pussy pushing back against me, taking every inch, and her walls clench 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 bed frame, and Elizabeth’s moan comes in time with the impact—low, broken, completely unrestrained—her blonde hair tangling across the pillow, her fingers finding my shoulders and gripping hard enough to leave marks.

Richard’s shower is still running. Distant. Steady. The white noise of plumbing that gives us time but not infinite time, and something about the compression—fucking Elizabeth Blackwood on her marital bed while her husband showers thirty feet away—makes my vision blur. My hand finds her hair. Grips. Tangles in 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.

“Your husband,” I growl against her neck. My mouth finds her pulse, bites, not gentle, and Elizabeth whimpers—high, desperate—her hips rolling back to meet each thrust. “Thirty feet that way. Soap in his hair. Has no idea his wife is taking another man’s cock in his bed. You like that? You like the risk?”

“Yes,” she hisses. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. Her 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 donor dinners. “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 mattress with each thrust, and Elizabeth’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 the bed creaks. Actually creaks. The 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 amber 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, and she muffles it against my shoulder. Teeth. Cotton. The desperate compression of a woman trying to be quiet in a house where quiet is not guaranteed.

“Tell me how much you want it,” I command. My hips keep moving, relentless, driving my cock into her with strokes that are punishing, deep, each one pushing her against the mattress with enough force to make the headboard tap the wall. “Say it.”

“I want it,” she gasps between thrusts. Her voice shot, wrecked, the desperate rasp of a woman on the edge. “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 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—and what comes out of her against my lips is the 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—”

Richard’s shower stops.

The sound cuts. Abrupt. The hollow silence of plumbing that has been running and is now, suddenly, not running, and Elizabeth freezes. Every muscle. Her pussy clenches around my cock in a violent, involuntary pulse, and her eyes find mine. Wide. Shocked. The compressed fear of a woman who understands exactly what happens if that bathroom door opens.

“Don’t stop,” she whispers. The words are barely audible. Between gasps. Between the hollow compression of a heartbeat that is racing for reasons that have nothing to do with orgasm and everything to do with survival. “Don’t you fucking stop.”

I don’t stop. Can’t stop. Won’t stop. My hips keep moving—hard, relentless strokes that drive my cock into Elizabeth’s oversensitive, clenching pussy, and she whimpers. High. Desperate. The broken sounds of a woman coming down from one peak and being pushed toward another while her husband dries off thirty feet away.

Water runs. Sink, probably. The domestic white noise of a man completing his bathroom routine, and Elizabeth’s hand finds my mouth. Presses. Flat palm against my lips, and she looks at me. Through tears. Through the shattered focus of a woman whose nervous system is currently enduring something catastrophic, and what I see there isn’t fear. Isn’t protest. It’s want. Pure, unfiltered, completely fucking honest want.

“Make me cum,” she whispers. The words tear out of her, raw, honest. “Before he comes out. Make me cum one more time. Please.”

I give it to her. Everything. My hips snap forward, each thrust driving my cock deep into her pussy, and Elizabeth’s back arches. Hard. Violent. Her tits pointing at the ceiling, nipples hard, and her pussy clenches around me in violent, pre-orgasmic pulses that make my vision blur.

The bathroom door doesn’t open. Not yet. Water still runs. Toothbrush, probably. The mechanical rhythm of a man who believes that oral hygiene is evidence of character, and Elizabeth takes it. Every thrust. Every inch. Her pussy grips my cock with the desperate hunger of a woman who has found something she needs and is taking every second of it while seconds remain.

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

Elizabeth breaks. Hard. Violently. Her entire body goes rigid beneath me, every muscle tensing at once, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves that milk me so hard I see stars. Her back arches off the mattress so hard her spine forms a perfect curve, her tits pointing at the ceiling, nipples hard, and the sound starts in her throat—low, broken, building toward something catastrophic—and my hand finds her mouth. Fast. Certain. Palm pressed against her lips, fingers gripping her jaw, and I hold her there as the orgasm tears through her.

The scream is muffled. Transformed. What escapes around the edges of my palm is something wet and choked and completely fucking unrestrained—a long, broken moan that vibrates through my hand and into my wrist and probably carries through the door if anyone’s listening, but the bathroom sink is still running. Water. Toothbrush. The domestic white noise of a man who believes that oral hygiene requires focus, and Elizabeth 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 the pillow.

“Fuck,” she breathes against my palm. The word is mangled. Wrecked. Barely audible. Her chest heaving, blonde hair tangled across the pillow, completely fucking wrecked, and I don’t remove my hand. Can’t. Won’t. The risk is still there—Richard thirty feet away, water running but not forever, and Elizabeth understands. Her tongue finds my palm. Once. Warm. Wet. The intimate compression of gratitude delivered through flesh, and then she bites. Gently. Teeth against skin, and the sensation travels up my arm straight to my cock.

I release her mouth. Slowly. My palm wet with her breath, her spit, the obscene evidence of a scream that never fully materialized, and Elizabeth gasps. Ragged. Desperate. Sucking air into lungs that have been deprived, and her eyes find mine. Through tears. Through the shattered focus of a woman who has just come apart on another man’s cock while her husband brushed his teeth thirty feet away, and what I see there isn’t performance. Isn’t acting. It’s gratitude. Complete, total, the desperate relief of a woman who has found something she’s been missing for years.

“Your pussy,” I growl against her neck. My mouth finds her pulse, bites, not gentle, and Elizabeth 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 coming on another man’s cock in your husband’s bed?”

“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 donor dinners. “Fuck me harder. I want your cum. All of it. I want to feel you inside me when he climbs into this bed tonight. I want to feel every fucking drop.”

The sink stops running.

The sound cuts. Abrupt. The hollow silence of plumbing that has been running and is now, suddenly, not running, and Elizabeth freezes again. Every muscle. Her pussy clenches around my cock in another violent pulse, involuntary, her body responding to fear the way it responds to pleasure—with contraction, with grip, with the desperate compression of flesh that understands threat on a cellular level—and her eyes find mine. Wide. Shocked.

“Don’t stop,” she whispers. The words are barely audible. Between gasps. Between the hollow compression of a heartbeat that is racing for reasons that have everything to do with survival. “Don’t you fucking stop. Cum inside me. Now. Before he comes out.”

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 thrust harder. Deeper. Each stroke driving my cock into Elizabeth’s oversensitive, clenching pussy with enough force to push her against the mattress, and she whimpers. High. Desperate. The broken sounds of a woman who has just come and is being pushed toward something else entirely while her husband dries his hands thirty feet away.

“Inside me,” she demands. Between thrusts. Her voice low. Certain. The 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 leaking out of me when I sleep next to him. I want to feel every drop.”

The words land. Electric. Visceral. My cock throbs inside her—hard, thick, completely fucking on the edge—and something dark and triumphant courses through my chest. Richard Blackwood. Megapastor. Millionaire. The man who calls me “son” and has no idea that I’m currently buried deep in his wife’s pussy on his marital bed, about to fill her with cum while he finishes his bathroom routine thirty feet away.

“I’m going to cum,” I growl. The words come out rough. Certain. My hips keep moving—hard, relentless strokes that drive my cock into Elizabeth’s pussy, and she wraps her legs tighter around my waist. Locking me against her, pulling me deeper, and her pussy grips me. Tighter. Wetter. Rhythmic pulses that feel like she’s trying to milk every drop before I have time to reconsider.

“Do it,” she whispers. Her 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 broken, honest truth of a woman who has stopped pretending. “Cum inside me. Fill me up. Make me yours.”

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 against her neck, teeth against golden skin, I explode.

The first pulse hits deep. Thick, hot, filling her pussy, 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 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 footsteps audible in the corridor.

“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 laundry cycles, and Elizabeth 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 the hollow satisfaction of a woman who has just risked everything and would do it again in a heartbeat.

Richard’s footsteps approach. Down the corridor. Toward the bedroom door, and I move. Fast. Certain. My cock slides free of Elizabeth’s pussy with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the sudden quiet, cum following—thick, white, dripping onto the sheets between her thighs—and Elizabeth doesn’t move. Doesn’t wipe it away. She lies there with my cum on her skin, on her sheets, in her pussy, and when our eyes meet in the half-light, something passes between us—warm, complicated, the compressed intimacy of two people who understand exactly what just happened and have no regrets.

I grab my pants. Belt. Zipper. Elizabeth reaches for the bedside table. Tissue. One. Two. She wipes between her thighs—quick, efficient, the practiced hygiene of a woman who has done this before—and tosses the tissue. Somewhere. The floor, probably, the obscene evidence of what just happened already being disposed of, and she pulls the sheet up. To her waist. Casual. The performative modesty of a wife settling in for sleep, and when the doorknob turns—wood against brass, the definitive compression of a husband entering his bedroom—I’m already through the connecting door to the hallway.

