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The first warm weekend of May always changed the county.

By the second week, the buses had started rolling into the farms outside town. Long white passenger vans hauled men in, men who would spend the next six months bent over rows of strawberries, potatoes, and carrots under an unforgiving sun. The farms needed labor. Local people didn't want the work. So every year the workers came north from the Caribbean, living in long barrack housing beside the fields until the end of autumn sent them home again.

The town became a different place as well. Grocery stores stayed crowded late into Friday evenings. Parking lots filled with music and laughter. Fast food restaurants became gathering spots. By Saturday night, the bars along the main road overflowed with local girls in tight dresses and cheap heels, leaning against pool tables while dancehall music shook the walls.

People joked about "the season" like it was weather.

"Just wait," Melissa told Kaylee one Thursday evening over drinks. "You've never seen anything like it."

Kaylee laughed awkwardly into her glass. "You make it sound like migration season."

"It basically is!"

Kaylee wasn't the kind of woman people noticed first in a room. She was pretty in a soft way. Long brown hair. Glasses. A body that looked like a textbook definition of "average woman." She was quiet, spoke with no authority, and usually stayed close to the sides of people's vision.

But Melissa kept insisting.

"You sit at home every weekend!"

"I like it."

"No," Melissa said. "You like hiding."

That bothered her because it felt true.

So two nights later, after too many outfit changes, Kaylee found herself stepping into a crowded bar with bass shaking the floor under her feet.

The room was humid with sweat and perfume. Men leaned against the walls watching the dance floor with lazy confidence. Women shouted over the music, waving them over, already drunk. Kaylee immediately wanted to turn around and leave.

Then she saw someone looking at her.

Not a glance. A lingering stare.

A tall, thin dark-skinned man near the bar paused mid-conversation and watched her over the rim of his drink. Then another did. Then another. Their attention landed on her in a way she wasn't used to, direct and unembarrassed, sliding down her body like she was a meal.

She felt the difference right away. She wasn't dressed like the other women, wasn't carrying herself like them. No swagger, no practiced flaunting. Just a quiet, slightly bewildered prettiness that didn't belong in a room like this. And they could smell that on her. The newness. The softness. The wedding ring she'd forgotten to take off. Fresh meat in a place that had eaten the same regulars all spring.

Melissa grinned beside her.

"Told you."

Kaylee felt heat rise into her face.

She stayed stiff and shy at first. But the drinks came quickly. Men bought them before she finished the last one. She danced because Melissa dragged her into it, then kept dancing because hands settled onto her hips and stayed there, fingers pressing into her body. The men smiled at her like they already knew what she tasted like.

The music became physical after a while. Bodies pressing close. Heat. Sweat. Breath against her ear, hot and rum-sweet. One man in particular kept finding her through the crowd. Andre.

He danced with relaxed confidence, guiding her with light pressure from his hands at her waist. They rested there at first, large and warm through the thin fabric of her dress, and she told herself that was fine. Hands at the waist were nothing. Then they slid lower.

Not all at once. He took his time, fingers traveling down over her hips in slow degrees, like he was waiting to see whether she'd stop him. She didn't. She wasn't really sure why, but she didn't want it to stop. His hand cupped her ass through the dress and her breath caught.

It was such a small thing, just a man's palm settling onto her, but the heat of it sank through the fabric and her stomach dropped. Nervous, dizzy, a little stupid. This is bad, she thought. And then, right behind it, almost, don't stop. The two thoughts arrived at the same time and her body clenched on nothing between them. Andre pulled her in closer.

The first time their bodies pressed flush together she felt something against her lower belly and her mind didn't process it. There was no way. It had to be something else. His phone, maybe. Something in his pocket. Because what she was feeling was too thick, too long, too high up his thigh to be what she thought.

He rolled his hips against her slowly, deliberately, and she felt it move.

The entire heavy length of him dragged against her belly and settled lower as he adjusted, riding down between them until it was pressed along the soft give of her hip. Oh my god, she thought. Oh my fucking god. She'd never felt anything like it. Her body went hot all at once, a hard pulse between her legs, and her hands closed reflexively on his shoulders to keep from sliding to the floor.

He turned her in his arms. Guided her hips around until her back was against his chest and his cock was riding heavy against her ass through her dress.

He ground it against her, slow, claiming.

She whimpered. She felt herself do it, the small embarrassed sound leaving her throat, and prayed the music covered it. He felt it though. His mouth was at her ear.

"Ya feel dat."

She nodded before she could think.

"Ya like it."

She didn't answer. Her hips had already started moving back against him, a small grinding motion that matched his, and her body was confessing for her.

Bad, she thought. So bad. Her panties were soaked through, aching against the steady pressure of his thigh between hers, and she was rocking on it like she'd been doing this her whole life.

Don't stop.
Please don't stop.

"Ya shy at first," he said with an amused smile.

"I'm not shy."
Her voice came out weak.

"Ya are."

She blushed and let out a small nervous laugh because she was drunk, nipples tight against the thin fabric of her dress, soaking through her panties around the hard ridge of his cock and the steady pressure of his thigh.

***

Outside, sometime after midnight, the spring air hit her flushed skin hard and made her dizzy. The parking lot glowed under yellow lights. Music spilled through the open doors behind them.

Andre leaned casually against a van parked near the edge of the lot.

“Ya okay?”

Kaylee nodded too fast.

He stepped closer, crowding her against the metal, his body radiating heat. Her stomach tightened with want.

No one had looked at her like this in years. Not with hunger. Not with uncomplicated certainty.
He braced one hand on the van behind her and leaned in, slow, so that she could have ducked away if she’d wanted to. She didn’t want to. His other hand found her waist again, then slid down, then kept sliding, gathering the hem of her dress in his fingers and dragging it up the outside of her thigh.

His mouth came down on hers. The kiss was deep right away. Not careful, not asking. His tongue pushed into her mouth and she opened for it without thinking, her hands climbing his chest and fisting in his shirt. He tasted like rum and something darker underneath, and the slow heavy slide of his tongue against hers made her stomach drop the way it had on the dance floor, only worse now, deeper. 
She made a small sound into his mouth. He smiled against her lips and kissed her harder. His hand was under her dress. She felt his fingers slide along the front of her panties, slow, deliberate, pressing the soaked fabric against her swollen lips. She heard herself gasp into his mouth. He didn’t stop kissing her. He rubbed her through the fabric in lazy circles, dragging the wet cotton across her clit until her hips jerked forward into his hand.

He pulled back to speak against her mouth.
“Take dem off.”

She blinked at him, drunk and panting.
“Take dem off,” he said again. 
Softer this time. Almost kind.

She reached up under her dress with shaking fingers and pulled her panties down. They got caught at her knees and she stepped out of them clumsily, one foot at a time, balancing herself against his chest. When she straightened up she didn’t know what to do with them. She balled them up in her fist.

He laughed quietly, took her hand, opened her fingers, and dropped them onto the van floor when he opened the side door. He climbed in after her.

The inside smelled like cigarettes and sweat. He pulled her into his lap and her dress shoved up around her waist and she was bare against his thigh, bare against his belt, his hand already finding her between her legs. Two thick fingers pushed up into her without resistance.

She moaned into his throat. “Oh my god.”

“Ya so wet for me.”

She didn’t even know what to ask for, “please, god, please.”

He kissed her again while his fingers worked her open, curling, dragging slow against the front wall of her cunt, and she rode his hand because she couldn’t help it, her hips chasing every stroke. He pulled his fingers out and she whined at the loss. She actually whined.
She heard his belt. She heard the zipper. She felt him guide her hand down and her fingers closed around something so thick she couldn’t get her hand fully around it.

Heavy. Hot. The skin so soft over the hardness underneath that her brain stuttered.

“Oh god,” she breathed.
“Oh god.”

“Ya wan it?”

She didn’t say anything at first. She stared at him, want in her chest. Then, when she felt it had been too long and he might push her off and leave she could only say one word.

“Please.”


He lifted her with one hand on her hip and lined himself up with the other and sank her down onto him slowly. Kaylee’s mouth fell open. 

The stretch went on and on. He was huge, impossibly huge, and her pussy tried to refuse him and then opened around him in a long aching surrender that made her eyes water. She felt her body splitting around the thickness of him, every inch dragging across nerves she hadn’t known she had, and by the time her ass settled against his thighs she’d already forgotten how to breathe.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered.

He kissed her again. Long, deep, drowning her in his mouth while she sat impaled on him, twitching, adjusting. Her hands shook against him. Then he started to move.

He fucked her slowly at first, lifting her with his hands at her waist and pulling her back down onto him in long heavy strokes that punched the breath out of her each time. She tried to kiss him back and couldn’t, her mouth too slack, her head falling forward against his. He held her face in one hand and kept kissing her anyway, swallowing every sound she made, his other hand splayed across her ass and guiding her into a rhythm.

The drunk feeling got worse. Not less. The kisses made her dizzier than the alcohol had, deep wet pulls of his tongue that left her panting between every one, and she found herself begging again without meaning to.

“Please don’t stop, please, please, oh my god you’re so big, please.”

“Ya gonna come on dis cock.”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I’m gonna come, I’m gonna come on your cock.”

She started riding him then, her hips snapping down to meet his thrusts because she couldn’t stand it anymore. The friction kept building and building and her cunt kept getting tighter around him and the kisses kept dragging her under and somewhere in the middle of it her body started shaking and she knew it was happening, she could feel it climbing up her thighs, and she gasped against his mouth, “oh fuck, oh fuck, it’s coming, I’m coming.”

Kaylee’s orgasm hit her in a long bright wave. Her pussy clamped down on him hard, and she felt every ridge of him, and the pulsing started deep, deeper than she’d ever felt herself cum before, rolling out from the place where he was buried inside her in long deep pulses that took her breath. Her thighs locked around his hips. Her back arched. She made a sound she’d never made in her life, broken and high and pleading, and he kept kissing her through every second of it, his tongue in her mouth and his cock buried inside her and his hands holding her open for him as she came apart.

She was still coming when he held her down on him and emptied himself inside her. She felt it.
Every hot spurt of his cum flood her, thick and deep, pulse after pulse of it pumping into her belly while his cock kicked inside her. He groaned into her mouth. She moaned back, helpless, still trembling, the heat of his cum spreading inside her and mixing with her own slick and dripping down where they were joined.

He held her there until he was finished. She sagged against his chest, panting, her face buried in his neck. His cock was still inside her, still thick, still pulsing faintly. She could feel his cum pooling around the base of him.

He kissed her temple.
“Good gyal.”

She closed her eyes.

***

Back home, Carson, her husband, half-watched TV. He checked the clock twice. Kaylee had texted him hours ago saying she might stay late with Melissa. He didn’t want to be weird about it but she had never stayed out this late before.

When headlights finally pulled across the driveway, it was sometime after midnight.

Kaylee stumbled through the front door smelling like alcohol, smoke, and unfamiliar cologne. Her cheeks were flushed deep pink. She nearly dropped her purse trying to get off her shoes. Her skin still carried the musk of another man’s sweat and arousal.

Carson stood from the couch.

“You okay?”

“Mhm.”

“You’re drunk?” He could tell the way she slurred her sounds and stumbled.

She laughed weakly and collapsed against him harder than she meant to. He wrapped an arm around her waist to steady her, feeling the feverish heat of her body through her clothes.

Her dress was twisted awkwardly on her body. Her hair looked tangled. Her thighs were bare beneath the hem when she moved, slick with the evidence of the night.

“Let me help you upstairs”

She mumbled something incoherent.

Carson half-carried her to bed. She kept drifting in and out, warm and heavy against him, her breath humid against his neck. She mumbled something into his shoulder that he couldn’t make out, and then she was on the mattress, sprawled half on her side with one arm flung above her head.

He pulled her dress down where it had ridden up to her waist. His knuckles brushed her thigh as he did it and felt something slick.

She was warm, she’d been dancing, she’d probably sweated through her clothes in that crowded bar. He pulled the blanket up to her hip and stepped back to the foot of the bed and stood there for a second.

Then he leaned back over her, and this time he didn’t pretend he was just adjusting her dress.
He pulled the blanket back and slid his hand carefully up the inside of her thigh. She was hot to the touch. The skin was tacky in a way and as his fingers moved higher the wetness got thicker, almost gummy, smeared across the inside of both thighs. She also wasn’t wearing underwear.

He stared down at her in the dim light and tried to make it make sense. Maybe she’d taken them off because she got too warm. Maybe she’d had too much to drink and had an accident. Maybe she’d gone to the bathroom and forgotten to put them back on. People did that. Drunk people did that all the time.

His fingers were still on her thigh. He moved them, just slightly, dragging the pad of his thumb through the slickness. It came away on his skin in a thin glaze. He brought his hand up to his face slowly, almost without deciding to, and held his thumb under his nose. He didn’t recognize the smell.

Kaylee shifted in her sleep and made a soft sound and rolled toward him, one bare thigh hooking out from under the blanket. He stared at the inside of it. He could see the wetness on her skin now that he was looking for it, glossy in the low light, drying in streaks.  He had no idea what it was and it kept him up a while as he lay next to her in bed.

***

She woke late the next morning with sun on her face and a dull throb behind her eyes. Not the worst hangover she’d had. Not the best either. She lay there for a minute. Mouth dry. Head heavy. A pleasant soreness lower down.

The bathroom door opened and Carson came out toweling his hair.

“Hey,” he said. “You alive?”

“Mmm. Mostly.”

“You had a night.”

She laughed, then winced and pressed her palm to her forehead. “Don’t make me laugh.”

“You want coffee?”

“In a minute.”

He sat down on the edge of the bed and pushed her hair back from her temple. The gesture was so gentle and so familiar that for a second she almost felt steady. Then his fingers traced the line of her jaw and she had a flash, sudden and full color, of Andre’s hand on her face in the parking lot, his thumb at the corner of her mouth. Her stomach tightened. She felt herself smile, big and dumb and a little drunk-feeling even though the alcohol was hours gone.

“Did you have a good time?”

“Yeah,” she said.“Yeah, it was great.”

“Good.”

He was quiet for a second. She closed her eyes and started to drift again, thinking the conversation was over.

“Hey, weird question.”

“Mmm.”

“When I put you in bed last night you weren’t wearing any underwear.”

Her eyes opened.

She didn’t move. She didn’t speak. She just looked at him.

And the whole night came back at once. Standing in the parking lot with her back against the van. Andre’s hand under her dress. Stepping out of her panties because he’d told her to and balling them up in her fist because there was nowhere else to put them. Climbing into the back of the van. The way the metal floor had been cold against her knees before it wasn’t cold anymore.

Her face went hot. She could feel the blush spreading down her neck and across her chest, and she knew he could see it.

“I, um.”

She didn’t know what to say. There wasn’t anything to say. She opened her mouth and closed it.

Carson was watching her face.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you. I just thought maybe you had an accident or something. I know that used to happen when you got a little too tipsy.”

She let out a small nervous laugh. It came out higher than her normal laugh. “I, yeah, I think I, um.”

“Hey.”

She looked at him.

“It’s okay. You don’t have to say anything. Forget I asked. Sorry I brought it up.”

She nodded slowly.

“I’ll go make coffee.”

He kissed her forehead and got up off the bed. She heard him move down the hallway and start down the stairs.

She lay there in the sunlight with her heart pounding, the blanket pulled up to her chin, and stared at the ceiling. She could still feel the imprint of the van floor on her knees. She pressed her thighs together under the covers and felt the soreness flare and fade.

She turned her face into the pillow.

She was smiling.
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“You’re going again.”

Carson said it flatly, not quite a question. He stood in the doorway of the bathroom, toothbrush loose in his hand, watching her reflection in the mirror. Kaylee didn’t look up from her makeup. She was bent close to the glass, mouth slightly open, dragging a brush through her lashes with the kind of concentration she usually reserved for nothing at all.

“Yeah,” she said. “Melissa’s been texting me all week.”

“It’s Thursday.”

“So?”

“You said last time was a Saturday thing.”

She shrugged one shoulder. The strap of her dress slipped. She let it hang there for a beat before hooking it back with her thumb. “They go every Thursday too. It’s not a big deal.”

Carson leaned against the doorframe. He didn’t say anything else. She could feel his eyes on her back, tracking the line of her spine down to where the dress ended.

The dress was new.

She’d bought it that afternoon after work, alone, the kind of impulse purchase she’d never made before in her life. Black. Short. Lower cut than anything she’d worn in public since her wedding reception. The fabric clung to her hips and thighs like it had been poured over her body, and when she’d tried it on in the dressing room and turned to look at herself from behind, the hem stopped three inches below the curve of her ass.

She’d bought it without checking the price.

“You look different,” Carson said.

That made her turn around. “What do you mean?”

“I don’t know. Just different.” His eyes moved down her body and back up. “Nice dress.”

“Thanks.”

“Is it new?”

“I’ve had it a while.” The lie came out smoothly, no hesitation. She turned back to the mirror and pressed her lips together to even out the gloss. In the glass she could see him behind her, still watching, and something about the way he stood there made her feel a sharp little stab of irritation.

He looked so harmless.

So unsuspecting.

She thought about Andre’s hands on her hips. The way he’d held her face still and kissed her until her knees gave out. The stretch of him inside her, the deep wet pulse of his cum flooding her belly. Her thighs pressed together under the vanity and she felt the heat flare between them, a sudden flush of wetness against her panties that made her breath catch.

“You okay?” Carson asked.

“Fine. Just excited to go out.”

“Have fun. Don’t wake me up when you get home.”

She smiled at him in the mirror. “I won’t.”

The bar was louder than she remembered. Or maybe she was just quieter. She stood near the entrance for a long moment, letting the bass shake through her shoes and up into her chest, and watched the room move. The same men lined the walls. The same women bent over the pool table. The same thick haze of sweat and perfume and spilled beer hanging in the air like fog.

But she wasn’t the same woman who’d walked in here a week ago.

That woman had been scared. That woman had hidden in the corners and flinched when men looked at her. That woman had needed Melissa to drag her onto the dance floor and needed three drinks before she stopped shaking.

Kaylee walked into the center of the room like she owned it.

Heads turned. She felt them, one after another, men pausing mid-conversation to watch her pass. She’d worn heels this time, high ones that made her hips sway in a way she’d practiced in front of the bedroom mirror that afternoon while Carson was still at work. The dress pulled tight across her chest with every step. Her thighs brushed together under the hem and she could feel the air on them, the bare heat of her own skin, and she didn’t pull the dress down.

She didn’t want to.

A man she didn’t recognize stepped into her path. Tall, broad-shouldered, with a shaved head and a gold chain glinting against his dark chest.

“You new here?”

Kaylee smiled. “I’ve been here before.”

“I would’ve remembered you.”

“Would you?”

“Oh yeah.”

She let him buy her a drink. Then another man bought her a drink. Then a third. She danced with all of them, not one at a time but in rotation, moving from body to body like she was sampling a buffet. Hands found her waist and stayed there. Hands found her ass and she didn’t push them away. She ground back against whoever was behind her and let whoever was in front of her press close and watched their faces change when they realized she wasn’t going to stop them.

The attention was intoxicating. It pooled in her stomach like warm liquor and spread outward until her whole body felt swollen with it. She was wanted here. Desired. She was the thing in the room that every man wanted to touch, and they were all watching her, all waiting for their turn, and she could feel their eyes on her like a second skin.

And through the crowd, across the room, standing near the bar with his drink forgotten in his hand, Andre watched.

She saw him.

She saw him the whole time.

He didn’t approach her. He just stood there, jaw tight, eyes tracking her through the crowd while she danced with other men. Every time she glanced over she caught him staring. Every time she let some stranger’s hands slide lower on her hips she watched his expression darken.

Good, she thought. Let him watch.

Melissa appeared at her elbow sometime after eleven, flushed and sweating, a drink sloshing in her hand.

“Oh my god, look at you.”

“What?”

“You’re a different person. I’ve never seen you like this.”

Kaylee laughed. It came out louder than she meant it to, a little wild.
“Maybe I’ve always been like this.”

“Girl, if you’ve always been like this you’ve been hiding it way too long. That Jamaican guy has been staring at you for an hour.”

“I know.”

“Wait, is that him? The one from last week?”

Kaylee didn’t answer. She just smiled and let the man behind her spin her around and pull her back against his chest. His hands settled on her stomach, fingers spread wide, and she felt the hard ridge of his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. Not as big as Andre. She could tell already. Nothing was.

She closed her eyes and imagined it anyway.

Andre’s voice cut through the music.

“We need ta talk.”

She opened her eyes. He was standing right there, three feet away, his face tight with something she’d never seen on a man before. Jealousy, real and hot and barely controlled. It made her stomach flip.

She raised her eyebrows. “Do we?”

“Ous'side. Now.”

The man behind her tensed. “Ey, mon, we dancin' 'ere.”

Andre didn’t even look at him. His eyes stayed locked on Kaylee’s face, dark and intense, and she felt the weight of his stare like a hand pressing down on her chest.

“You want me to leave?” she asked, her voice dripping innocence. “I was having fun.”

“Ous'side.”

She let the pause stretch. Let him wait. Let him watch her press back against the other man one more time, slow and deliberate, her ass grinding against the stranger’s cock while Andre’s jaw clenched so tight she could see the muscle jump in his cheek.

Then she stepped away.

“Poor baby,” she said, soft so only he could hear. “You don’t like sharing?”

He grabbed her wrist. Not hard, but not gentle either. His fingers circled the small bones of her wrist and he pulled her through the crowd toward the side door, and she let him, her heels clicking fast on the sticky floor, her pulse hammering in her throat. The door banged open and cold air hit her skin and then they were outside in the alley behind the bar.

Dark. Narrow. Dumpsters against one wall, a single yellow bulb flickering above the door. The music was muffled out here, reduced to a dull throb that she felt more than heard.

He pushed her back against the brick.

“What ya doin in dere?”

“Dancing.”

“Ya know watta mean.”

She tilted her head and looked up at him through her lashes. “I don’t think I do. Maybe you should explain it to me.”

“Dos men. Touchin' ya. Ya lettin' dem put dere han's all over ya like ya some kinna...”

“Some kind of what?”

He didn’t answer. His chest was rising and falling hard under his shirt and she could smell him, sweat and cologne and the faint sweetness of rum on his breath, and the smell of him hit her right between the legs. She pressed her thighs together and felt how wet she was, how ready.

“You jealous,” she said.

“I not jealous.”

“You are. You’re standing here in an alley about to lose your mind because you watched me dance with other men.” She reached up and ran one finger down the center of his chest. “That’s so sweet.”

“I don’ share.”

“Poor baby,” she said again, drawing the words out. “You think I’m yours?”

He grabbed her hips and pulled her against him. His cock was already hard, thick and heavy through his jeans, pressing into her belly exactly where she remembered it. She whimpered. She didn’t mean to. The sound just slipped out, small and desperate, and she saw the corner of his mouth twitch.

“Ya still want dis.”

She pushed him back. Not hard, but to make space between them, and then she was sinking down, her knees hitting the dirty asphalt of the alley, the cold grit of it pressing into her skin through the thin fabric of her dress. She didn’t care. She didn’t care about any of it. The only thing she cared about was getting her hands on his belt.

“What ya doin'?”

“What does it look like?”

She got the belt open. The button. The zipper. Her fingers were shaking but not from nerves. From hunger. She pulled his jeans down over his hips and his cock sprang free, thick and dark and already slick at the tip, and she stared at it for a second. It was bigger than she remembered. Bigger than she’d imagined in bed every night that week while Carson slept beside her and she touched herself under the covers thinking about the stretch of it inside her.

She leaned forward and ran her tongue up the underside from base to tip.

He hissed through his teeth.

The taste of him was clean, salty, faintly bitter at the tip where a bead of precum had already formed. She licked it away and looked up at him, her lips still pressed against the head of his cock, and watched his face change. The jealousy was still there, but it was mixed with something else now. Something helpless and then she took him into her mouth.

The first inch was easy. The second was harder. By the third her jaw was already aching and she was only halfway down his shaft, her lips stretched wide around his thickness, spit already pooling under her tongue. She pulled back and pushed forward again, taking him deeper this time, and felt her throat flutter against the head of him.

“Shit,” he breathed.
“Shit, gyal.”

She did it again. And again. She found a rhythm, slow and wet, her head bobbing in his lap while her spit ran down his shaft and dripped onto the asphalt between her knees. She let it get messy. She let herself drool. Thick strings of saliva connected her mouth to his cock every time she pulled back, and she didn’t wipe them away. She wanted to be covered in him. She wanted to be filthy.

Her hand slid up under her dress. She wasn’t wearing panties. She hadn’t worn any. She’d left the house without them on purpose, thinking about this moment, thinking about his hands and his mouth and his cock, and now she was here with her fingers sliding through her own wetness while she choked on him in a dirty alley behind a bar.

Her clit was swollen, aching. She circled it with two fingers, slow, matching the rhythm of her mouth. The pleasure built in layers, one on top of the other, his cock in her throat and her fingers on her clit and the cold brick against her back and the distant throb of the music and the filthy wet sounds of her mouth working him over.

His voice was strained, “on ya knees in de dirt. Dis what ya wan'? Dis why ya come back?”

She couldn’t answer. Her mouth was too full. She nodded and moaned into his cock.

He grabbed her hair to hold her still. He started fucking her mouth then, slow thrusts that pushed him deeper than she could take him on her own, and she gagged around him and didn’t pull away. Her eyes watered. Spit ran down her chin. Her fingers worked faster between her legs.
“Ya gon' come?”

She moaned around his cock. It vibrated through him and he groaned and thrust deeper.

“Do it. Come on ya fingahs while I in ya' mout'.”

The order pushed her over. Her body seized, cunt clenching around her own fingers, and the orgasm rolled through her in a long hot wave while she choked on his cock. She couldn’t breathe. She didn’t care. She kept rubbing herself through it, kept sucking him through it, kept her mouth open and wet and willing while he held her head in his hands and fucked her throat.

He was close. She could feel it. His cock got harder, thicker, the veins standing out against her tongue. His breathing went ragged. His grip on her hair tightened.