It closes behind me with a soft click that Richard definitely doesn’t hear because he’s already speaking—warm, expansive, the bedtime register of a man who believes that marital conversation is evidence of character—and I stand in the corridor. Barefoot. Belt unbuckled. My cock wet with cum and her juices, sensitive, throbbing, completely fucking spent, and the catastrophic arithmetic of what just happened—Elizabeth Blackwood’s pussy filled with my cum, Richard Blackwood climbing into that same bed thirty seconds later—settles in my chest like something warm and dark and completely fucking inevitable.

I adjust. Zipper. Denim against sensitive flesh, and I move down the corridor toward the guest room where my phone has been burning against the nightstand since dinner, and when I check it, two messages wait.

Ashley: Saturday. My room. Don’t make me wait.

Elizabeth: I want you to cum in me again… and again…

I pocket the phone. Lie back on the guest bed. Stare at the ceiling, and the warm, dark thing growing in my chest—the thing that’s been accelerating since a church bathroom three months ago—finds, in the catastrophic arithmetic of a weekend that hasn’t even properly begun, new territory to claim.


Chapter 5

Morning at the Blackwood house tastes like coffee. My phone sits face-down beside the plate.

Chris sits beside me as Elizabeth moves around the kitchen with grace. Hair pulled back. Apron over jeans. Chris has no idea that I creampied his mother just hours ago.

“You sleep okay?” she asks. Casual.

“Like a baby.” I sip coffee.

Richard is already gone. Donor meeting or something like that.

As we continue eating, I hear another person enter the room. I already know it’s Ashley. She’s wearing the same type of modest clothing, and I can’t help but picture what’s underneath.

“Hey, baby.” Chris crosses the room in three strides. Pulls her into a hug that lifts her off her feet, and Ashley laughs.

“Hi.” She kisses his cheek. Chaste. When her eyes find mine over Chris’s shoulder, something passes between us.

“So,” Ashley says as she slides onto the stool across from me and Chris. “I need to ask a favor.”

“What is it, babe?” asks Chris.

“Not from you, honey,” she replies. “From Mark.”

“Mark?” Chris asks.

Ashley nods. “Mark, would you mind doing me a huge favor? I left my Bible study workbook at church. The women’s group meets tomorrow, and I really need it. Can you take mer there?”

“Why don’t you ask Chris?” I ask.

“I’d ask Chris, but—” She pauses. Looks at Chris. Looks back at me. “We’re not married yet. We shouldn’t be alone in the car together. Purity covenant, you know? And my car is giving me some trouble.”

My cock hardens against my zipper with enough urgency that standing becomes performance, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing. Ashley’s Bible study workbook. The woman who has taken my cock in her throat in the back of my car while Chris played Call of Duty thirty feet away is now citing purity covenants as the reason she needs me, specifically me, to drive her to church.

Chris nods. “Totally get it, babe.” He reaches for her hand. Squeezes. “Mark’s good for it. Right, dude?”

“Yeah,” I say. “No problem.”

“Thank you so much,” she says with a smile before standing. “We should go now. Before traffic.”

I grab my keys from the bowl by the door. Chris’s spare set. Ashley follows me to the driveway. Her heels click against concrete. The dress sways around her thighs with each step, and when we reach the car—Chris’s car, actually—Ashley pauses.

“Shotgun,” she says.

The engine starts. Climate-controlled air. Leather seats that smell like whatever air freshener Chris believes suggests maturity rather than announces it, and I back out of the driveway. The Blackwood house recedes in the rearview, and Ashley’s hand finds my thigh.

Flat palm against denim. Warm. Certain.

“I’ve been dreaming about your cock all morning,” she whispers. The words are low. Husky. “Every second in that house. Watching you eat eggs. Watching you drink coffee. Knowing what your cum tastes like while Chris talked about EMS rotations. I need your cock in my mouth, Mark. Right fucking now.”

I turn at the next intersection. Not toward church. Toward something else entirely.

The car accelerates. Ashley’s smile widens.

Ashley’s hand moves from my thigh to my zipper without ceremony. One smooth motion, thumb hooking the metal, dragging down, and my cock springs free—hard, thick, already leaking pre-cum in a steady bead that runs down my shaft and onto her fingers.

“Fuck,” she breathes.

Her hand wraps around my shaft. Warm. Soft. She strokes once, slow, her thumb circling the head where I’m leaking, and the sensation travels up my spine like electricity. My foot finds the brake. The car slows. I scan for alleys, side streets, anywhere. There—between a wine boutique and a restaurant that probably charges twenty dollars for bread—a narrow alley. Gravel. Dumpsters.

I pull in. Engine idling. Ashley doesn’t wait. Doesn’t tease. She bends forward, hair falling across her lap, and her mouth finds my cock.

Warm. Wet. Her lips wrap around the head with enough pressure to make my vision blur, and I groan. The sound tears out of me—raw, unrestrained—and echoes off brick walls that have probably heard worse but not from a pastor’s son’s girlfriend sucking another man’s cock in his car.

“Shit,” I hiss.

She takes me deeper. One smooth motion, her throat opening around my length, and Ashley gags. Violently. Her whole body jerks. A wet, convulsive sound tears out of her, unmuffled by the car’s interior, and spit sprays from her lips in a thick, obscene arc that lands on my thigh and the console between us.

I grip the steering wheel. White knuckles. Ashley 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.

“That’s it,” I growl. My hand finds her hair. Grips. Thick strands between my fingers, 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 Ashley gags again.

Harder this time. Her whole body convulses. A wet, choked sound tears out of her, and spit runs from her lips in thick rivulets, soaking my shaft, her chin, the console between us in obscene evidence of what’s happening six blocks from a church where Ashley leads worship on Sunday mornings.

I hold her there. One count. Two. Feeling her throat constrict around my cock, tight, hot, perfect, and Ashley’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.

I pull back. Just enough to let her breathe—my cock sliding free with a wet, obscene sound that the car’s acoustics capture 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 Ashley gags. The sound is wet. Choked. Spit everywhere—soaking my shaft, her chin, probably the leather seats that Chris probably financed at an interest rate he can’t afford.

“Fuck,” Ashley gasps when I finally let her up. Her lips are swollen. Wet. Spit streaks her chin, her neck, the front of her pastel dress in obscene rivulets, and she doesn’t wipe it away. Doesn’t try. She sits back on the passenger seat, chest heaving, completely fucking wrecked, and looks at me.

“Out of the car,” I command. The words come out rough. Certain.

Ashley complies. Even with spit streaking her golden skin, even with her dress rumpled and wet at the collar, she opens the passenger door and steps onto gravel. The alley smells like dumpsters and wine corks, and I’m out of the driver’s seat before she can breathe. Around the hood. My hands find her hips. Spin her. Push her forward until her palms hit the warm metal of Chris’s sedan, and Ashley gasps. Low. Hungry.

“Lift your dress,” I growl against the back of her neck.

She does. One hand reaches behind her, finds the hem, and pulls. The pastel fabric rises up her thighs—pale, smooth, the golden evidence of a body that spends time in gyms—and higher. Hips. The curve of her ass. And there—nothing. No panties. No lace. No fabric of any kind between Ashley’s bare pussy and the warm metal of Chris’s car hood.

“You came out without fucking underwear?” My voice is low. Cold. The focused anger of a man who understands exactly what this means and is using the information.

“Yes.” The word tears out of her, raw, honest. Her ass pushes back toward me, bare, wet, completely fucking ready, and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at Bible study. “I’ve been wet since breakfast. Watching you. Knowing what was going to happen. I’ve been dreaming about your cock all week. Every night. I need you inside me, Mark. Right fucking now.”

I position my cock. Wet from her mouth, thick, hard, pressing against her entrance, and I push.

My cock drives into Ashley’s pussy with enough force to push her against the hood, metal groaning beneath her palms, and she cries out—a broken, desperate sound that echoes off brick walls and probably carries to the street six feet away—and her pussy grips me like a fist. Tight. Wet. Hot. The clutching intimacy of flesh that has been waiting for this and knows exactly what to do with it.

“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 walls clench around my cock in rhythmic pulses that feel like she’s trying to pull me deeper. “Your cock. 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 car, metal protesting beneath us, and Ashley’s moan comes in time with the impact—low, broken, completely unrestrained—her hair tangling across the hood, her fingers scrabbling for purchase on a surface that offers none.

“I’m gonna fuck you like you’re cheap,” I mutter to myself. The words barely audible, but Ashley hears them. Her pussy clenches around me harder in response, wetter, tighter, and I set the pace immediately. Hard. Rough. Relentless strokes that drive my cock into her with enough force to push her against the hood with each thrust, and Ashley’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 with the hungry rhythm of a woman who has found something she needs and is taking every inch of it.

The alley is narrow. Exposed. Anyone could walk past the entrance six feet away and see exactly what’s happening—Ashley bent over Chris’s car hood, dress bunched around her waist, bare ass taking every inch of my cock while she moans like a porn star six blocks from the church where she leads worship—and the risk makes everything sharper. Hotter. My cock throbs inside her, hard, thick, completely fucking on the edge, and Ashley takes it. Every thrust. Every inch. Her pussy grips me with the desperate hunger of a woman who has been performing since breakfast and is now, finally, allowed to be exactly what she is.

“Your boyfriend,” I growl against the back of her neck. My mouth finds her spine, bites, not gentle, and Ashley whimpers—high, desperate—her hips rolling back to meet each thrust. “Probably playing Xbox. Has no idea his girlfriend is bent over his car taking another man’s cock in an alley. You like that? You like being my slut while Chris respawns?”

“Yes,” she hisses. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. Her hand finds the hood edge—grips, nails digging into metal “Fuck me harder. I’m your slut. Your cheap fucking whore. Use me. That’s all I am right now. A wet hole for your cock.”

I give it to her. Harder strokes. Deeper. My cock driving into her pussy with enough force to push her against the hood with each thrust, metal groaning beneath us, and Ashley cries out. Loud. Unrestrained. The broken sound of a woman who has stopped caring who hears, and the alley catches it. Holds it. Amplifies it against brick walls that have probably hosted worse but not from a woman who posts Bible verses on Instagram.

“Harder!” she demands. Between thrusts. Between sobs. Her voice shot, wrecked, the desperate rasp of a woman on the edge of something catastrophic. “Fuck me like you mean it. Like you hate me. Like I’m nothing but a hole for your cock.”

The car rocks. Chris’s modest sedan bouncing on its suspension with each thrust, and Ashley’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 telltale tension of a woman building toward something catastrophic.

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

Ashley breaks. Hard. Violently. Her entire body goes rigid against the hood, every muscle tensing at once, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves that milk me so hard I see stars. Her back arches off the metal, ass pushing back against me, taking every inch, and the sound tears out of her—a long, broken wail that echoes off brick walls and probably carries to the street.

“Fuck!” she screams. The word tears out of her, raw, wrecked beyond recognition. Her fingers claw at the hood, nails scraping metal, leaving tiny scratches in Chris’s paint job, and tears streak from the corners of her eyes onto the warm metal beneath her cheek. “Oh God, oh God, oh fuck—”

I don’t stop.

Can’t stop. Won’t stop. My hips keep moving—hard, relentless strokes that drive my cock into Ashley’s oversensitive, clenching pussy, and she whimpers. High. Desperate. The broken sounds of a woman coming down from one peak and being pushed toward another before her nervous system has any right to recover.

“Too much,” she gasps. Between thrusts. Between sobs. Her voice shot, wrecked, raw from screaming. “Mark—please—it’s too much—”

“No, it’s not.” My voice is low. Cold. The focused anger of a man who understands exactly what he’s doing and has no interest in stopping. My hand finds her hair. Grips. Thick strands between my fingers, damp at the roots from exertion, and I yank. Hard. Yanking her head back, arching her spine, and Ashley gasps—ragged, desperate—her pussy clenching around me in another violent pulse.

“Your pussy is mine,” I growl against the back of her neck. My mouth finds her spine, bites, not gentle, and Ashley whimpers—high, desperate—her hips rolling back to meet each thrust. “Not Chris’s. Mine. This tight, wet hole belongs to me. You understand? Say it.”

“Yours,” she hisses. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. Her hand finds the hood edge—grips, nails digging into metal. “My pussy is yours. Not his. Yours. Only yours.”

My free hand finds her throat. From behind. Wraps around the soft tissue beneath her jaw, and I squeeze. Fingers pressing with enough force to narrow her world to nothing but the cock inside her and the pressure on her windpipe, and Ashley 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.

“Choke me,” she whispers. Between thrusts. Between gasps for air. Her voice shot beyond recognition. Raw from screaming, from choking, from whatever catastrophic overstimulation her nervous system is currently enduring. “Choke me while you fuck me. Make me your slut. Your cheap fucking whore.”

I give it to her. Harder strokes. Deeper. My cock driving into her pussy with enough force to push her against the hood with each thrust, metal groaning beneath us, 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 Ashley’s rhythm becomes erratic. Desperate. Her hips working back to meet each stroke with the hungry abandon of someone who has found the catastrophic arithmetic of pain and pleasure and wants more of both.

The alley is narrow. Exposed. Gravel beneath our feet, dumpsters six yards away, the distant hum of traffic from the main street—and Ashley doesn’t care. Doesn’t slow down. Her moans come in time with the impacts—low, broken, completely unrestrained—and each one carries.

“Harder,” she demands. “Pull my hair harder. Choke me harder. I want to feel it tomorrow. I want bruises. I want everyone to see what your cock does to me.”

I give it to her. Everything. My hand tightens in her hair—yanking, pulling, arching her spine until I can see the whites of her eyes through the compressed focus of a woman whose oxygen is being restricted—and my other hand squeezes her throat. Fingers pressing into soft tissue with enough force to make her gasp, to narrow her world to nothing but the cock inside her and the pressure on her windpipe, and Ashley breaks into a sob. Tears streaking from the corners of her eyes onto the hood, her body trembling beneath me, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, rhythmic pulses that are getting stronger, not weaker.

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

“Then come.” My voice is a command. Rough. Certain. My hips keep moving, relentless, driving my cock into her with strokes that are punishing, deep, each one pushing her against the hood with enough force to make the suspension creak, and Ashley breaks.

Harder than before. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches off the hood so hard her spine forms a perfect curve, her ass pushing back against me, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves—stronger than the first time, relentless, milking me so hard I groan. The sound she makes is beyond language—a long, broken wail that vibrates through the alley and probably carries to the street, and Ashley shakes. Her body trembling against the hood, her pussy clenching around my cock in aftershocks that make my vision blur, and tears streak from the corners of her eyes onto metal in hot, desperate rivulets.

“Fuck,” she breathes. The word is mangled. Wrecked. Barely audible.

I’m close. So close that the alley blurs at the edges, that familiar electric tightening at the base of my spine coiling to snapping, and I pull out. My cock slides free of Ashley’s pussy with a wet, obscene sound that seems deafening in the sudden quiet, cum following—thick, white, dripping onto the gravel between her thighs—and before she can gasp, before she can breathe, I spin her.

One motion. Her back against the hood now, dress bunched around her waist, pussy bare and wet and used, and I push her down. Flat on her back on Chris’s car hood, metal warm against her skin, and I position my cock in front of her face. Wet from her pussy, thick, hard, throbbing, completely fucking on the edge.

“Open,” I command.

Ashley 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 cheek—thick, hot, a white streak that lands on golden skin and slides toward her jaw. The second lands across her lips—a thick, glistening arc that bridges the gap between her mouth and nose, and Ashley moans. Low. Hungry. Her tongue finds a stray drop, catches it, swallows, and the gesture is so fucking erotic that the third pulse is stronger. A shuddering wave that lands across both cheeks, her chin, streaking her face in white, and the fourth is weaker—a warm, pulsing aftershock that lands on her collarbone, dripping between her breasts, joining the mess already there.

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

Ashley lies on Chris’s car hood. Cum streaking her face, her neck, between her breasts, dripping onto the pastel dress that probably cost more than my weekly groceries, and she doesn’t wipe it away. Doesn’t try. She lies there with my cum on her skin, on her face, in her mouth, and when her eyes find mine, what I see there isn’t performance. Isn’t acting. It’s gratitude. Complete, total, the desperate relief of a woman who has found something she’s been missing and understands, completely, that there is no putting it back.

She sits up slowly. Cum dripping from her chin onto the hood, leaving tiny white puddles on Chris’s paint job, and she reaches for her dress. Adjusts it. Smooths the fabric over her thighs with the practiced efficiency of a woman who has just been fucked against a car hood in an alley and is now preparing to return to a house where her boyfriend is waiting.

“Thanks for the fuck,” I say.”

“Anytime, baby,” she says. “Maybe you can give me some more later.”


Chapter 6

The guest bathroom at the Blackwood house has the curated anonymity of wealth that believes even toilets should suggest hotel quality. Marble counters. Rainfall showerhead. Glass enclosure that probably cost more than my monthly rent, and steam fills it completely by the time I’m three minutes in, hot water cascading down my back in sheets that turn skin pink and thought fuzzy.

I soap my chest. Rough. Efficient. The mechanical hygiene of a man who believes that cleanliness is evidence of character rather than announces it, and the glass door slides open.

Steam pours out. Cold air rushes in. And Ashley steps through the gap—completely naked, water beading on golden skin, her brown hair already damp at the roots from whatever shower she took in whatever bathroom belongs to her, and she doesn’t pause. Doesn’t tease. She steps into the enclosure, glass door sliding shut behind her, and the steam reclaims us immediately. Thick. White. The compressed visibility of a room that believes privacy is a function of opacity rather than locks.

“Chris just went to the store,” she whispers. “We’ve got at least twenty minutes.”