She pulled off. He groaned, a broken sound, and she wrapped her hand around him and pumped fast, aiming him at her face. She wanted it there. She wanted to wear it.

The first shot hit her cheek, thick and hot and white. The second hit her mouth, streaking across her lips and dripping down her chin. The third hit her dress, somewhere near her collarbone, and the fourth and fifth landed lower, splashing across the black fabric in long ropes that stood out stark against the dark material.

She kept pumping until he was empty, until his cock stopped pulsing in her hand and he sagged back against the wall behind him, chest heaving.
She knelt there in the alley with his cum dripping down her face and her dress and felt something inside her break open and bloom.

He looked down at her.
“Ya crazy.”

She smiled up at him, cum on her lips, cum in her hair, cum soaking into the front of her new dress.
“Maybe.”

He pulled his jeans up and fastened his belt. He didn’t offer her a hand up. He just stood there looking at her like she was something he’d never seen before, something he didn’t have words for. Then he shook his head and walked back inside, letting the door swing shut behind him and leaving her alone in the alley with the flickering light and the dumpsters and the cold drying mess on her skin.
She wiped at it with the back of her hand and it smeared across her knuckles. Her knees were scraped from the asphalt. Her throat was raw. The front of her dress looked like someone had dripped candle wax all over it, white streaks staining the black fabric, crusting already at the edges.

She stood up slowly, legs shaking. The panic hit about thirty seconds later.

Inside, the bar was just as loud and just as crowded, but she couldn’t see any of it anymore. She pushed through the crowd with her head down, one hand clamped over the worst of the stains on her chest, and found Melissa near the bathrooms.

“Hey, where’d you...”

She pulled Melissa into the women’s room and locked the door behind them. The fluorescent light was harsh and unforgiving, and in the mirror she saw herself clearly for the first time since she’d gone outside.

Her mascara was smeared. Her lip gloss was gone. Her hair was tangled in the back where Andre had grabbed it. And her dress.

“Oh my god,” Melissa breathed. “What happened?”

“What does it look like?”

“Did he...cum on your dress?”

“Everywhere. It’s fucking everywhere. Look at me.”

Melissa grabbed a handful of paper towels and ran them under the sink. She started dabbing at the stains on Kaylee’s dress, but the cum had already started to dry, and the paper towels just smeared it around and left little white flecks stuck to the fabric.

“You need soap.”

“Soap isn’t going to fix this.”

“It’s dark fabric. Once it dries you won’t even be able to see it.”

Kaylee stared at herself in the mirror. Her face was still streaked, the residue tacky on her cheeks. She wet a paper towel and scrubbed at her skin until it was pink and raw, and when she looked again her face was clean. But her dress.

“I can’t go home like this.”

“Yes you can. It’s late. Carson’s probably asleep already. You walk in quiet, take the dress off, throw it in the hamper. He’ll never know.”

She gripped the edge of the sink and stared at her reflection, at the woman in the mirror with the ruined dress and the scraped knees and the throat sore from being fucked.

That woman was her. That woman had knelt in an alley and let a stranger come on her face. That woman had loved every second of it.

“He’s going to know,” she whispered.

“He’s not going to know. Men don’t notice anything. You think my boyfriend notices when I come home? Half the time he’s passed out on the couch with his hand in a bag of chips.”

Kaylee laughed shakily. It came out a little hysterical.

“I just need to get home.”

“Then let’s get you home.”

The house was dark when Melissa’s car pulled into the driveway. Kaylee sat in the passenger seat for a long moment, staring at the front door, her stomach churning.

“You good?” Melissa asked.

“Yeah. Thanks for the ride.”

“Text me tomorrow.”

Kaylee slipped through the front door as quietly as she could. The living room was empty. The TV was off. She could hear the faint hum of the refrigerator from the kitchen and nothing else. She stepped out of her heels in the entryway and walked barefoot across the cold floor, the hem of her stained dress brushing her thighs with every step.

Upstairs, the bedroom door was half open.

Carson was in bed, his back to the door, the covers pulled up to his shoulder. His breathing was slow and even. Asleep.

She let out a breath she didn’t know she’d been holding.

In the bathroom she peeled the dress off over her head and stood there in the harsh light in just her bra, staring at the white streaks that had dried stiff and crusty across the black fabric. She bunched the dress up into a tight ball and shoved it to the bottom of the hamper in the corner, then piled towels on top of it.

Then she looked at herself in the mirror. Her thighs were sticky with her own wetness and the residue of his cum, smeared and drying in streaks. There was a bruise forming on the inside of her right wrist where Andre had grabbed her and pulled her through the bar.

Kaylee ran her fingers over the bruise and felt nothing but a slow warm pulse between her legs.

She washed herself quickly, hands shaking, cold washcloth scrubbing at her thighs and her belly and the spaces between her fingers. She brushed her teeth. She gargled mouthwash. She smeared moisturizer on her face and rubbed it in until she looked like herself again, or close enough.

When she climbed into bed, Carson stirred.

“Hey,” he mumbled. “You’re back.”

“Go back to sleep.”

“Had a good time?”

“Mhm.”

He rolled toward her, one arm reaching across the mattress, and his hand found her hip under the covers. She was wearing one of his old t-shirts, nothing else. His fingers traced the edge of the hem and then slid lower, brushing across the bare skin of her thigh.

“You feel warm,” he said.

“I was dancing.”

His hand moved higher. His fingers found the slick heat between her legs and she tensed, but he just made a small sound in his throat, pleased and sleepy.

“You’re wet.”

She closed her eyes. “Sweat. It was so hot.”

She rolled toward him, one hand pushing up under his shirt and tracing the lines of his chest. He was already getting hard, his cock pressing against her thigh through his boxers, and she reached down and freed him with a practiced motion that didn’t require thought. He groaned when she touched him.

She stroked him slowly, mechanically. Her hand moved in a rhythm she knew by heart, the same rhythm she’d used a thousand times in this bed with this man, and her body responded the way it was supposed to. Her hips shifted. Her legs parted. He rolled on top of her and pushed inside and she made the sound she always made, a small breathy gasp that he liked.

But behind her closed eyes she wasn’t here. She was back in the alley. Back on her knees. Back with Andre’s cock in her mouth and his cum on her face and the hard asphalt digging into her skin. She saw his face above her, jaw tight, eyes dark. She felt the stretch of him in her throat. The weight of him on her tongue.

Carson moved inside her, steady and familiar, and she wrapped her legs around his waist and let him fuck her while she thought about another man’s cock.

“You’re quiet tonight,” he said.

“Uh huh.”

“You feel good.”

"Mm."

She was trying to concentrate on being somewhere else. Turning her face into the pillow and biting down on the fabric. He was close. She could tell from his breathing, the way his rhythm got shorter and more urgent. She tightened around him deliberately, squeezing, and he groaned and spilled inside her.

He collapsed onto her, breathing hard, his face buried in her neck. She lay there under his weight and stared at the ceiling and felt nothing.

“I love you,” he said into her skin.

“I love you too.” Her words were tired.

He rolled off her and was asleep within minutes, his breathing deepening into the slow rhythm she knew so well. She lay beside him in the dark, his cum leaking out of her and onto the sheets, and thought about the dress at the bottom of the hamper.

She waited until his breathing was steady. Then she slipped out of bed and padded barefoot to the bathroom.

The light was blinding when she flicked it on. She sat on the toilet and stared at the hamper in the corner. The dress was buried under towels, invisible, but she knew it was there. She could almost smell it through the fabric of the towels, the faint musk of Andre’s cum drying into the fibers.

She finished and washed her hands and went back to bed.

Carson woke again to the sound of the toilet flushing.

He lay there in the dark, drifting somewhere between sleep and waking, and listened to the water run in the bathroom sink. The door opened. Footsteps crossed the carpet. The mattress dipped as Kaylee climbed back into bed beside him.

He waited until her breathing steadied. Then he opened his eyes fully.

The ceiling was dark. The clock on his nightstand said 2:47 AM. He was restless, thirsty, his mouth dry from the beer he’d had before bed, and the sex, and the heavy sleep he’d been pulled out of. Twice. Once when she’d gotten home, and then again after they had sex.

He lay there for another minute, listening to her breathe, and then he got up careful and slow so he wouldn’t wake her.

In the kitchen he filled a glass from the tap and drank it standing at the sink, staring out the dark window at the backyard.

He stopped at the bathroom before going back to bed and looked at the hamper before flushing.

It was nothing. Just a wicker basket in the corner, half full of dirty clothes. But something about it pulled at him. The way the clothes were settled with towels on top. He hadn't heard the shower so why were the towels on top?

He lifted them out one by one and set them on the floor. Underneath was a tangle of yoga pants and a blouse from earlier in the week. And then, underneath that, her dress.

His fingers closed around the fabric and he pulled it out slowly, holding it up in the dim bathroom light. It was black and short and cut lower than anything she’d ever worn before. He didn’t recognize it. She’d told him she’d had it for a while but he knew that she’d lied.

The front of the dress was stained. He brought it closer. The stains were pale, almost white, crusted in places and smeared in others. They started near the neckline and ran downward in streaks that had dried stiff and rough against the fabric. He rubbed one of them between his thumb and forefinger.

He lifted the dress to his face. The smell was faint. Not cologne. Not sweat. Something else.

He stood there in the bathroom holding the dress and breathing through his nose. Then he folded it, carefully, creasing it along the seams the way she always folded her clothes before putting them away. He set it back at the bottom of the hamper. He placed the blouse on top, and the yoga pants, and the towels exactly the way they’d been.

He turned off the light and walked back to the bedroom.

Kaylee was still asleep, curled on her side with one arm tucked under the pillow. Her breathing was slow and even. She looked peaceful. She looked like the woman he’d married. He climbed into bed beside her and lay on his back.

The ceiling was dark.
He didn’t sleep.


3

Three weeks since that first night. Three weeks of tight dresses and sticky floors and the bass thrumming through her chest like a second heartbeat. Kaylee no longer hesitated. She no longer needed Melissa to drag her onto the dance floor. She no longer needed anything except the weight of male eyes on her body and the slow burn of the anticipation and their hunger.

This was a house party on a Saturday night. The parking lot already crowded, vans and sedans and mud-spattered farm trucks parked at careless angles under the yellow lights. Music spilled from the open doors. She stepped out of her car and tugged the hem of her dress down.

The dress was red this time. Not dark red. Not burgundy. Bright, screaming, look-at-me red. It clung to her like wet silk, thin straps cutting over her shoulders, neckline plunging deep to show the inner curve of her breasts. The slight pudge of her belly that she was no longer self-conscious about. The constant stream of eyes up and down her body helped with that.
The hem stopped so high she'd had to check three times in the bedroom mirror that she wasn't flashing her fluorescent pink panties to the entire room. She wasn't. Not yet. But one wrong move, one bend at the waist, and anyone watching would get an eyeful.

She wasn't entirely sure she would care if they did.

Melissa was already inside, texted her, get in here bitch. Kaylee smiled at her phone and walked toward the door. Men loitered outside smoking. They stopped talking when she passed. She felt their stares on her bare thighs and didn't acknowledge them. They called to her, random words of various connotations. She walked right by and knew they would keep looking until she was out of sight.

Inside, the heat hit hard. Sweat, perfume, alcohol, the faint skunky undertone of weed wafting in from the back corner where a door was propped open. The place was packed, bodies pressed shoulder to shoulder, the makeshift dance floor a mass of movement under strobe-colored lights.

One by one, men noticed her. She watched their conversations stall, their drinks pause halfway to their mouths, their eyes travel down her body and back up. The red dress did exactly what she'd wanted it to do. It made her impossible to ignore.

A hand landed on her shoulder. Melissa, flushed and grinning, her third rum punch already sloshing in her other hand.

"Oh my god."

"What?"

"That dress is amazing."

Kaylee laughed and took the drink Melissa shoved at her. "It's just a dress."

"It's body paint. It's red body paint." Melissa grabbed her arm and pulled her deeper into the room. "Every man in here just forgot who he came with."

Good. That was the point.

They pushed toward the makeshift bar. Kaylee knocked back half her drink in one swallow, the rum burning sweet down her throat and settling warm in her stomach. The music shifted into something with a heavier bass line and she felt it in her teeth. She let her hips start moving, just a little, just a sway, while she scanned the room.

Andre was sitting across the room. He was watching her.

He'd been watching her since the moment she walked in, she could tell. His jaw was tight, the muscle jumping in his cheek the way it did when he was angry. There were two other women near him, she recognized from other parties, but he wasn't looking at them.

Kaylee smiled. She raised her glass in his direction, a tiny mocking salute, and then turned deliberately away.

Melissa leaned close. "That Jamaican guy is staring at you again."

"I know."

"You gonna go talk to him?"

"Maybe." Her voice sounded devilish. "I want to dance first."

She moved into the dancing crowd and it swallowed her. Hands found her almost immediately. A dark-skinned man in a sleeveless shirt who pulled her against his chest and ground his hips into her ass. A shorter man with cornrows who slid in front of her and pressed close, his thigh sliding between hers. She let them sandwich her. She let their hands wander up her stomach and down her thighs. She closed her eyes and moved to the music and let herself dissolve into the heat and the pressure and the attention.