My hands find her waist. Warm. Wet. Skin slick from steam and the clinging evidence of water that hasn’t dried yet, and I push. Hard. Pinning her against the tile wall, cold ceramic against her back, hot water cascading over both of us from the rainfall head above, and Ashley gasps. Low. Hungry. Her body arranges itself against the tile with the eager surrender of someone who has been waiting for this and doesn’t care how it arrives.

My mouth finds hers. Bruising. All tongue and teeth, no gentle, and Ashley kisses back with equal force. Her hands find my chest. Grip. Nails digging into muscle through water-slick skin, and she moans against my lips—wet, choked, the sound muffled by the acoustic compression of a shower enclosure that contains steam rather than amplifies it.

“Fuck,” she breathes against my mouth. The word is warm. Satisfied. The cathartic release of a woman who has been performing since she arrived and is now, finally, allowed to be herself. “I’ve been wet since this morning. Since the alley. Since your cum on my face. I can’t stop thinking about your cock. How deep you get. How you fuck me like you’re trying to break something.”

My cock is already hard. Pressing against her thigh, thick, urgent, completely fucking ready, and Ashley’s hand finds it. Warm. Soft. She wraps her fingers around my shaft, strokes once, slow, her thumb circling the head where I’m leaking pre-cum that mixes with shower water and becomes something indistinguishable, and the sensation travels up my spine like electricity.

“Inside me,” she whispers. The words tear out of her, raw, honest. Her free hand finds my shoulder. Grips. Pulls me closer, and her leg lifts—one smooth motion, knee bending, foot finding purchase on the tile behind her—and she spreads herself open. Wet. Swollen. Her pussy visible against golden skin, completely fucking ready, and I position my cock. Press against her entrance, and push.

One thrust. Deep. To the hilt. My cock drives into Ashley’s pussy with enough force to push her against the tile, ceramic cold against her back, hot water cascading over both of us from above, and she cries out—a broken, desperate sound that she muffles against my shoulder, teeth sinking into muscle hard enough that I feel it—and her pussy grips me like a fist. Tight. Wet. Hot. The clutching intimacy of flesh that has been waiting for this and knows exactly what to do with it.

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

I thrust. Hard. Rough. My hips snap forward with enough force to push her against the tile, ceramic protesting against her spine, and Ashley’s moan comes in time with the impact—low, broken, completely unrestrained—her hair tangling across wet tile, her fingers finding my shoulders and gripping hard enough to leave marks.

The shower enclosure is small. Confined. Steam so thick that the glass is opaque, the world beyond it reduced to muffled sounds—Richard’s voice from the study, Elizabeth’s laugh from the kitchen—and Ashley takes it. Every thrust. Every inch. Her pussy grips me with the desperate hunger of a woman who has found something she needs and is taking every second of it while seconds remain.

“Your boyfriend,” I growl against her neck. My mouth finds her pulse, bites, not gentle, and Ashley whimpers—high, desperate—her hips rolling back to meet each thrust. “He has no idea what a slutty bitch you are.”

“Yes,” she hisses. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. Her 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 Bible study. “Fuck me harder. I don’t care if anyone hears. I want them 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 tile with each thrust, ceramic cold against her back, hot water cascading over both of us from above, and Ashley’s moans come in time with the impacts—low, broken, building toward something desperate—her body shaking beneath me, her leg locked around my waist.

Her tits bounce with each stroke—perky, firm, nipples hard points against golden skin—and my free hand finds one. Squeezes. Hard. Fingers digging into soft flesh, and Ashley cries out. The sound tears out of her, raw, wrecked, completely fucking unrestrained, and she muffles it against my shoulder. Teeth. Skin. The desperate compression of a woman trying to be quiet in a house where quiet is not guaranteed.

“Tell me how much you want it,” I command. My hips keep moving, relentless, driving my cock into her with strokes that are punishing, deep, each one pushing her against the tile with enough force to make the enclosure rattle. “Say it.”

“I want it,” she gasps between thrusts. Her voice shot, wrecked, the desperate rasp of a woman on the edge. “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 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 Ashley’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 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—”

Ashley breaks. Hard. Violently. Her entire body goes rigid against the tile, every muscle tensing at once, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves that milk me so hard I groan. Her back arches off the ceramic, tits pointing at the ceiling, nipples hard, and the sound tears out of her—a long, broken moan that she buries against my shoulder, teeth sinking into muscle hard enough to leave marks.

“Fuck!” she gasps. The word tears out of her, raw, wrecked beyond recognition. Her fingers claw at my shoulders, nails digging into skin, leaving crescent moons that will fade by morning but exist now, in this moment, as evidence. “Oh God, oh God, oh fuck—”

I don’t stop.

Can’t stop. Won’t stop. My hips keep moving—hard, relentless strokes that drive my cock into Ashley’s oversensitive, clenching pussy, and she whimpers. High. Desperate. The broken sounds of a woman coming down from one peak and being pushed toward another before her nervous system has any right to recover.

“Too much,” she gasps. Between thrusts. Between sobs. Her voice shot, wrecked, raw from screaming. “Mark—please—it’s too much—”

“No, it’s not.” My voice is low. Cold. The focused anger of a man who understands exactly what he’s doing and has no interest in stopping. My hand finds her hair. Wet. Slick from steam and water, thick strands between my fingers, and I wrap it around my fist. Once. Twice. Pulling her head back, arching her spine against the tile, and Ashley gasps—ragged, desperate—her pussy clenching around me in another violent pulse.

“Your pussy is mine,” I growl against the exposed column of her throat. My mouth finds her pulse, bites, not gentle, teeth against golden skin, and Ashley whimpers—high, desperate—her hips rolling back to meet each thrust. “Not Chris’s. Mine. This tight, wet hole belongs to me. You understand? Say it.”

“Yours,” she hisses. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. Her free hand finds the tile behind her—grips, nails scraping ceramic—and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at youth group. “My pussy is yours. Not his. Yours. Only yours.”

I fuck her harder. Deeper. My cock driving into her pussy with enough force to push her against the tile with each thrust, ceramic cold against her back, hot water cascading over both of us from above, and Ashley’s moans come in time with the impacts—low, broken, building toward something desperate—her body shaking beneath me, her leg locked around my waist

“Harder,” she demands. Between thrusts. Her voice low. Certain. The commanding register of a woman who has issued an instruction and expects it to be followed. “Pull my hair harder. Bite me harder. I want to feel it tomorrow. I want bruises. I want everyone to see what your cock does to me.”

I give it to her. Everything. My hand tightens in her hair—yanking, pulling, arching her spine until the tendons in her neck stand out like cords—and my mouth finds her throat again. Bites. Harder this time, teeth breaking skin, not quite drawing blood but close, and Ashley sobs. Actual sob—tears mixing with shower water on her cheeks, her body trembling against the tile, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, rhythmic pulses that are getting stronger, not weaker.

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

“Then come.” My hips keep moving, relentless, driving my cock into her with strokes that are punishing, deep, each one pushing her against the tile with enough force to make the enclosure rattle, and Ashley breaks.

Harder than before. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches off the tile so hard her spine forms a perfect curve, her tits pointing at the ceiling, nipples hard, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves—stronger than the first time, relentless, milking me so hard I see stars. The sound she makes is beyond language—a long, broken wail that vibrates through the shower enclosure and probably carries through the door if anyone’s listening, and Ashley shakes. Actually shakes. Her body trembling against the tile, her pussy clenching around my cock in aftershocks that make my vision blur, and tears streak from the corners of her eyes onto wet ceramic in hot, desperate rivulets.

“Fuck,” she breathes. The word is mangled. Wrecked. Barely audible. Her chest heaving, hair tangled across wet tile, completely fucking wrecked, and I release her hair. Slowly. My fist unwinding, strands falling across her shoulders in damp clumps, and Ashley gasps. Ragged. Desperate. Sucking air into lungs that have been deprived.

I’m close. So close that the shower 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 Ashley’s pussy with a wet, obscene sound that mixes with the rainfall above and becomes something indistinguishable, and before she can gasp, before she can breathe, I spin her.

One motion. Her chest against the tile now, ass pushing back toward me, and I push her forward. Bending her over, palms flat against ceramic, ass exposed to the hot water cascading from above, and I position my cock against the small of her back. Wet from her pussy, thick, hard, throbbing, completely fucking on the edge.

“Stay there,” I command.

Ashley complies. Chest against tile, ass pushing back, golden skin glistening under shower spray, 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 ass cheek—thick, hot, a white streak that lands on golden skin and slides toward the curve of her ass. The second lands across both cheeks—a thick, glistening arc that bridges the gap between them, white against golden, and Ashley moans. Low. Hungry. The vibration travels through her body and into the tile, and the third pulse is stronger. A shuddering wave that lands across her lower back, streaking her spine in white, and the fourth is weaker—a warm, pulsing aftershock that lands on the backs of her thighs, dripping toward the tile, joining the mess already there.