This was the part she craved. Not the sex, exactly. The wanting. The being wanted. The knowledge that every man in the room was looking at her, imagining her, wishing they were the ones pressed against her body.

She opened her eyes and looked across the room.

Andre had moved closer. He stood at the edge of the crowd now, arms crossed over his chest, eyes locked on her. The jealousy rolled off him in visible waves.

She smiled at him and ground her ass back harder against the man behind her. Bending over so her hips jutted her ass back against his waist.

The song ended. Another started. She danced with three different men before she felt the heavy hand land on her shoulder.

"We need ta talk." Andre's voice was low and tight.

She turned slowly, making him wait, looking up at him through her lashes. "Do we?"

"Don' play games."

"I'm not playing anything. I'm dancing." She gestured at the men around her. "You're the one interrupting."

His nostrils flared. He grabbed her wrist, and she felt the heat of his grip sink through her skin. She didn't pull away. She just looked at him, calm, almost bored.

"You want ta come ous'side."

"Do I?"

"Ka'lee."

She reached up with her free hand and patted his chest. Soft. Almost maternal. The condescension dripped from the gesture like honey.

"When I'm done, grumpy boy."

His grip tightened. She saw something flicker in his eyes. Confusion, maybe. Or the first edge of understanding that he wasn't in control anymore.

"If you're nice," she said. "You'll just have to be a good boy over there at the table and wait to see."

She pulled her wrist free and turned her back on him.

Melissa was at her elbow a moment later, eyes wide. "Holy shit. What was that?"

"Nothing."

"He looked like he wanted to kill you."

"He looked like he wanted to fuck me. Same thing." Kaylee smirked and stretched her arms over her head, shook her hips and a swarm of men surrounded her. She swayed back and forth until the song ended and the DJ took a break.

"Drink?" She looked at Melissa and smiled.

Kaylee pushed through the crowd for another drink. She could feel Andre's eyes on her back the whole way. The anger was there. The shock. And underneath it, she knew, the hunger. He'd be back. They always came back.

She made another rum punch and leaned against the counter. The music pounded. Men stopped by, offered to get her drinks, pursued her, drawn in by the red dress, the confidence and the scent of availability she'd learned to wear like perfume. She let them make her drinks. She let them talk to her. She smiled and laughed and touched their arms and they all thought they had a chance.

And then she saw him.

Not overly tall. Shorter than Andre by a few inches, which put him barely above her own height. But built. Christ, built. His shoulders were wide as a doorframe, his chest thick and solid under a sweat-stained tank top, his arms corded with the kind of muscles that came from working outside all day and into the evening. His hands were enormous. His skin was dark and his face was broad and quiet and watchful.

He stood near a doorway, one hip cocked against it, a bottle of beer loose in his grip. He wasn't dancing. He wasn't laughing. He was just watching the room with a stillness that felt almost predatory.

He caught her looking.

She didn't look away. Neither did he.

Melissa followed her gaze. "Who's that?"

"I don't know."

"He's built like an Ox."

"Yeah."

"Cock probably just as big," Melissa laughed.

Kaylee smiled. "Mmhmm."
She didn't even realize when she bit her lip.

She made him wait though. She finished her drink. She chatted with a thin, wiry guy who told her how amazing she looked in that dress. She waited out one more song. A group of women took the floor and formed into their circle and shrieked along with the chorus. She took her time eye-fucking the Ox-man.

When she finally moved toward him, he was staring at her as if nobody else was in the room.

"You been staring at me all night," she said.

"Yuh star' ah mi too." His voice was deep and slow and carried an accent similar to Andre's but thicker, harder to parse.

"Maybe." She tilted her head. "What's your name?"

"Dey caw mi RayRay."

"RayRay?" She tried it out. The name felt good in her mouth. "You work up at the farms?"

"Veg-e-tab-le fields. Eas' si'e."

"Hard work?"

He shrugged. The movement made his shoulders shift in a way that made her stomach tighten. "I dun' min' it."

"I'm Kaylee."

"I know."

She raised an eyebrow. "Oh, how do you know?"

He gestured vaguely toward the bar. "E'ry mon talkin' 'bout yuh. De one'n de tight dress."

She felt a flush creep up her neck.
"Yeah? What else do they say?"

"Dey say yuh a baddie. Dey say yuh jus' runnin' through us poh' Jamaicans foh yuh fun."

"Yeah?"

"Dey as'so say yuh love de Jamaican cock."

Her breath caught. She hadn't expected him to be that direct. The bluntness of it landed between her legs. She pressed her thighs together and felt how wet she already was, just from the way he was looking at her.

"Maybe I do," she said.

"May yuh wan' dance. See where dat ges'yuh."

It wasn't a question. She nodded anyway.

He set his beer down and stepped toward her. His hand found her waist and she realized how much bigger it was than she'd thought. His fingers spanned from her hip to her ribs, the heat of his palm sinking through the thin fabric of her dress. He pulled her against him and she felt the solid wall of his chest, the thick slab of his stomach, and lower, pressing against her belly, something that made her breath stop entirely.

RayRay moved her into the rhythm of the music. He wasn't a graceful dancer. He didn't need to be. He just planted his feet and held her hips and let her grind against him, and with every roll of her pelvis she felt that thick weight shift and settle and press harder against her.

Her mouth was dry. "You're..."

"What?"

"Nothing."

He smiled. It was the first time she'd seen him smile, and it changed his whole face. "Yuh feel dat?"

She nodded.

"Yuh wan' feel more?"

She nodded again.

His hand found hers. He pulled her through the crowd toward the back exit, the one that led out past the bathrooms, through the smoke of weed and into the dark space behind the bar. She stumbled on her heels and he caught her, one arm wrapping around her waist and lifting her like she weighed nothing. Then they were outside and the cold air hit her flushed skin.

He didn't stop at the alley wall. He kept walking, pulling her past the dumpsters and the parked vans and the yellow pools of light from the bar's back windows.

"Where are we going?"

"Mi room."

Her stomach dropped.

The guy's rooms were infamous. The long low buildings out past the edge of the main house. It's where the seasonal workers slept, rows of tiny rooms with thin walls and shared bathrooms and the constant smell of men living in close quarters. Women went there sometimes. Women who wanted to disappear for a while.

She could have said no. She could have pulled her hand free and walked back to the house and called Melissa for a ride home. She was married. She had a husband asleep in their bed. She had a life outside of this.

She didn't say no. She didn't want to.

She followed him, her heels crunching on the loose stones, her hand still clasped in his enormous one. When they got to the building RayRay pushed through the door and pulled her inside.

The hallway was narrow. Doors lined both sides, most of them closed. Behind one she heard a television. Behind another, low voices. Behind a third, a rhythmic creaking that she recognized immediately and that made her face go hot. RayRay led her to his room, the last one on the left.

He pushed the door open and pulled her inside. The room was small. Very small. A single bed against one wall, neatly made. A dresser with a hot plate on top. A tiny window that looked out onto darkness. A bare bulb overhead that he didn't turn on. The light from the hallway was enough.

He kicked the door closed behind her. The door clicked shut. The sound of it made her entire body tense in anticipation.

Then, before she could do or say anything, his mouth was on hers.

Not gentle. Not asking. He kissed her like he was starving and she was the first food he'd seen in days. His tongue pushed into her mouth, and she opened for it without hesitation, her hands climbing his chest and fisting in his tank top. He tasted like beer and salt and something dark and slightly sweet, and the taste of him made her dizzy.

His hands moved down her body. They slid over her ass and cupped her through the dress, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp into his mouth. The dress rode up and she could feel the air on her skin. She knew her ass was exposed and the bright pink panties were visible, but none of that mattered anymore.
Then RayRay's hands moved lower, hooking under her thighs, and he lifted her. She wrapped her legs around his waist without thinking, her back pressing against the door, her dress riding up further around her hips.

His fingers found her cunt, slipping between the thin fabric covering her heated slit, and she moaned into his mouth.

"Yuh wet," he murmured against her lips. "Wet fuh mi already."

"Uh huh," she breathed. The word came out breathy and full.

"Yuh lyk'it?"

"I want to feel it."
Her words pressed into his lips between kisses. His big, beautiful lips devoured hers and she wanted more. She wanted more of everything.

He pulled back to look at her face. His expression was different now. Still hungry, but a sheen of cockiness over top of it. He could read her, that despite her dress and the way every man wanted her, she wanted him just as bad.

"Yuh sure yuh can han'le it? Such a l'ttle ting yuh are."

She nodded, her voice trying to reassure him instead of picking up on his condescending tone. "I'm sure."

He carried her to the bed and dropped her onto it. The mattress was thin and hard. He stood over her, huge even in the dim light from under the door. He pulled his tank top off over his head. His chest was thick with muscle, his stomach flat and hard.

She reached for his belt. Her fingers were shaking. She got it open, got the button, got the zipper. She pulled his jeans down over his hips and his cock sprang free.

She stopped breathing. Almost let out a laugh at how surprised she was.

Andre had been big. Bigger than anything she had ever seen in person. Bigger than her husband by a mile. But this?

The length was long. Maybe even twice as long. But the thickness. The girth. It was heavy in a way that defied comparison, thick as her wrist, thick as something that had no business entering a human body. The head was blunt and dark and already slick. Veins stood out along the shaft.

"Oh my god," she whispered.

He didn't say anything. He just stood there and let her look.

"Can I...?" She reached out before he answered, not sure if he ever did.

Her fingers closed around him. They didn't meet. They didn't come close to meeting. The skin was hot and soft over the hardness underneath, and she felt the weight of it in her palm, the impossible heft of it, and something between her legs clenched so hard it was almost painful.

"I don't know if it's going to fit."

His hand closed over hers, adjusting her grip. "It'll fit. It always fit."

She looked up at him. "You've done this before?"
She realized after she said it how stupid of a question it was, but she was too distracted by the massive size of his cock to say anything.

"Once'a'twice." He smiled.
"Dey always worry at first. Den dey love it."

She believed him.

His hands found the hem of her dress and pulled it up over her head. The red fabric slid off her body and he tossed it aside. She lay back on the bed in just her strapless bra, her chest rising and falling fast, and her pink panties barely holding on as her thighs were slick with her own wetness.

He unhooked her bra. He pulled it away and his eyes moved down her body, over her breasts, her stomach, the playfully pink panties.

"Take dem off," he said plainly, an order more than a request.

Kaylee slipped them off quickly and tossed them to some random corner of the room.

His hand moved between her legs. One thick finger pushed inside her and she gasped. Then two. The stretch was immediate, her body opening around the width of his fingers while he worked them in and out in a slow steady rhythm.

"Gotten stretch yuh," he said. "Make it easy."

"I don't care about easy." Her voice came out rough, desperate. "I want it."

He added a third finger. She whimpered. Her hips were already moving, grinding down against his hand, chasing the pressure. He curled his fingers inside her and found a spot that made her back arch off the bed.

"Dere ya go. Dat duh spot yuh lyk?"

"Fffffuck! Yes! Right there."
She was nearly out of breath already. His fingers were so thick, she thought a single digit might have been as thick as Carson's entire dick.

He worked her open. His thumb found her clit and circled it with the same unhurried rhythm. The pleasure built in layers, one on top of the other, his thick fingers stretching her cunt and his other hand held her hip down against the mattress.

She heard herself making sounds she'd never made before. High and breathy and pleading. She was begging, actual words spilling out of her mouth between gasps, "Please, please, I'm ready, I need it, please."

He pulled his fingers out and her cunt clenched on nothing, aching, empty.

"Roll over," he said.

"What?"

"On ya knees."

She obeyed. She rolled onto her stomach and pushed up onto her hands and knees, her ass in the air, her face pressed into the thin pillow. The position felt vulnerable in a way she wasn't used to. Exposed. She couldn't see him, couldn't see what he was doing, and the not-knowing made her pulse hammer in her throat.

She felt the bed shift as he climbed on behind her. She felt his thighs brushing against the inside of hers, spreading her wider. She felt the blunt hot head of his cock pressing against her pussy.

She inhaled.

He pushed.

The first inch stole the breath right back out of her. The stretch was immense, bigger than anything she'd ever felt, her body struggling to accommodate the sheer width of him. She heard herself make a sound that was almost a sob.

She tried to relax. God, she tried. Her hands fisted in the sheets and her jaw clenched and she focused on letting go, on opening, on surrendering. He pushed another inch and the stretch became something else, something that bordered on pain and then tipped over into pleasure so sharp it made her eyes water.

"Oh fuck," she gasped. "Oh fuck, oh fuck."
Her mouth dropped open and no sound came out. Her face was strained. Tense. Red. A broken screech finally clawed its way out of her throat, and she shut her eyes tight, driving her forehead into the pillow.

Another inch. Another. She felt herself splitting open around him, her insides forming themselves to fit his shape, every nerve ending blazing. By the time his hips pressed flush against her ass she'd forgotten how to speak. She'd forgotten her own name.

He held still. Just for a moment, then he started to move.

The first thrust was slow, almost gentle. He pulled back until just the head was inside her and then pushed forward again, the width of him dragging against every sensitive place inside her. She moaned into the pillow. The second thrust was faster. The third faster still.

His hand found the back of her neck, firm and possessive, and he pushed her harder down onto the mattress.

She felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against her soaked pussy. He slid inside her in one smooth stroke, and she gasped at the familiar stretch, the way her body parted to receive him. He was still half hard, thickening inside her as he settled deep.

His hips began to move, slow and deliberate, grinding into her with a rhythm that was less about pleasure and more about claiming.

She gripped the sheets as he fucked her, each thrust pushing his cock deeper inside her, the wet sounds of her arousal obscene in the quiet room. Her body responded despite the footsteps outside in the hall. She wondered if people could hear him fucking her the way she heard someone else when she first came into the hallway.
She arched into him, meeting his strokes, letting him drown out the sound of the voice in her head with the feeling of being filled.

RayRay found a rhythm, deep and steady, his hips rolling against her ass with each stroke. Her body had opened for him now, her cunt gripping him tight but letting him move, and every push sent a wave of pleasure through her that started between her legs and radiated outward until her fingers and toes were tingling.

"So tight," he groaned. "So wet fuh mi. Yuh must love mi cock."

She couldn't answer. She could only hold on, her hands gripping the sheets, her face pressed into the pillow, her small body rocking forward and back with the force of his violent thrusts. The sound of it filled the small room, wet and rhythmic, his skin slapping against hers.

He grabbed her hips with both hands and pulled her back harder onto his cock. The new angle hit something inside her that made sparks burst behind her eyes.

"Oh my god," she gasped, way too loud. Loud enough that anyone up and down the hall could hear her.

He kept hitting it. Every thrust, that same spot, that same burst of pleasure that built and built and built until she could feel the orgasm coming from a long way off, gathering force, rolling toward her. The slapping of his thighs against her ass was so loud she knew people could hear it. She thought she could see shadows standing outside the door cutting off the light pouring in from underneath the crack. Voices, maybe, murmuring. She didn't care anymore.

"I'm gonna come!" She cried out, broken and desperate. "I'm gonna come, don't stop, please don't stop!"

"I feel ya pussy, squeezin' on mi," Rayray said. "Wet mi cock with yuh pussy."

She completely broke apart.

The orgasm hit her like a crashing wave, hard and heavy and all at once. Her cunt clamped down on his thickness and the pulsing started deep inside her, rolling out from the place where he was buried, wave after wave of pleasure that made her back arch, and her thighs shake and her voice crack on a long wailing cry. She felt herself gushing around him, wetness flooding down her thighs and soaking the sheets underneath them. There was so much fluid rushing down her thighs she could have sworn she was peeing, she didn't realize until much later that she had squirted and sprayed an overwhelming amount of her own arousal across his waist, cock and thighs.

In the moment though, she didn't care. If she was urinating, she just let it happen and it would run down her thigh and pool between her legs while she lay in it post orgasm, because she was too spent to move.

He kept fucking her through it. Every thrust pushed a new pulse of pleasure, extending the orgasm until she lost track of where it ended and the next one began. Dimly she was aware of herself, of her body, being rocked beneath him but she couldn't control any part of her. She couldn't muster a voice.

"Ya want me fill ya up?"

He wasn't talking to her or for her. The words were for only his benefit. Telling her what was going to happen to her so she could hear it as it happened to her.

"Yuh fuckin love it, dat white pussy always love de Jamaican cock. Yuh wan' mi cum in yuh? Yuh wan leek it out yuh cunt?"

His rhythm stuttered. His grip on her hips tightened. She felt his cock get harder inside her, thicker somehow, and then he groaned, a deep animal sound, and she felt the first hot pulse of his cum flooding her belly.

He kept thrusting as he came, pumping into her with long deep strokes, and she felt every spurt of his release, thick and hot and flooding deep. There was so much of it. She felt it engulfing her, felt it leaking out around the base of him and running down her thighs, and the feeling of being filled, of being claimed made her head swim and collapse any form of thought she was grasping ahold of.

Her eyes closed, body limp, nothing existing except the heat of him inside her and the wetness between her legs and the deep satisfied ache in her cunt.

He pulled out slowly. She felt the drag of him, every ridge and vein, and then the sudden emptiness. Thick wetness followed, his cum spilling out of her and pooling on the sheets.

She collapsed onto her stomach. Her legs wouldn't hold her anymore. Her arms wouldn't hold her. She lay there in the mess they'd made, panting, her body still twitching with aftershocks. She couldn't stop them. They almost hurt and it felt so foreign the way her hips and stomach twitched.

He lay down beside her. The bed was too small for both of them. He pulled her half on top of him, his hand fondling her modest breasts. Pinching and pricking at her nipples, causing her to moan uncomfortably but unable to make him stop.

"Yuh is a baddie, gyal," he murmured.

She tried to answer but she could barely nod.

She closed her eyes. The room was quiet now, just the sound of their breathing and the distant thump of music from the bar. The shadows on the other side of the door had left and there was only light again.


***

Melissa was three drinks deep and looking for Kaylee. She’d checked the dance floor twice. The bar. The bathroom line. The smoking knot of people clustered around the table out back. She’d asked the guy behind the makeshift bar if he’d seen a girl in a red dress and he’d shrugged and pointed her toward the porch.

The porch was full of people she didn’t recognize, none of them Kaylee.

She tried the gravel lot. The cars. Behind the dumpster, even, because she was starting to feel weird about it.

Nothing.

She pulled her phone out and texted. Where are you.

The message sat there with no reply.

She tried calling. It rang four times and went to voicemail. She tried again. Same thing.

That was when she felt the first cold pulse of real concern slide down her spine. Kaylee always answered. Kaylee was the kind of friend who answered her phone in the middle of a movie. She moved faster after that.

Melissa walked the perimeter of the bar one more time. She checked the bathroom again and pushed open every stall. She asked two women she sort of knew from past parties if they’d seen her and they both shook their heads. She caught a guy Kaylee was dancing with earlier by the elbow and asked him too and he said he thought he’d seen her go out back a while ago.

A while ago. How long ago, Melissa wanted to ask, but he was already turning back to his friends.

She pushed through the back door and stood in the back lot and looked across the gravel toward building back behind everything.

Music was thumping out of an open door on the porch. People were on the grass with cups. She crossed the lot and went up the steps and into the building.

The hallway was dim. She blinked against it. A few men sat on plastic chairs near the front, drinking, talking low. They watched her come in.

“You guys seen my friend?”

They looked at her.

“My friend, have you seen her, she came in here, I think.”

One of them tilted his head slightly. The other two just looked. She tried again, slower.

“A white girl. With glasses?” She mimed the glasses on her face.

The three of them went still for a second. Their eyes moved. Not to each other. Down the hall. All three pairs of eyes flicked toward the back of the corridor at the same time, and then came back to her, and the heaviest of them shrugged.

She didn’t say anything else. She walked past them down the hall. The doors were all closed. The hallway smelled like cigarettes and weed.

She passed the first door. The second. She heard music behind one of them, low and slow. She kept going. The third door from the end was slightly ajar. She pushed it open. It took her a second to process what she was looking at.

Kaylee was on her back on the bed, naked, her red dress nowhere in sight. Her glasses were gone too or pushed up somewhere into her tangled hair. There was a man on top of her. A man Melissa had never seen. He was thrusting into her in slow heavy strokes, his hand braced beside her head, his other hand on her hip. Kaylee’s whole body jolted up the bed with every push he gave her, sliding a few inches with each thrust, her hair fanned out across the pillow. She wasn’t moving with him. Her hips weren’t lifting to meet him. She was just being pushed up the mattress in small rhythmic increments like a doll.

But her arms were around his neck. Her mouth was on his. She was kissing him. Sloppy, slow, drunk, but kissing him. Her hand was loose against his back. Her other hand was somewhere on his shoulder.

Melissa stood in the doorway with her mouth open.

“Get off her.”

The man’s head snapped up. He hadn’t seen her.

“What the fuck. Get off her. Get out.”

He pulled out fast. He was scrambling for his pants before he’d even gotten his knees under him, and Melissa stepped to the side to let him past, refusing to look at him. He pulled his jeans up and stumbled past her into the hall, tucking himself in as he went. The door swung in the air where he’d brushed it. Melissa shut it behind him. She turned to the bed.

“Kaylee?”

Kaylee blinked at the ceiling.

“Kaylee. Kaylee. Look at me.”

Kaylee’s head rolled toward her slowly. Her eyes were glassy. There was a small dumb smile at the corner of her mouth.

“Hi.”

“Hi. Hi. Jesus. Who was that?”

Kaylee’s smile stayed. “Who was what?"

Melissa stared at her, "the guy. The one fucking you that you were kissing."

"Oh!" Kaylee said in an exasperated, loud voice. "Him? I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?” Melissa wasn't sure what else to say other than repeating it back to her.

“Mmhmm.”

Melissa stared at her longer.

She really looked at her then. There were marks all over her chest, dark ones, fresh. Her thighs and her stomach were streaked and shining. There was a slick mess between her legs and on the mattress under her. The room smelled like sex.

She found the dress crumpled near the doorway and picked it up. She bent and gathered Kaylee’s hair away from her shoulders.

“Come on. Sit up. Sit up. We’re going.”

Kaylee made a soft annoyed sound but let Melissa pull her upright.

“Where’s your bra?”

“I don’t know.”

“Your panties?”

“I don’t know.”

“Your shoes? Kaylee.”

“I-don’t-know,” she said matter-of-factly and then giggled a little.

Melissa exhaled hard through her nose. She didn’t look for any of it. She wasn’t going to be on her hands and knees in this room looking for her friend’s underwear. She tugged the red dress over Kaylee’s head and worked her arms through the straps and pulled it down over her body. The fabric stuck to her awkwardly. Melissa didn’t try to zip it the whole way. She got Kaylee onto her feet and she swayed. Melissa caught her under the arm and hooked it across her shoulders.

“Walk. Just walk.”

They walked.

The men in the front didn’t say anything as they went past. Melissa didn’t look at them, but she felt them looking. She kept her chin up and her eyes forward and got Kaylee out the door and across the yard and into the car.

Kaylee stumbled twice. Once Melissa nearly went down with her, but they kept moving.

Kaylee was dumped into the passenger seat and the door was shut. Melissa stood there for a second with her hands on the roof of the car, breathing.

She didn’t say anything for a while. The dashboard lights lit up Kaylee’s face. Her head was against the window. Her eyes were closed. Her mouth was slightly open.

“Kaylee.”

“Mm?”

“Who was he?”

“I told you. I don’t know.” Kaylee’s voice was the sound she would groan at her mom on Mondays before high school.

“You don’t know his name?”

“No.” Kaylee’s voice was thick. A little annoyed.

“He wasn’t wearing a name tag, Muh-liss-uh.”

Kaylee made a small sound somewhere between a giggle and a sigh.

“Why are you being like this? Stop with so many questions.”

Kaylee’s voice was slurring on the “S” sounds. She was very drunk.

Melissa gripped the steering wheel. She drove another couple of miles in silence. The road was empty. The headlights cut a clean tunnel through the dark and trees flicked past on either side. Kaylee was humming now under her breath, something with no melody.

“How many men did you fuck tonight?”

“Oh my god, Melissa.”

“How many?”

“Don’t be such a prude.”

Melissa actually laughed. It came out hard and short and surprised.
“I’m not a prude. I am asking how many fucking men were inside my best friend’s cunt tonight in a hallway full of strangers.”

Kaylee turned her face away toward the window. “I had fun.”

“I’m sure you did.”

“Don’t be mean.”

Melissa didn’t say anything else. She drove the rest of the way with her mouth tight.

Kaylee was asleep or close to it by the time they turned onto her street. Her breathing had gone slow and even. The red dress had ridden up around her hips again and Melissa couldn’t bring herself to fix it.

She pulled into the driveway.

The porch light came on before she’d put the car in park.

Carson stepped out the front door in sweatpants and a T-shirt, squinting against the headlights. Melissa turned off the engine and went around to the passenger side. She opened the door and Kaylee nearly slid out. Melissa caught her under the arms.

“Hey. Hey. Up. Come on. We’re home.”

“Mmm.”

Carson came down the steps fast.

“Melissa. What?”

“Help me with her.”

He got an arm under Kaylee’s other shoulder. Together they lifted her out of the seat and onto her feet. Kaylee’s head lolled. The strap of the red dress slid far down her shoulder. There was nothing under it.

Carson stopped.

He looked at his wife’s bare breast and then he looked at Melissa.

“What the fuck.”

Melissa shook her head. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry, Carson. I don’t know. I-.”

“What happened?”

“I don’t, I just, I-.”

Melissa handed Kaylee off to him. She put her best friend’s weight into her best friend’s husband’s arms and stepped back. She couldn’t look at his face.

She got back in the car.

She heard the door of the house close behind her as she pulled out of the driveway.

***

Carson tried to help her but she felt heavier than she should have. He’d carried her into the house drunk before, but she’d always been able to put some of her weight on her own legs. Tonight her knees buckled the second he tried to walk her. He took a step toward the door and her feet dragged behind her across the porch boards.

“Hey. Hey, baby. Come on. Walk with me. Use your legs.”

Her head rolled against his shoulder.

Mmm.”

“Kaylee. Pick up your feet.”