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

Ashley stays bent over. Cum streaking her ass, her back, the backs of her thighs in glistening white evidence of what just happened, and she doesn’t move. Doesn’t wipe it away. She stays there with my cum on her skin, on her body, and when the hot water finds it—cascading from above, sheets of clean water meeting white streaks—the cum begins to run. Thin rivulets down the curve of her ass, down the backs of her thighs, dripping onto the shower floor and disappearing down the drain in the transient evidence of something that existed and is now being erased.

She straightens slowly. Turns. Cum still streaking her skin in thin, dissolving lines, and when her eyes find mine through the steam, what I see there isn’t performance. Isn’t acting. It’s gratitude. Complete, total, the desperate relief of a woman who has found something she’s been missing and understands, completely, that there is no putting it back.

“Chris will be back soon,” she whispers.

“Yeah.” I reach for the soap. “You should go.”

“I’ll see you later then.” Ashley starts to get out of the shower.

“Oh,” I say. “And Ashley?”

She stops and looks at me. “Yes?”

“Remember, you may be Chris’ girlfriend. But you’re my bitch.”

She smiles and blows me a kiss.


Chapter 7

The Blackwood pool sits in the exact center of three acres of postcard perfection, blue water catching afternoon light in sheets that make my vision blur if I stare too long. I’m stretched across a lounger with my shirt off, sun on my chest, a beer sweating against my thigh that probably costs more than my weekly groceries. Some imported thing Chris pulled from the outdoor fridge without looking at the label because when your father’s a millionaire, you stop checking prices.

Chris appears from the sliding door. Board shorts. No shirt. The uncomplicated physique of a twenty-one-year-old who works EMS and doesn’t lift, all functional strength and no vanity, and he flops onto the lounger beside mine with the easy physicality of someone who has never questioned whether he belongs in a place.

“Beer?” he asks, reaching for the outdoor fridge without waiting for an answer.

“Already got one.” I lift the bottle. Casual.

Chris cracks his open. Takes a pull. Settles back against the cushion with the contented sigh of a young man who believes that weekends exist for exactly this—sun, water, best friend, girlfriend arriving later—and the silence between us is warm. Easy. The compressed intimacy of a friendship that spans more than a decade and contains exactly zero of the catastrophic arithmetic that I’m currently carrying.

“So,” Chris says. He sets his beer on the concrete. Adjusts his sunglasses. “Ashley called.”

The name lands. Electric. Visceral. My cock stirs again, harder this time, pressing against my trunks with enough urgency that crossing my legs becomes performance.

“Yeah?” I keep my voice casual. Easy. The modulated register of a man who believes that casualness is evidence of innocence rather than announces it.

“She’s not coming over today.” Chris frowns. “Says she woke up feeling weird. Weak in the knees. Like she can barely walk.”

I have to bite the inside of my cheek. Hard. The desperate compression of a man trying not to laugh while his best friend describes the exact symptoms of a pussy that’s been fucked so hard its owner can’t stand up straight, and what comes out instead is a noise that approximates concern.

“That sucks, man.” I sip my beer. “Maybe she caught something.”

“Maybe.” Chris reaches for his phone. Checks it. “She said it came on suddenly last night. After she got home from the store. Just—boom. Weak. Shaky. Could barely make it up the stairs.”

“Women,” I say.

“Women,” Chris agrees.

His phone rings. Loud. The intrusive compression of a ringtone that belongs to someone who isn’t his girlfriend, and Chris checks the screen. Frowns.

“Youth Minister.” He answers. “Hey, Pastor Dave. What’s up?”

I sip my beer. Watch the water. The blue perfection of a pool that probably costs more than my annual rent, and Chris’s side of the conversation unfolds in fragments—“Yeah, I can come help”—”Setup for tonight?”—“Twenty minutes, sure”—and when he hangs up, the resigned compression of a young man who believes that service to the church is evidence of divine favor settles across his features.

“Gotta run.” Chris stands. Reaches for his shirt. The mechanical efficiency of someone who views obligation as reflex rather than choice. “Youth group setup. Some donor emergency. Pastor Dave needs bodies for chairs and sound equipment.”

“Go save the children,” I say.

Chris grins. Pulls his shirt over his head. When he disappears through the sliding door, the pool area goes quiet. I finish the beer. Set the bottle on concrete. Stare at the water, and my phone buzzes against the lounger cushion.

Once. Sharp. The definitive compression of a message that isn’t a notification, and when I reach for it, Elizabeth’s name appears on the screen.

Come to the bedroom. Now.

I smile.


Chapter 8

I walk into the bedroom.

Elizabeth is on the bed. Bra and panties. White lace against golden skin, her blonde hair loose around her shoulders, and the laptop sits open on the nightstand. Screen dark. Charger plugged in.

No mask. Nothing covering her face but the golden perfection of skin that belongs on magazine covers rather than livestream porn, and when she smiles, that smile contains more danger than its syntax suggests.

“No masks today,” she says. The words are low. Casual. The compressed gravity of a woman who has made a decision and is now delivering it as fact. “I’m done hiding.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.” She reaches for the laptop. Opens it. The screen lights up—blue glow, camera indicator, the technological evidence of something about to be broadcast—and her fingers move across the keyboard. She looks at me. Through me. “No masks. No hiding. I want them to see exactly who’s fucking me.”

The laptop whirs. Fans spinning. Camera adjusting, and Elizabeth positions it—angle wide enough to capture the bed, the nightstand, both of us in frame with nothing between our faces and the internet. When she clicks the button, the hollow chime of a livestream beginning fills the room.

“Hello, loves.” Her voice shifts. Warmer. Higher. “Special stream today. Very special. No masks. You get all of me. All of us. This is Elizabeth. And this—” She turns. Looks at me. Reaches for my hand. “—is Mark.”

She pulls me onto the bed. One smooth motion, her body arranging against mine with the eager surrender of someone who has been waiting for this, and her mouth finds mine. Hot. Desperate. All tongue and teeth, no gentle, and I kiss back with equal force. My hands find her waist—warm skin, the curve of her hips through thin lace—and I push. Hard. Pinning her against the mattress, my weight settling over her, and Elizabeth gasps against my lips. Her legs wrap around my waist. Locking me against her, pulling me closer, and I can feel the heat through thin fabric. Soaking. Swollen. Completely fucking ready.

“You like that?” she murmurs against my mouth. The words are low. Husky. The intimate register that turns a question into something filthy, and then she’s looking at the camera. Through the lens. At the viewers who are, right now, watching Elizabeth Blackwood—pastor’s wife, forty-two, mother of a twenty-one-year-old—being pinned beneath a twenty-one-year-old man with nothing between them but lace and denim. “Tell me how much you like watching us.”

The chat appears on the secondary monitor. A waterfall. A blizzard. Messages scrolling too fast to read, a digital frenzy that the camera captures in relentless detail.

HOLY FUCK ITS REALLY HER

ELIZABETH BLACKWOOD NO MASK

THATS THE PASTOR’S WIFE

AND THAT’S THE YOUNG GUY

Elizabeth’s hand finds my cock through my trunks. Warm. Soft. She strokes once, slow, her thumb circling the head where I’m already leaking, and the sensation travels up my spine like electricity. My vision blurs. The room blurs. The chat becomes white noise, and what remains is Elizabeth—golden skin, hazel eyes, the catastrophic arithmetic of a woman who has decided that exposure is its own form of pleasure.

“Look at him,” she says to the camera. Her hand works my cock through fabric—slow, deliberate strokes that have me hardening against her palm with enough urgency that breathing becomes performance. “Twenty-one years old. Best friend of my son. Fucks me better than my husband ever has. Tell them how old you are, baby.”

“Twenty-one,” I say to the camera.

The chat explodes.

SHES 42

BEST FRIEND’S MOM

THIS IS REAL

HOLY SHIT RICHARD BLACKWOOD’S WIFE

Elizabeth’s hand moves faster. My cock throbs against her palm, hard, thick, completely fucking on the edge, and she leans close to the microphone—close enough that her breath hits the mic in warm, wet puffs that the viewers can hear—and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at donor dinners.

“You like watching me touch him?” Her voice is low. “This cock belongs to me now. Not my husband’s. Mine. I take it whenever I want. However I want. Church bathrooms. Donor cellars. Right here in my marital bed while my husband prepares sermons about fidelity.” She strokes harder. Faster. My cock pulses against her hand, pre-cum soaking through fabric, and Elizabeth smiles. That smile. The wicked curl of a predator who has just been fed and is already thinking about the next meal. “Tell them what you did to Ashley yesterday, baby.”

The chat accelerates. A digital frenzy.

My hand finds Elizabeth’s hair. Grips. Thick blonde strands between my fingers, and I pull. Hard. Yanking her head back, arching her spine, and Elizabeth gasps—ragged, desperate—her pussy clenching beneath thin lace in a violent pulse that I can feel through fabric.

“I fucked her,” I say to the camera. “I fucked the girlfriend of this bitch’s son. Bent her over his car hood in an alley. Came on her face. Then fucked her against the shower wall. She couldn’t walk this morning. That’s why she’s not here.”