She tried. He could feel her trying. One foot lifted a few inches and came back down on the toe and dragged the rest of the way. He shifted her weight against his hip and got her through the screen door and into the front hall.

That was when the strap on her dress slid the rest of the way down.

He felt the fabric give before he saw it. The whole right side of the bodice loosened where the zipper had never been done up, and the loosened fabric peeled away from her chest as her weight shifted in his arms. He looked down.

Her breast was out. Fully out. The red fabric had pulled away from her skin and her nipple was right there in the dim hallway light, the dark mark of a fresh hickey curving up under the swell of it. There was another mark above it. A third near her collarbone. The skin between them was streaked with something dried.

She definitely wasn’t wearing a bra. He had thought, on the porch, maybe she’d just lost a strap. Maybe the bra was sideways or strapless. He looked at his wife’s bare breast in the light from the kitchen and he stopped telling himself that. He didn’t pull the dress up.

He couldn’t, not without setting her down, and he wasn’t going to set her down on the hallway floor.

She mumbled something into his neck. He didn’t catch it.

The stairs were the worst part. She couldn’t help him at all. He got one arm under her knees and the other behind her back and lifted her, and she was heavier than he remembered in a way that made her hard to balance. Her arm flopped down and hung. Her hair brushed against his arm.

He carried her down the hall and into their bedroom and laid her down on the bed as gently as he could. She rolled onto her side immediately, curling slightly, the red dress riding up around her hips. She was bare under it.

Carson sat on the edge of the bed and looked at Kaylee for a long moment. He should put something over her. He should clean her up. He should get a washcloth and run it under warm water and wipe her face and her chest and her thighs.

“Kaylee.”

“Mmm.”

“What did you do tonight?”

She made a small humming sound, pleased, faraway. Her cheek was pressed into the pillow and she was smiling.

“What happened?”

“It was so fun.”

“Yeah?”

“Mhm.”

He waited.

“I was popular,” she said into the pillow, softly.

He felt something tighten in his chest.

“What do you mean?”

“I was popular.” She giggled.

The sound was small and dumb and happy. “All of them loved me.”

“What do you mean they loved you?”

“They loved me. They couldn’t get enough of me.”

“Who? Who are they?”

“Mhm. They kept coming.”

He sat very still.

“They kept coming. They were at a place? You went somewhere?”

“No.” She laughed again, soft, like he was being silly.

“They kept coming.”

The words sat there between them. He wasn’t quite sure what she meant. Not yet, but something in him knew and it was stirring.

He didn’t move. He looked at her face on the pillow. Her smile hadn’t gone away. She was somewhere else, somewhere warm.

“Here,” he said.

His voice came out steadier than he felt. “Let me get your dress off. It’s barely on you anyway.”

“It was barely on me all night.”

He paused and looked at her.

She giggled.

“What?”

“Aaaaall night,” she said again, slower, and laughed at herself like she’d told a joke.
“They didn’t want me closed.”

He felt the slow hot pull in his groin and he sat there on the edge of the bed in his sweatpants and watched his wife lie on the bed in ruins, and his cock thickened against his thigh.

He didn’t touch himself. He didn’t move. “What do you mean?”

“At first I had my dress on.”

She was speaking dreamily, like she was telling him a bedtime story. “I was riding him. I had it on. But he wanted to see me. He kept saying he wanted to look. So he pulled it off.”

“Oh, clothed? Who?”

“RayRay.”

She was still talking. “And then. Then other guys came by after RayRay left. And they kissed me. So much better with my dress off when they just slid inside. They liked looking at me.”

He was fully hard now. He could feel his pulse.

“The other guys.”

“Mhm.”

“How many other guys?”

“Three. I think. Maybe.”

“Three?”

“Mhm.”

“And what did they do?”

He couldn’t believe he was still asking questions. He didn’t know what was keeping them coming, except morbid curiosity.

She giggled. Her thighs pressed together on the bed. Her hand had found the edge of the pillow and her fingers were curling slowly against it.

“They put their things in me. All of them.”

He closed his eyes. His breathing grew heavy.

“He was soooooo big.”

She drew the word out, slow, dreamy.

“So so so big.”

He stopped himself from asking another question. She seemed like she had finished.

She hadn’t.

“I’m never gonna feel anyone else again,” she said.

“He stretched me so much. You. You’re so small.”

She laughed. “You’re soooooo, so so so small.”

She drew the word out. She held the ‘o.’ She laughed at the end of it like she’d said something cute.

The sound that came out of him wasn’t on purpose. It was a small low groan in the back of his throat, half-startled by itself. He felt his face go hot. He hadn’t meant to make a noise.

She heard it. She rolled her head toward him slowly on the pillow and her eyes opened a little, just enough to find his lap. Her hand drifted across the comforter, found him, patted him through the sweatpants. Her palm bumped against the hardness there.

She giggled.

“You’re hard.”

He couldn’t speak. He didn’t answer.

She left her hand there, soft, not really holding him, just resting against him. Her eyes had closed again. The smile was back.

“What else?” His voice was a rasp.

“What else, Kaylee. Tell me. What else did they do? Did you do?”

She hummed.

Carson didn’t know when he’d put his hand inside his waistband. He didn’t remember deciding to. He was lying back against the headboard now, one hand around himself, his eyes on her face on the pillow. His sweatpants were down around his thighs. He didn’t remember doing that either.

She started talking.

It came out in pieces. Broken loose strings. She told him about being on top of someone. Another person being behind her and someone else being in her mouth. Then she corrected herself and said maybe it was all the same person.

She told him in a slow drunk voice that didn’t always finish its sentences. She forgot which one was which. She used he and they and him interchangeably and he had to put the picture together himself, one piece at a time, his hand moving on his cock as she spoke.

“There was one in my mouth. He was, his hand was in my hair. And when RayRay was, he was there, I was on him. And there was one behind me after. Didn’t see him come in. He, oh god. He was on top. Over.”

Carson’s hand sped up.

“Never had so many. Anyone. Never. I never.”

She kept talking. The slow, smooth rhythm as Carson stroked himself.

“It hurt. At first. Then it didn’t.”

He was getting so close. It was the most aroused he had ever felt in his life. He couldn’t stop stroking himself if he tried. His body was going to finish no matter what happened from here.

“And there was another one. Standing by the bed. He was. I had his cock in my hand. I had it in my hand and I was stroking it for him. He was watching me. I don’t know how long so I grabbed him and he liked it.”

“Yeah?” His voice was heavy and full of air being pushed out underneath the word.

“Yeah…”

He was so close. He’d been close from the moment she’d said you’re so small. He was close in a way he wasn’t sure he’d ever been close before, the heat winding through him too fast, his hand tight on his cock and slick at the head, his hips lifting off the bed of their own accord.

“And then they came on me.”

“Yeah?”

“All of them. RayRay came inside me. One of them came on my ass. One of them came on my face. One came in my hair.”

He saw it.

He saw it like he was in the room. Like he’d walked through the door of that small bedroom and looked at the bed. His wife on her knees. His wife on her back. His wife with her mouth full. His wife with her face turned up and another man’s cock pulsing white across her cheek.

“And then they left.”

He could hear her voice getting slower. Sleepier.

“I kissed him. I kissed him and he. Inside me. I just wanted more. I just want more. I want more black dick in me, so I spread my legs.”

Carson ejaculated all over his stomach.

He came so hard his whole body locked, his back arching off the headboard, his teeth clenched on a sound he wouldn’t let out. He pumped himself through it with his eyes squeezed shut and the picture of her on that bed burning behind his eyelids and he came until there was nothing left.

When he opened his eyes, she was asleep.

Her breathing had gone slow. Her mouth was slightly open against the pillow. The smile hadn’t quite faded.

He lay there. He didn’t clean himself up. He couldn’t move. His cum was cooling on his chest and his stomach and his hand and he just lay there in the dark with the picture still burning. Four men filling his wife on a bed. He couldn’t tell if it was all at once or four separate times throughout the night.

His wife’s hand wrapped around a stranger’s cock. His wife’s face turned up to receive what they gave her. His wife, his quiet wife, his wife who had never been to a bar without him in nine years, with cum drying in her hair while she smiled at the ceiling.
The orgasm had drained him in a way nothing had ever drained him. He felt scraped clean. He felt the deepest most terrible peace he’d ever felt, lying next to his sleeping wife with the evidence of her night on her body and the evidence of what it had done to him on his own.

He didn’t try to fight any of it. He closed his eyes with the picture still playing. Then he fell asleep.


4

Kaylee woke at half past ten with the sun through the blinds and a low hum in her temples and a deep tender ache somewhere lower that took her a second to place.
She didn’t move for a long minute. She let the morning settle. She closed her eyes and tried to track backward through the night.

Drinks. Dancing. Andre. Someone else? Walking toward...somewhere? A bed. Oh, she thought. The pieces came back in a soft buzz.

RayRay.

Right.

RayRay on the edge of the bed. Lowering herself onto him. The size of him. Hands on her hips. Maybe more. The shape of being filled by different men throughout the night. The slow way her body had gone, the way she’d let go, the way it had felt like flying. She blushed under the blanket.

She didn’t remember the rest. Not getting home. Not the drive. She had a faint sense of Melissa, speaking in the car, but it was far away. She didn’t remember making it into the house or the bed she was currently lying in.

Carson?

Carson. She thought before leaning over and seeing him next to her. His eyes were already open.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi.”

“Oh my god.”

Everything was too loud and too bright all at once. She pressed her hand to her forehead.
“How are you?”

“Bad. Pretty bad. My head.”

He smiled a little. The smile was strange. She couldn’t quite read it. He looked completely interested in her, as if he was waiting for her to do or say something and everything she did had an immediate reaction.

His hand came over and rested on her hip on top of the blanket.

She put her hand over his.

“Oh my god, Carson. I don’t even know what time I got home. Did you have to help me in again?”

He was quiet for a second.

“Yeah.”

“Oh no.”

“No, no. It’s okay.”

“Was I really bad?”

He looked at her face and the smile changed. It spread across his face slowly as if it were leading to a laugh that never came.

“You were pretty gone.”

She closed her eyes.

“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I don’t even remember. I don’t know what happened. I won’t, I won’t let it get that bad again. I promise.”

He didn’t say anything.

She kept her eyes closed and waited and felt his thumb stroke slowly across the back of her hand. It was a small soft motion and it felt soothing.

When he spoke his voice was careful.

“No. No, it’s okay. Don’t worry about it.”

She opened her eyes.

“Really?”

“Yeah. Sounded like you had fun.”

“I.”

“You had fun. Right?”

She felt herself smile before she could stop it. The smile was tired and small and a little embarrassed.

“Yeah. Yeah, I did.”

“Then it’s okay. You should. If it matters to you. You should keep doing it.”

She stared at him.

“You sure?”

“100 percent.”

She didn’t know what to say. She felt a slow relief through her chest, the soft surprise of being told that this thing she had been doing, this thing she had been hiding, this thing she had been ashamed of even while she chased it, was something he was telling her she could have, even if he didn't know exactly what it was he was saying. She thought she should feel bad but all she could think about were Andre and RayRay and whoever else who was in her last night. The way they wanted her and took her like she was a prize they all wanted a piece of and would fight over.

She closed her eyes again, content, the ache between her legs warm and welcome, and within a minute she was drifting back into sleep.
Carson lay beside her with his eyes open.

***

Kaylee spent the rest of the day in bed. Carson brought her water and toast and she ate it propped against the pillows. Neither of them mentioned much of anything further than what they already had. Each keeping a secret from the other that was, basically, the same thing at different ends.

That evening she finally showered. She stood under the hot water for twenty minutes while Carson made dinner downstairs. The water ran cloudy down the drain, and she watched it swirl and disappear and thought about RayRay's hands on her hips, another man's hands on her throat, a stranger whose name she didn't know sliding into her while she was still full of someone else.

She didn't feel guilty. She smiled and touched herself and felt a charge.

That was the part that should have bothered her. She kept waiting for the guilt to arrive, for the shame to clamp down on her chest the way it used to after she'd done something even mildly wrong. But the guilt didn't come. What came instead was a low steady thrum of want that hadn't dimmed since she'd opened her eyes that morning. Her cunt was still tender, still swollen slightly when she touched herself in the shower, and even the ache felt good.

She shut off the water and toweled dry and went downstairs in one of Carson's old shirts.

"Food," he said pleasantly.

"Thanks."

She sat across from him at the small kitchen table. He watched her eat. His eyes were different like his smile. He looked at her like she was a television screen showing something he'd never seen before.

"Next weekend," she said.

"Hm?"

"There's another party."

"Of course," he smiled.

"Uhm, Melissa can't go."
She didn't let herself pause for him to question it.
"She's got a thing with her sister. Something in the city."

Melissa had no thing in the city. Melissa hadn't texted her since Friday night. Kaylee had checked her phone three times. But she wasn't going to let that stop her from going out. She had needed Melissa when she had no confidence and hated walking into a room she didn't know. But now? Now she owned every room and, honestly, she thought, Melissa would just bring her down anyway.

"So, I was thinking maybe you could drop me off? I'll just Uber home. You don't have to wait up."

She took another bite of food. She didn't look at him.

"Sure," Carson said.