The chat goes insane.

Elizabeth moans. Low. Hungry. The broken sound of a woman who has just heard something catastrophic and finds it erotic, and her hand works my cock faster. Harder. Through fabric that’s now soaked with pre-cum, with the obscene evidence of a man who is completely fucking on the edge.

“Take these off,” she demands. Her fingers find my waistband. Hook. Drag my trunks down my thighs in one smooth motion, and my cock springs free—hard, thick, leaking pre-cum in a steady bead that runs down my shaft and onto her fingers, and the camera catches every inch. Every drop.

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

Elizabeth’s hand wraps around my bare cock. Warm. Soft. She strokes once, slow, her thumb circling the head where I’m leaking, and the sensation travels up my spine like a live wire. My vision blurs. The room blurs. The chat becomes white noise, and what remains is Elizabeth—golden skin, hazel eyes, the catastrophic beauty of a woman who has decided that truth is more valuable than safety.

“Look at this cock,” she says to the viewers. Her hand works my shaft—slow, deliberate strokes that have me hardening against her palm with enough urgency that my hips buck involuntarily, seeking friction, and Elizabeth smiles. “Eight inches. Thick. Fucks me better than my husband ever has. Makes me cum harder than I’ve cum in twenty years of marriage. You want to see me suck it?”

The chat answers. Viewers demanding exactly what she’s offering, and Elizabeth looks at me. Through the compressed focus of a woman who has issued an invitation and is now waiting for confirmation.

Elizabeth smiles. She shifts on the bed. Her mouth finds my cock with the eager hunger of someone who has been thinking about this all day, and when her lips wrap around the head—warm, wet, perfect—the chat loses its fucking mind.

I groan. The sound tears out of me—raw, unrestrained—and Elizabeth’s eyes find the camera. Through the compressed focus of a woman whose mouth is full and whose husband is in another state, and what I see there isn’t performance. Isn’t acting.

It’s devotion. Complete, total, the desperate relief of a woman who has found something she’s been missing for years and understands, completely, that there is no putting it back.

Elizabeth’s mouth is a cathedral. Warm. Wet. Her lips wrap around the head of my cock with enough pressure to make my vision blur, and she starts slow. Deliberate. The measured rhythm of a woman who believes that buildup is evidence of skill rather than announces it. Her tongue traces the underside of my shaft—slow, wet circles that have me groaning before she’s taken me halfway—and when her eyes find mine through thick lashes, what I see there isn’t performance. Isn’t acting.

It’s worship. Complete, total, the desperate devotion of a woman who has found something she needs and is taking every second of it.

“Fuck,” I breathe.

She takes me deeper. One smooth motion, her throat opening around my length, and the sensation travels up my spine like electricity. My hand finds her hair. Thick blonde strands between my fingers, damp at the roots from exertion, and Elizabeth moans around my cock. The vibration travels through her throat and into my shaft, straight to the base of my spine, and my hips buck involuntarily. Seeking depth. Seeking more.

The chat scrolls.

HOLY SHIT SHE’S SUCKING HIS COCK

THAT’S RICHARD BLACKWOOD’S WIFE

HER MOUTH IS FULL

SHE’S TAKING IT DEEP

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

“You like watching me suck his cock?” she asks the viewers. Her voice is low. Husky. The compressed intimacy of a woman who has stopped pretending. “This is what my husband never gets. This mouth. This throat. Twenty plus years of marriage and he’s never made me gag. Never made me choke. Never made me fucking beg for it the way this boy does.”

She goes back to work. Harder 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 sheets between us—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 desperate swallow.

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 stomach, 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 my chest, my stomach, the sheets between us. The camera catches every drop. Every glistening strand connecting her lips to my cock, and the chat accelerates.

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 stomach, and Elizabeth gags again. The sound is wet. Choked. Spit runs from her lips in thick rivulets, soaking my shaft, her chin, the golden skin of her chest visible through thin lace, 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.

“Fuck,” she gasps when I finally let her up.

Her lips are swollen. Wet. Spit streaks her chin, her neck, the front of her bra in obscene rivulets, and she looks at the camera.

“You like watching me choke?” Her voice is shot. “Tell me how much you like it.”

The chat answers. A digital roar.

She goes back to work. Relentless. Her mouth finds my cock with the desperate hunger of someone who has found something she needs and is taking every inch of it, and spit is everywhere. Soaking my shaft, her chin, probably the sheets beneath us, and the viewers can hear every sound. Every wet choke when I push too deep. Every desperate swallow when I pull back just enough to let her breathe.

My hand finds her hair again. And I pull. Hard. Yanking her head back, arching her spine, and Elizabeth gasps—ragged, desperate—her throat exposed, spit running down her neck in glistening rivulets, and what comes out of my mouth is nothing like the voice I use in polite company.

“Open,” I command.

Elizabeth opens her mouth. Tongue out. Waiting, and I push my cock between her lips with enough force to make her eyes water. Hard. Rough. My hips buck upward, driving my shaft into her throat, and Elizabeth gags. Softly this time. 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.

I start thrusting. My hips pump upward, driving my cock into her throat with strokes that are punishing, deep, each one pushing her head against my stomach, and Elizabeth takes it. Every thrust. Every inch. Her throat opening around my shaft with the tight, hot compression of flesh that has decided that resistance is overrated and surrender is the only language worth speaking.

THROAT FUCKING HOLY SHIT

RICHARD BLACKWOOD’S WIFE

THIS IS THE HOTTEST THING I’VE EVER SEEN

My hand tightens in her hair. Grips. Pulls, and I fuck her mouth harder. Deeper. Each thrust driving my cock into her throat with enough force to push her head against my stomach, and Elizabeth gags. Her whole body convulses. A wet, choked 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 thrust, 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 four hundred strangers watch a pastor’s wife commit digital suicide.

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 thin lace, spit streaking her golden skin, completely fucking wrecked.

“Fuck,” she breathes.

Through tears forming at the corners of her eyes, spit on her chin, her lips swollen from use, and what I see there isn’t exhaustion. Isn’t surrender.

It’s hunger. Pure, unfiltered, completely fucking honest hunger.

“I need you inside me,” she whispers. Between gasps. Between the hollow compression of a heartbeat that is racing for reasons that have everything to do with desire. “Right now. I need to feel every fucking inch.”

She shifts on the bed. Rearranges. Her hand finds the waistband of her panties—white lace, soaked through, the obscene evidence of a woman who has been turned on since the livestream began—and she drags them down her thighs. Kicks them to the side. And there—bare. Wet. Swollen. Her pussy glistening in the laptop’s blue glow, completely fucking ready, and Elizabeth climbs onto my lap in one smooth motion.

Straddling me. Her knees on either side of my hips, her pussy hovering above my cock, wet heat radiating from her core, and she looks at the camera. Through the lens. At the viewers who are, right now, watching Elizabeth Blackwood—pastor’s wife, forty-two, mother of a twenty-one-year-old—bare, wet, about to take a twenty-one-year-old’s cock inside her with nothing between her face and the internet but the thin barrier of encryption that probably costs twelve dollars a month.

“You ready?” she asks the viewers. Her voice is low.

The chat answers. Viewers demanding exactly what she’s offering, and Elizabeth smiles. That smile. The wicked curl of a woman who has just gotten exactly what she wanted.

She reaches behind her. One hand. Finds my cock—wet from her mouth, thick, hard, throbbing—and positions it against her entrance. Warm. Swollen. The catastrophic arithmetic of flesh that has decided that penetration is inevitable, and Elizabeth sinks down.

One smooth motion. My cock drives into her pussy with enough force to push her against my chest, and Elizabeth cries out—a broken, desperate sound that the livestream mic catches perfectly—and her pussy grips me like a fist. Tight. Wet. Hot. The clutching intimacy of flesh that has been waiting for this and knows exactly what to do with it.

“God,” she gasps. The word tears out of her, wrecked beyond recognition. Her back arches, pussy pushing down onto me, taking every inch, and her walls clench around my cock in rhythmic pulses that feel like she’s trying to pull me deeper. “Your cock. So deep. I can feel every fucking inch.”

Elizabeth begins to move. Slow at first. Her hips rolling in tight circles, my cock driving deep into her pussy with each rotation, and the sounds fill the room. Wet. Obscene. The rhythmic slap of skin on skin and Elizabeth’s moans building into something desperate.

“Look at me,” she says to the camera.

Elizabeth finds her rhythm. Slow at first—hips rolling in tight circles, my cock driving deep into her pussy with each rotation—and then faster. Harder. Her thighs tighten around my hips, her ass lifting and dropping with enough force to shake the bed frame, and the wet sounds fill the room. Obscene. Rhythmic. The slap of skin on skin and Elizabeth’s moans building into something desperate.

“Fuck,” she gasps between strokes. Her blonde hair tangles across her shoulders with each bounce, golden skin glistening with sweat, and her pussy grips my cock with the desperate hunger of a woman who has found something she needs and is taking every inch of it.

The chat scrolls.

SHE’S RIDING HIM SO HARD

THOSE TITS

HOLY SHIT LOOK AT HER FACE

Elizabeth’s hands find the back of her head. One smooth motion, fingers interlacing behind blonde strands, and she arches her spine. Pushes her tits forward—full, heavy, nipples hard points against golden skin—and the camera catches every inch. Every curve.

“Look at these,” she says to the viewers. Her voice is low. Husky. The compressed intimacy of a woman who has stopped performing and started being exactly what she is. “Thirty-six double D. My husband hasn’t touched them in years. Hasn’t sucked them. Hasn’t fucking worshiped them the way this boy does. You want to see him touch them? Mark. Show them.”

My hands find her tits. Both. Warm. Heavy. Fingers digging into soft flesh, thumbs circling nipples that harden against my skin, and Elizabeth moans. Low. Hungry. The broken sound of a woman who has been deprived for too long and is now, finally, being given exactly what she needs.

“Squeeze them,” she demands. Between strokes. Between moans. Her voice shot, wrecked, the desperate rasp of a woman on the edge. “Harder. Make it hurt. I want bruises. I want everyone to see what your hands do to me.”

I give it to her. Both hands. Squeezing her tits with enough force to make her gasp, thumbs pressing against nipples hard enough to border on pain, and Elizabeth cries out. Loud. Unrestrained. The broken sound of a woman who has found the catastrophic arithmetic of pleasure and pain and wants more of both.

“God,” she gasps. The word tears out of her, wrecked beyond recognition. Her hips roll faster. Harder. My cock drives deep into her pussy with each downward stroke, 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 telltale tension of a woman building toward something catastrophic.

My hands move. Down her ribs. Across her stomach. Fingers tracing the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips, and Elizabeth whimpers. High. Desperate. The broken sounds of a woman whose nervous system is currently enduring something it hasn’t experienced in years, and when my palms find her ass—both cheeks, warm flesh, the round perfection of a body that spends time in yoga studios—I grip. Hard. Fingers digging into soft muscle, and Elizabeth’s rhythm becomes erratic. Desperate. Her hips working faster, harder, taking my cock with strokes that are punishing, deep, each one pushing her pussy down onto me with enough force to make the bed frame creak.

“Harder,” she demands. “Fuck me harder. I’m close. So close. Don’t stop. Make me cum. Make me your slut.”

I give it to her. My hands on her hips. Gripping, guiding, pulling her down onto my cock with enough force to make her cry out, and Elizabeth’s moans shift—wet, choked, building toward something desperate—and I can feel it. The telltale tension in her thighs. The way her pussy grips me tighter with each stroke, rhythmically, pre-orgasmic pulses that are getting stronger, wetter.

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

My hips buck upward, driving my cock deep into her pussy, and Elizabeth breaks.

Hard. Violently. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches off my chest so hard her spine forms a perfect curve, tits pointing at the ceiling, nipples hard, and her pussy clenches around my cock in violent, pulsing waves that milk 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.

“FUCK!” she screams. The word tears out of her, raw, wrecked beyond recognition. Her fingers claw at my chest, nails digging into skin, leaving crescent moons that will fade by morning but exist now, in this moment, as evidence. “OH GOD, OH FUCK, YOUR COCK—”

She shakes. Her body trembling above me, her pussy clenching around my cock in aftershocks that make my vision blur, and tears streak from the corners of her eyes onto my chest in hot, desperate rivulets.

“Fuck,” Elizabeth breathes. Her chest heaving, blonde hair tangled across her shoulders, completely fucking wrecked, and she collapses forward.

I don’t give her time to recover. Can’t. Won’t. My hands find her waist. Gripping, lifting, and I flip us. One smooth motion—Elizabeth on her back now, blonde hair spread across the pillow, golden skin glistening with sweat, her pussy still gripping my cock as I withdraw just enough to reposition—and I push back in.

Missionary. Deep. My cock drives into her pussy with enough force to push her against the mattress, and Elizabeth gasps. Ragged. Desperate. Her oversensitive, clenching pussy taking every inch, and her legs wrap around my waist. Locking me against her, pulling me deeper, and the sensation is overwhelming. Tight. Hot. Wet. The clutching intimacy of flesh that has just come and is being asked to come again.

“God,” she whispers. The word tears out of her, wrecked beyond recognition. Her back arches, pussy pushing up to meet me, taking every inch, and her walls clench around my cock in rhythmic pulses that feel like she’s trying to pull me deeper. “Your cock. 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 push her against the mattress, and Elizabeth’s moan comes in time with the impact—low, broken, completely unrestrained—her blonde hair tangling across the pillow, her fingers finding my shoulders and gripping hard enough to leave marks.

“Harder,” she demands. “Fuck me harder. I want everyone to see what your cock does to me. I want them to watch me take every fucking inch.”

I give it to her. Harder strokes. Deeper. My cock driving into her pussy with enough force to push her against the mattress with each thrust, and Elizabeth’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 the bed creaks.

“Your pussy,” I growl against her neck. My mouth finds her pulse, bites, not gentle, and Elizabeth 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 fucked by a twenty-one-year-old while strangers watch?”

“Yes,” she hisses. The word tears out of her, raw, honest. Her 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 prayer meetings. “Fuck me harder. I’m your slut. Your fucking whore. Use me. That’s all I am right now. A wet hole for your cock.”

The chat accelerates. A digital frenzy. Viewers typing over each other, the numbers climbing, and Elizabeth takes it. Every thrust. Every inch. Her pussy grips me with the desperate hunger of a woman who has found something she needs and is taking every second of it while seconds remain.

I can feel it building again. 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 neck. Grips. Pulls my mouth to hers, and she kisses me—desperate, hungry—and what comes out of her against my lips is the broken, honest truth of a woman who has stopped pretending.

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

I lose control. Completely. The desperate compression of a man who has been holding back for too long and has decided, collectively, that restraint is overrated. My hips snap forward with enough force to shake the bed frame, each thrust driving my cock deep into Elizabeth’s pussy with strokes that are punishing, brutal, and Elizabeth takes it. Every inch. Every impact. Her body bouncing against the mattress with each stroke, blonde hair tangling across the pillow, and the sounds fill the room. Wet. Obscene. The rhythmic slap of skin on skin and Elizabeth’s moans building into something beyond language.

“Harder!” she demands. Between thrusts. Between screams. Her voice shot, wrecked, the desperate rasp of a woman who has found the catastrophic arithmetic of pleasure and pain and wants more of both. “Fuck me like you hate me! Like I’m nothing but a hole for your cock!”

I give it to her. Everything. My cock drives into her pussy 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 legs locked around my waist, and the bed creaks. Elizabeth doesn’t slow down. Doesn’t care. Her tits bounce with each stroke—full, heavy, golden skin catching the laptop’s blue glow—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.

My hips keep moving, relentless, driving my cock into her with strokes that are punishing, deep, each one pushing her against the mattress with enough force to make the headboard tap the wall, and Elizabeth breaks.

Harder than before. Her entire body goes rigid. Every muscle tenses. Her back arches off the mattress so hard her spine forms a perfect curve, tits pointing at the ceiling, nipples hard, 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 room.

“FUCK!” she screams. The word tears out of her, raw, wrecked beyond recognition. Her fingers claw at my shoulders, nails digging into skin, leaving crescent moons that will fade by morning but exist now, in this moment, as evidence. “OH GOD, OH FUCK, YOUR COCK—”

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 Elizabeth feels it. The way my rhythm becomes erratic. The way my cock throbs inside her, hard, thick, completely fucking on the edge, and her hand finds the back of my neck. Grips. Pulls my mouth to hers, and what comes out of her against my lips is the broken, honest truth of a woman who has stopped pretending.

“Cum inside me,” she whispers. The words tear out of her, raw, honest. “All of it. I want every drop. I want to feel you leaking out of me when I sit across from him at breakfast. I want to feel every fucking drop.”

“I’m going to cum,” I growl. My hips keep moving—hard, relentless strokes that drive my cock into Elizabeth’s oversensitive, clenching pussy, and she wraps her legs tighter around my waist. Locking me against her, pulling me deeper, and her pussy grips me. Tighter. Wetter. Rhythmic pulses that feel like she’s trying to milk every drop before I have time to reconsider.

“Do it,” she whispers. Her 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 broken, honest truth of a woman who has stopped pretending. “Cum inside me. Fill me up. Make me yours.”

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, 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 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 six hundred strangers watching every second.

“Fuck,” I breathe.

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 laundry cycles, and Elizabeth 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 the hollow satisfaction of a woman who has just risked everything and would do it again in a heartbeat.

The chat is still scrolling. Hearts. Fire emoji. Viewers demanding an encore, always more, and Elizabeth reaches for the laptop. One smooth motion. The stream ends.