She looked up.

"Yeah?"

"Yeah."

"That's great, thank you."

"Remember, as long as you have fun."

She waited for the rest. A question. An accusation. Worry she was going alone. He just took a bite of his food and left it at that.

"What time on Saturday," he said.

"Not sure yet. Probably 10 or 11."

"Sounds good."

She stared at him. He looked completely calm. Not the forced calm, but the genuine calm of someone who seemed to have no idea what she was going to do at the party.

Still no guilt. It started to matter less to her that it wasn't there.

The week went by quietly. The party wasn't discussed, neither the previous weekends nor the upcoming one. Carson went to work. Kaylee went to work. They came home and ate dinner and watched television. A new dress arrived Wednesday, a deep purple that laced up the front like a corset and left most of her back bare. She tried it on in the bedroom and turned in front of the mirror and imagined RayRay's hands undoing the laces.

Saturday arrived. The day passed in a haze of anticipation. Then the evening came and the preparation started. She shaved her legs over the bathtub. The door was open and Carson could see her when he walked by. Her hair and body wrapped in towels. Her foot on the edge of the bathtub and the slit of the towel ran all the way up her thigh. He felt as if he was a peeping tom looking at a stranger through a window and it made him harder within seconds.
Kaylee did her makeup slowly, carefully. She never used to put on make-up outside of a lazy layer of cover up. Now she used eyeliner, mascara, toner, lipstick. She leaned over the bathroom counter for almost an hour painting her face, stopping every ten minutes to ask Carson if it looked good.
The purple dress fit like it had been poured onto her body. The laces up the front drew the eye down as it pushed up her modest chest to make it look much fuller. The bare back made her feel exposed and she loved it.

At 10:15pm she came downstairs. Carson was on the couch, periodically grabbing his hardening cock through his shorts and stroking it with flashes of Kaylee pampering herself so other men will want to fuck her.
Then he laughed to himself softly and corrected his thought. So other men will fuck her.

"Ready!" She said excitedly.

He stood. He looked at her. His eyes moved from her face down her body and back up.

"Damn. Nice dress," he said.

"Thanks."
She beamed.

"New?"

"Uh huh."
She did a slow twirl. Her heels clacked on the hardwood floors.

He nodded and smiled. His hands hung at his sides. She couldn't tell if he wanted to touch her or if he was holding himself back.

"Let's go," she said.

"Yep."
Carson grabbed his keys and headed to the car.

The drive took twenty minutes. She gave him the address and he put it in his phone and didn't ask how she'd gotten it. The sun was down and the fields on either side of the road were dark. She crossed and uncrossed her legs in the passenger seat. The leather was cool against her bare thighs.

"Just drop me a few houses down," she said.

"That far?"

"Yeah. I'll walk from there. Lots of cars and people. I don't want you to get stuck in all the people wandering around outside."

He didn't argue. He turned onto the street and down a few houses and spotted all of the people spilling out onto the street. He stopped the car.

Kaylee opened her door before he'd fully turned to look at her.

"I'll Uber," she said. "Don't wait up."

"A-alright." He barely got the words out as she was closing the door.
"Have fun," he said.

"I will!" She said gleefully.

She shut the door. The car sat there a moment longer, and then the headlights swung away and the car drove the opposite direction, the taillights getting smaller until they vanished around the corner.

***

Carson drove home with his whole body humming. Not arousal yet, exactly. Something close to it though. Something anticipatory. He kept both hands on the wheel and his eyes on the road and drove exactly the speed limit and his mind was a blank white screen. Unable to focus on one aspect of the dozens of things dashing around in his head.

The house was dark. He let himself in and didn't bother with the lights. He went upstairs and lay down on the bed in his t-shirt and boxers and closed his eyes. It didn't take long before he drifted off to sleep.

The first thing he noticed was the music. Heavy bass, the kind that vibrated through the floor and up into his teeth. The second thing was the heat. A wall of it, humid and close, smelling of sweat and perfume and spilled beer. The third thing was the pressure on his body.

No. Not pressure. Hands. Someone was touching his waist. Someone else had a palm flat against his back, low, just above the curve of his ass. The hands were large and warm and everywhere at once, and he tried to turn his head to see who they belonged to but his neck moved differently than he expected.

He looked down. There was dress, it was purple. Lace-up front. Bare shoulders. Bare legs. Bare everything under the fabric, which clung to him and ended so high on his thighs that he could feel the air on them.

He knew this dress.
He'd watched Kaylee walk out of the house in it two hours ago.

"Kaylee," someone said in his ear. Not his voice. A man's voice, low and accented and thick with want.
"Yuh look so good tonight, gyal."

The hand on his back slid lower. It cupped his ass. His ass, but not his ass, the curve of it fuller, the flesh yielding under the man's grip in a way that made his breath catch. He felt it. He felt the squeeze, the possessive knead of thick fingers, and the sensation traveled up his spine.

He should have been horrified. He was dreaming. It was the most aware he's been in a dream that he ever thought was possible. He was in his wife's body. He was Kaylee. He was wearing her dress. He was being groped by strange men in a room thick with bodies and he had no control over any of it. His hands weren't his hands. His legs weren't his legs. When he tried to move, nothing obeyed. He was just there, inside her, feeling everything.

It was the most intensely arousing thing he'd ever experienced.

"Come dance," another voice said.
A different man. Taller, darker, his face a blur of shadow and stubble. He took Kaylee's wrist, and Carson felt it as though it was his own wrist being pulled, the grip strong and insistent, and the body he inhabited followed.

He wanted to follow. He could feel how badly he wanted everything that was happening. The want was a physical thing inside his chest, a bright hot beating that radiated outward. The nipples were hard against the inside of the dress. Thighs slick where they pressed together. Pulse beating in his throat and between his legs, her legs? Everywhere there was skin. Everything that she felt, that happened to her was felt by him and happening to him.

The man pulled her onto the dance floor. Bodies pressed in from all sides. A different pair of hands found her waist. Someone's thigh slid between her legs from behind. Someone's chest pushed against her back. The music was so loud it swallowed thought, leaving only sensation.

He stopped trying to move her. He stopped trying to understand. He just let himself be there, inside Kaylee's skin, feeling what she felt.

A hand cupped her breast through the dress. Thumb rubbing hard over the nipple. She gasped. Carson gasped. The sound came out of her mouth but he felt it in his throat, high and breathy.

"Yuh like dat?"

There was a response but it didn't register. It was positive. It let the man know to do it again. It let him know, more.

The hand squeezed harder. The thigh between her legs pushed higher. Her hips rolled forward of their own accord, grinding down against the pressure, and the slick heat between her thighs spread. She was wet. He could feel it, the slippery slide of her own arousal coating her inner thighs, the empty ache inside her cunt that wanted to be filled. He wanted her to be filled. He wanted to feel what it was like for his wife to be filled.

She danced. He danced through her. Time went strange and stretched. Every song bled into the next. Different partners rotated through, each one leaving a residue of touch on her body before the next one replaced it. A hand on her ass. A mouth on her neck. Fingers tracing the curve of her bare spine. A palm sliding up the inside of her thigh and stopping just short of where she needed it most.

She never stopped them. He didn't stop them.

"Ya been holdin' out on us, gyal," someone said. The voice was close, right against her ear, and she turned. Carson saw the man through her eyes. Broad face. Dark skin. A smile that was more teeth than warmth.

"Runnin' aroun' in dis dress. Makin' all de boys crazy."

The man laughed. His hand found the laces at the front of her dress and gave one a tug. The bow loosened. The fabric loosened across her chest.

"I tink yuh know exactly what yuh doin'."

She smiled. Carson felt the smile from the inside, the slow curve of her mouth, the way her lips parted slightly. He felt the exact shape of her pleasure at being wanted.

The laces loosened further. The neckline of the dress gaped. Cool air touched her chest. She didn't pull the fabric back up. She let it hang. A sliver of her breast was visible now, the edge of her areola, and the man's eyes dropped to it and stayed there.

"Come wit' me."

He took her hand and pulled her off the dance floor, through the crowd, toward a door. The door opened onto a room. Not a bedroom. Bigger. A pool table pushed against one wall. Men were already inside. Five or six of them, maybe more, scattered around the room in the dim light.

The door closed behind her.

"Look what I found," the man behind her said.

Every face turned toward her. Every pair of eyes traveled down her body and up again.

Carson felt the heat rush. The wetness was undeniable.

She was excited. He was excited.

"There she is," someone said from the couch.
"De one wha' been runnin' t'rough us."

"RayRay told us 'bout yuh," another said.
"Said yuh could take all us ta'gedder."

Kaylee stood in the center of the room with her dress gaping open at the front and six pairs of male eyes on her body. She didn't cover herself. She didn't look away.

A man rose from the couch and walked toward her. He was shorter than the others but thick, his arms heavy with muscle, his t-shirt stretched across his chest.

His hand came up. He touched her, pushed the fabric aside until her entire right breast was exposed.

Another man moved in on her left. His hand found her other breast, pushed the fabric away there too. Now both breasts were bare, her dress hanging loose around her waist, her nipples hard in the open air. Two pairs of hands on her chest, two pairs of thumbs rubbing slow circles over her nipples.

Carson felt everything. He felt the way her knees buckled slightly when one of the men pinched her. The rough grabbing of their hands on her breasts. The pinching of her nipples. The slow striping of her dress to expose more and more skin. His mind was swimming. He wanted more.

"Yuh like dat."

She nodded.

"Yuh want more."

She nodded again.

"Den get on yuh knees."

Kaylee sank to her knees on the floor, her purple dress pooling around her waist. The men moved in around her. She was surrounded. They stood in a loose semicircle, looking down at her.

The anticipation that was almost more than Carson could bear.

The man directly in front of her undid his belt. He pulled his jeans down over his hips. His cock sprang free, thick and dark and already half-hard, the head glistening.

Carson watched, and felt, Kaylee's hand reached out as if it were his own. He was reaching out. He wanted it. Small white fingers against thick dark skin. She wrapped her hand around him and he was so big her fingers couldn't meet her thumb. She leaned forward.

Carson experienced it from the inside. The hot smooth weight of the head against her tongue. His tongue. The stretch of her jaw as she opened wider. The way her throat worked to take him deeper. He felt her hand slide down the shaft, the veins standing out against her palm. He felt the man's hand land on the back of her head, pushing himself deeper into her mouth.

To his left, another man was undressing. To his right, a third. Kaylee's other hand reached out and found a second cock, thick and curved, and she began to stroke it while she sucked the first. The man groaned above her.

"Dat's it. Jus' like dat."

Another cock appeared near her face. She pulled off the first long enough to lick the head of it, a broad wet stroke that made the man shudder. She took him in her mouth next, switching between them, her hand still working the first one.

Carson felt a strange kind of doubled consciousness. He was Kaylee, on her knees with a mouthful of cock. He was also himself, doing the exact same thing in her place. The sensations overlapped and blurred. The taste. The stretch. The ache in her jaw. The way her cunt clenched every time one of them groaned. The way her nipples tightened whenever someone cursed under his breath.

"She love it. Look at 'er face."
Someone said. It was impossible to tell who. It didn't matter.

Carson moaned around the cock in Kaylee's mouth. The vibration made the man gasp and grab her hair. She didn't stop. She sucked harder. Her hands were full, both of them stroking, her rhythm steady and practiced.

Carson would have felt ashamed. He should have felt ashamed. He was dreaming he was his wife servicing three strange men with her mouth and hands, and all he felt was a dark possessive pleasure. He wanted her to do it. He wanted to be her doing it.

The man in her mouth pulled out. A strand of saliva stretched between her lip and the head of his cock.

Hands lifted her to her feet. The dress was pulled the rest of the way off, slid down over her hips and legs until it was nothing but a purple puddle on the floor. She stood naked in the center of the men, her skin glowing with sweat, her thighs sticky.

They moved her toward the pool table. Someone else bent her over the edge of it. She went willingly, her hands spreading flat on the felt, her ass in the air, her legs pushed apart by hands she couldn't see.

The first cock entered her from behind. Carson felt it. The stretch, the fullness, the way her body opened around the thickness. The man behind her grabbed her hips and started to fuck her, hard and fast, the table legs screeching against the floor with every thrust.

"Take dat cock."

Her mouth was free. For a moment. Then a shadow fell across her face and another cock was pressing against her lips. She opened for it.

Now she was full at both ends. A cock in her cunt. A cock in her mouth. The rhythm of the two men fell out of sync and then into sync, pushing into her at the same time, pulling back at the same time. She couldn't move. She couldn't do anything except receive them.

Carson felt it all, as if he was being fucked at both ends. He was only her body now. Only her sensation. The thick slide of one cock in her throat. The pounding of another in her cunt. The slap of skin against skin. The grunts of the men using her. The heat that was building in her belly like a pressure that needed to break.

Someone else was touching her now. A hand on her back. Another on her shoulder. Fingers tracing the curve of her ass, sliding between her cheeks. Teasing.

"Yuh ever have ya ass fucked, pretty gyal?"

She felt the pressure of one finger pushing where nothing had ever pushed before. She gasped around the cock in her mouth. The finger pushed deeper.