We lie there. Together. Sweat drying on skin. Cum leaking from her pussy onto expensive sheets in obscene evidence of what just happened, and the room is quiet. The amber gravity of a Sunday afternoon in a house where too many people want the same thing from the same man, and the math, somehow, keeps working in my favor.

Elizabeth’s hand finds my chest. Traces a slow circle against muscle, and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at donor dinners.

“I love you,” she whispers. “I’ve loved you since that church bathroom. Since the first time your cock was inside me. I don’t care about Richard. I don’t care about the church. I care about this. Right here. You and me.”

“I love you too.” The words come out rough. But certain.

Elizabeth smiles. That smile. The warm, satisfied curl of a woman who has just gotten exactly what she wanted, and she kisses me. Slow. Gentle. The compressed intimacy of two people who have just fucked on livestream and are now, briefly, just themselves. I can’t—

The bedroom door opens.

Elizabeth freezes. Every muscle.

I turn my head. What I see in the doorway makes my stomach drop.

Richard Blackwood. He is standing in the doorway and is staring at his naked wife beneath me, my cock inside her, cum leaking from her pussy onto marital sheets, and a laptop on the nightstand with a camera that was, until thirty seconds ago, broadcasting every second to countless strangers.

His face does something complicated. Shock first—mouth open, eyes wide, the catastrophic compression of a man whose worldview has just been atomized—and then something else. Something darker. His face contorts.

Horror. Pure, unfiltered, completely fucking honest horror.

His mouth opens. Prepares to scream. The desperate compression of a man who is about to vocalize something catastrophic, and then—

Something changes. His hand finds his chest. Flat palm against expensive fabric, fingers pressing, and his face does something else. Something worse. The slow, terrible transformation of rage into pain, and Richard Blackwood—megapastor, millionaire, the man whose wife I’ve been fucking for months—collapses.

One motion. Knees buckling, body hitting carpet with enough force to shake the floor, and he lies there. Still. Silent.

Elizabeth scrambles off the bed. Fast. Certain. Her body moving with the desperate efficiency of a woman who understands that the situation has just become something else entirely, and when she kneels beside her husband—hands on his chest, fingers finding his carotid, the practiced compression of someone checking for a pulse—what I see on her face isn’t performance.

It’s horror. Complete, total.

“Oh shit,” I whisper. “Did he just have a heart attack?”

Elizabeth looks up at me.

“He’s gone.” Her voice is steady. “No pulse. No breathing. Call 911.”

I reach for my phone, and the dispatcher answers on the first ring.

“There’s been a medical emergency.” The words come out steadier than they have any right to. “Fifty-two-year-old male. Collapsed. No pulse. No breathing. 1427 Vineyard Road.”

The dispatcher asks questions. I answer them. When the call ends, the hollow chime of disconnection fills the room.

Silence. The amber gravity of a Sunday afternoon in a house where a man has just died, and I look from Richard’s body to Elizabeth’s face.

“Get dressed.” Her voice is low“Now. Before EMS arrives. Put your clothes on. Wipe the cum off your cock. Act like you heard the collapse from the hallway.”

I comply. He had a heart attack just a few feet away frome me. However,what passes through me isn’t guilt. Isn’t regret.

It’s the cold, stark realization that everything has changed, and the change is irreversible.

“Listen to me,” Elizabeth says as she throws on her night gown. “EMS will be here in eight minutes. The police will follow. They’ll ask questions. You heard a noise from the hallway. You came to investigate. You found Richard on the floor. You called 911. I was in the shower. You understand?”

I nod.

Elizabeth crosses the room. Her hand finds my face. Warm. Soft. Fingers tracing my jaw with the intimate compression of a woman who understands that what just happened has changed everything and is now, with the precision of someone disassembling a bomb, recalibrating.

“This doesn’t change us,” she says. “What happened here—what we did—it doesn’t change what we are. You understand? This is still you and me. Nothing has changed.”

“Nothing has changed,” I agree.

Elizabeth kisses me.

“Remember,” she whispers. The word is low. Certain. The commanding brevity of a woman who has issued her final instruction and expects it to be followed. “Hallway. Noise. Investigation. 911. Shower.”

I nod. Once. Slow. The mechanical compliance of a man who has just surrendered completely, and when Elizabeth releases my hand—smooth, graceful, the practiced economy of a woman who believes that composure is evidence of character—she kneels beside her husband’s body. One last time. Her hand finds his cheek. Strokes it gently, and what comes out of her mouth is nothing like the voice she uses at donor dinners.

“I’m sorry, Richard,” she whispers. The words are low. Honest. The compressed gravity of a woman who is apologizing to a dead man for reasons that have nothing to do with his death and everything to do with what preceded it, and when she stands—smooth, graceful, the curated dignity of a pastor’s widow—the sirens are closer.

Louder. The mechanical wail of emergency response that is now ninety seconds from the driveway, and Elizabeth looks at me. Through me. The focused intensity of a woman who has just recalibrated her entire existence in the span of four minutes and is now ready for whatever comes next.

“Go,” she says. “Hallway. Now.”

And as I leave the room, I know everything has changed.


Chapter 9

6 MONTHS LATER…

Bali in December tastes like salt and expensive rum. The villa sits on a cliff edge above water so blue it hurts to look at, and the infinity pool catches afternoon light in sheets that turn my vision gold when I stare too long. Our villa. Mine and Elizabeth’s. Three bedrooms, staff, a chef who prepares fish that probably costs more than my former weekly groceries, and when I stretch across the lounger with my shirt off, the warm compression of wealth that believes itself to be earned settles into my skin like something I’ve always had.

Six months ago, Richard Blackwood died. The investigation lasted three weeks. Natural causes. Heart attack.

Elizabeth sold everything. The church. The properties. The multimillion-dollar empire that Richard Blackwood built on donor money and scripture, liquidated with the precision of someone disassembling a bomb, and when the final wire hit our account—eight digits, commas, the obscene evidence of wealth that believes itself to be moral—what Elizabeth did with that money was exactly what I would have done.

We left. Immediately. First-class tickets to anywhere that wasn’t America.

Chris doesn’t call. Hasn’t called. He found out about the affair. Everyone did. And his response was silence. He didn’t even call Elizabeth on her birthday.

The beach below the cliff is empty. White sand, blue water, the curated perfection of a coastline that believes itself to be exclusive, and Elizabeth appears from the villa path. Bikini. White. The catastrophic arithmetic of a forty-two-year-old body that defies its age and belongs on magazine covers rather than church directories, and when she drops onto the lounger beside mine, the warm compression of skin against skin settles into something that feels like belonging.

“You’re thinking about him,” she says. Not a question. A statement of fact delivered with the compressed intimacy of a woman who has learned to read me better than I read myself.

“Chris.” The name comes out steadier than it has any right to.

Elizabeth nods. Once. Slow. Her hand finds mine on the lounger cushion. Grips. Interlaces our fingers, and what passes between us isn’t performance. Isn’t acting.

It’s the warm, complicated thing that’s been growing since a church bathroom nine months ago and shows no signs of stopping.

“He’ll come back,” she says. “Not soon. Not because he forgives us. Because he’s his mother’s son, and his mother doesn’t know how to stay away from things that hurt her.” She smiles. That smile. The warm, satisfied curl of a woman who has just articulated something catastrophic and finds it beautiful. “Give him time. He’ll find us eventually.”

I don’t believe her. The hollow evidence of a friendship that died on a bedroom carpet six months ago makes that abundantly clear, but what comes out of my mouth is nothing like the voice I use in polite company.

“Yeah.” The word comes out rough.

When Elizabeth’s hand finds my face—warm, soft, fingers tracing my jaw with the intimate compression of a woman who understands that some wounds don’t heal—what I feel isn’t warmth.

It’s gratitude. Complete, total, the desperate relief of a man who has lost everything except the woman who caused him to lose it, and when Elizabeth’s eyes find mine across Bali sunlight, what I see there isn’t performance. Isn’t acting.

It’s love.

I pull her toward me. One smooth motion, her body arranging against mine with ease as my mouth finds hers. Elizabeth’s hand finds my chest. Traces a slow circle against muscles. When she pulls back, her blonde hair falls across golden shoulders, hazel eyes catching Bali light in a way that turns them almost green.

“I love you,” she whispers.

“I love you too.”

Elizabeth’s hand finds mine. Grips. Interlaces our fingers, and what passes between us isn’t performance. Isn’t acting.

It’s the beginning of something new. Something warm. Something dark. Something completely fucking inevitable built on the ashes of something old, and the catastrophic beauty of that arrangement is something I carry without my face betraying it.

The sun sets. Gold on water. The amber gravity of a December evening in a place that isn’t America. When Elizabeth’s head finds my shoulder, what I feel is peace. The past is overrated, and the future belongs to whoever is brave enough to claim it.

I claim it. Every inch. Every second. It’s art. Complete, total, the desperate beauty of two people who have burned everything down and are now, collectively, deciding what grows from the flame.
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