The finger slid in to the knuckle. Then a second. Then the fingers were gone. Something else pressed against her. Bigger. Blunter. The head of another cock.

The feeling was intense. Pressure Carson had never experienced before. Kaylee's whole body went tight, hands flat, her mouth open. Then he slid inside her ass in one slow steady motion. Kaylee was full. Carson was full.

Three cocks inside her at once. One in her cunt. One in her ass. One sliding back between her lips. Both hands full. The men found a rhythm together, slow at first, then building.

Carson experienced it all. The impossible fullness. The stretch. The way each thrust pushed against the others, the cocks inside her separated by nothing but a thin wall of tissue. The sounds, cocks in her throat, her ass, her cunt. The way the pleasure was building, sharper now, almost unbearable.

Around them the other men had moved in. They stood along the walls and at the edge of the pool table, their cocks in their hands, stroking. Watching. Some of them were talking but Kaylee couldn't understand the words anymore. Everything was sensation. Everything was pressure and heat and the wet rhythmic sound of three men taking her at once.

Kaylee felt the pressure inside her shift. The cock in her cunt swelled. The first hot pulse of cum flooded her, and she moaned around the cock in her mouth. Then the second man was coming too, pulling out of her mouth at the last second and spurting across her face, her lips, her tongue. She opened her mouth for it. Carson opened his mouth for it. He wanted it. He wanted all of it.

The man in her ass pulled out. His hands were still on her hips. Then hot wetness splashed across her lower back, her ass, dripping down over where he'd just been inside her.

The other men in the room were groaning now. Carson saw them through a haze of dream-like fuzz and Kaylee's half-closed eyes. Four men still standing, their hands moving fast on their own cocks, their faces twisted. One came on her breasts. Another on her stomach. The third stepped close and aimed for her face again, white streaks landing across her cheeks and nose while a cock was still balls deep in her mouth. The fourth leaned over the table and released across her back, thick ropes of cum that slid down her spine.

She was covered in it. Soaked in it. Her face, her chest, her belly, her back, her thighs. Every inch of her skin was wet with their release. Carson felt it too. Her legs trembled under her.

The room blurred more. The men faded away, he was still waiting for the next round when the dream dissolved.

Carson woke gasping. His chest was wet. His thighs were wet. His boxers were soaked through with something warm and thick. He couldn't see. The room was pitch dark with his heart pounding.

His first coherent thought was that he'd pissed himself. His second was that he'd come so hard he'd never felt anything like it.

He ran his fingers over his body. His t-shirt was covered. He pulled it off and looked down at himself.

Cum. His cum, dripping down his thighs onto the sheets. His boxers were dripping with it, the front of them translucent.
He'd ejaculated in his sleep. A wet dream. And not a little. Not the small damp spot of a teenage wet dream. He'd emptied himself so completely that the bed looked like someone had poured ejaculate across his body.

He sat there, breathing hard, and the dream was still vivid behind his eyes. The purple dress. The hands. The pool table. The feeling of being filled in every hole at once. The cum inside him. It was inside her, but he was her and he felt it like it was inside him. What was even more strange, something he didn’t want to linger on, that he was hard every second he thought about the cum inside him.

Kaylee was asleep beside him, turned away, one shoulder bare above the blanket. He didn't even know when she got home. He didn't hear her climb into bed. Her breath was slow and even. He could hear the small wet sound of her lips parting and closing.

Carson lay back against the pillows. He didn't clean himself up. He stared at the dark ceiling with his heart still pounding and his skin still warm, and he waited for whatever would happen next.
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It was all becoming routine. The next Saturday, Kaylee didn't even tell him until she was halfway out the door. Now parties were like going to work, or shopping for groceries. Natural occurrences in life, all while being something they both secretly anticipated like kids at Christmas.

"I'm going out," she said, partway through the doorway, one hand held the handle as the other was adjusting the strap of a new silver dress he'd never seen before. It seemed even shorter than the purple one, which didn’t seem possible outside of a porn movie. Tighter too. The fabric caught the hallway light and shimmered. She looked like a disco ball. A sexy, fuckable disco ball.

Carson looked over from the couch. "Have fun."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. Have fun," he laughed a little, like he knew she would and that he would eventually too. He also knew that moments after she closed the door and her Uber had driven her away he would be rubbing his cock up and down his thigh as he thought about her sweaty and grinding on other men while their hands traveled her scantily clad body.

She tilted her head. Her hair was down, straight and dark against the shimmering fabric. 
"You're not going to ask where I’m going?"

"Do you want me to?" 
He turned to look at her and caught her eyes.

A small smile played at the corner of her mouth. 
"Not really."

"Then I guess not."

She laughed. It was a bright sound, unguarded. 
"Okay, have fun yourself."

"I’ll try."

Then she was gone. The door shut. Headlights vanished from the windows a moment later.

Carson sat on the couch and didn't move for a few minutes. His cock was already thickening against his thigh. She hadn't done anything except stand in the doorway and say she was leaving, and he was half-hard at the thought of where she was going. At the thought of what that silver dress would look like on the floor of a man’s room. At the thought of hands pushing it up over her hips.

He grabbed his cock in his shorts. Rubbing it slowly up and down as he pictured the hands on Kaylee slide higher up her thigh. The hard grinding of his cock into his thigh started when he moved onto imagining a man pressed up tight behind her, his own cock, hard, thick and black, pressing against her ass while he boldly moved his hand between her legs. Then higher up under the dress and pushed her panties aside. If she was even wearing any at that point.

Carson stopped rubbing and went upstairs. He lay down on the bed. He didn't resume rubbing himself. He was too close. Not yet, he thought. 
He wanted to wait. The waiting was part of the experience now. The slow burn of anticipation. The knowledge that she was out there somewhere, dancing, drinking, letting men touch her, and that eventually she would come home to him. Eventually she would crawl into this bed smelling of sweat and sex and someone’s cum.

His cock ached and he tried to ignore it.

Somehow he fell asleep, he didn’t know when. No dreams this time, though. Just a dark blank nothing, and then the sound of the bedroom door opening.

His eyes opened slowly.

Careful footsteps moved across the room to her side of the bed, the way she walked when she was trying not to stumble.

"Hi," she said heavily as she leaned onto the bed. Her voice whispered. It was completely dark in the room, but he could tell she was smiling. She had that drunk, smiling girl voice he recognized.

"Hi,” he responded in a sleepy voice, even though he was wide awake the moment he heard her creak onto the bed.

"You're awake?"

"Just, yeah, a little."

She leaned into the bed still wearing her dress. Her hair was much messier than when she'd left. Her shoes fell off her feet when she pulled them onto the mattress.

She was pretty drunk. So drunk that her words were running together at the edges and there was a slight slur. The ‘s’ sounds elongated when she spoke.

And, of course, there was the random giggling every ten to fifteen words. Carson didn’t know if it was just because she was drunk and couldn’t keep her mind straight, or if it was because she was remembering something she didn’t want to say and was reliving the moment instead.

Carson shifted on his side of the bed. He was hard. Now she was here, in their bed, still wearing the evidence of her night, and his erection was pressing against his underwear wanting to find out how much of it and where it was.

"Have fun?"

"Always have fun."
She made a comforting, relaxed sound that stretched out as if she were getting very comfortable after a long day.

"Yeah?"

"Uh huh." 
She turned her head on the pillow and looked at him. Her eyes were half-closed. 
"Why?"

"Just making sure is all."

"Her voice was lazy. 
"Why aren’t you sleeping?"

His paranoia set in. She couldn't see his erection under the blanket. Could she?

"You woke me," he said.

"Okay."

He didn’t have his fix yet, so he kept pushing despite her not cooperating.
"I'm just. You went out. I want to hear about it."

She sighed and stretched out on her side of the bed again.
"There's nothing to hear about."

"There’s always something that happens at these parties."

She laughed again. It was looser now. More honest.

"Yeah. Always," she said.

"Like what?"

"So many people. The music was so loud. You couldn't move without touching someone."

The image bloomed in his mind. Kaylee in that dress, pressed between bodies on a dance floor, surrounded by men. His cock called to him. He pressed his palm against it under the blanket, trying to keep it satisfied until she was further into the night.

"Was it hot?"

"So hot. I was dripping."

His throat went dry. 
"Yeah?"

"Mhm."

"With what."

She turned to look at him. Her glassy eyes focused briefly.

"Sweat," she said. 
"What did you think I meant?"

"Nothing. Sweat. Right."

"It was so hot in there. Everyone was sweaty. The whole room smelled like it. Bodies everywhere. I was dripping with sweat by the end."

He let out a breath he didn't know he'd been holding. 
"Sounds uncomfortable."

"It was."

She closed her eyes and leaned back away from him. The conversation seemed to be over. She was sinking into the mattress, her body going limp, her breathing slowing.

Carson lay beside her with his cock straining and his mind racing. Sweat. She'd meant sweat. Of course she'd meant sweat. Dripping. She'd been dripping. He couldn't stop thinking about what else she might have been dripping. What other fluids might be on her body right now. In her body right now.

He waited until her breathing was slow and even. Until the small wet sounds of her sleeping mouth started up. He pulled back the blankets slowly, and grabbed his phone and tapped the screen. Not the flashlight, but just the light from his phone screen. Dimmed in the dark to avoid the harsh brightness.

Kaylee’s dress was still bunched around her thighs. Her legs were bare. One arm was flung above her head. Her face was slack with sleep. He looked at her thighs. The soft skin of her inner thighs, just visible. He leaned closer. There was something there. A faint sheen. A slickness against her skin. It wasn't sweat. Sweat wasn't that thick.

His palm still pressing against his cock through the fabric of his underwear. He didn't move it. Not yet. He just held himself, feeling the heat of his own arousal, the way his cock throbbed against his fingers. She was full of someone else's cum and it was leaking out of her into their bed. He knew it.
She'd come home and collapsed into their bed without showering, and whatever had happened at that second party, if there even was one, whatever man or men had been inside her, their cum was still there. Between her legs. Inside her. Leaking out onto the sheets.


His hand started to move, a slow rhythm under the blanket. He watched the slickness between her thighs. He imagined what it would taste like. What it would feel like on his tongue. The thought made his stomach clench with a dark hot shame that was indistinguishable from arousal.
He could do it. She was asleep. She wouldn't wake up. She'd been so drunk she hadn't even taken off the dress. She wouldn't feel him move down the bed. She wouldn't feel him part her thighs. She wouldn't feel his mouth on her, cleaning up what the other men had left behind.
The fantasy was so vivid his hips bucked against his hand. He saw himself there, between her legs, his face pressed against her cunt, his tongue sliding through the mess of another man cream-pieing her pussy. He saw himself licking her clean and swallowing. The full cuckold cleanup.
He wanted it. The wanting was so intense it almost hurt. His hand moved faster. The slick sounds of his stroking filled the quiet room. The blanket beat along in the rhythm of his strokes. He was close. He was so close. He just had to move. He just had to slide down the bed and spread her legs and put his mouth on her and earn his place. His title.
Instead, his orgasm hit before he could go through with it. His whole body locked. His lower back arched off the mattress. Cum pulsed across his stomach, hot and thick, rope after rope. He groaned through clenched teeth, eyes squeezed shut, and the image of himself between her thighs burned behind his eyelids until there was nothing left. He lay there panting. The mess was all over his skin. 

Kaylee hadn't moved. Her breathing was still slow, oblivious.

He looked at her thighs one more time. At the sheen still glistening there. Tomorrow, he thought. Next time. He was asleep within a minute, still covered in his own orgasm, a taste of something lingering in his imagination.
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June bled into July. The heat came down hard, the kind of solid wall of heat that made the asphalt steam. The workers continued in the field, finally feeling something close to the weather they were used to at home. Carson watched them sometimes as he drove along the back roads, the men out in the sun, their shirts dark with sweat. He wondered if any of them had been inside his wife. If any of them would be that weekend.

Kaylee went out nearly every Friday and Saturday now. She didn't ask if Carson minded and sometimes didn’t even say goodbye. She'd just appear in the living room in a new dress or a tight top and skirt, her hair done, her lips glossy, and she'd say, "going out," as she walked through the door.

One motion.

He'd say, "have fun," and she'd be gone.

Carson learned to fill the night with waiting. He'd try to watch television. Maybe find a baseball game on that could keep his attention. He'd usually end up scrolling his phone. Finding a website filled with porn website pop-ups he would click away and read caption pictures for cuckold and big black cock.

The images were of normal looking white women. Pretty women. Their faces in a bright smile as a gigantic black cock hung down next to their face. They were often some of the biggest cocks Carson had ever seen, along with words on the screen reading things like, She’s always wanted to try BBC but don’t be mad if she never stops. Another caption image, another pretty, normal looking white woman. This time she has a gigantic black cock in her mouth with a Snapchat text across the center of the image reading, “she ain’t be home for a bit til she clean this fuckin’ snake, she still learnin how to take a monster, been chokin’ on it all night.”
He'd sit on the couch scrolling through the random sites. Never taking his cock fully out of his pants, only rubbing it up and down his thigh because he knew once it came out he would be stroking and he couldn’t stop. He was so weak for it that he knew he would cum once his hand wrapped around it.
Eventually he’d go to bed, most of the time he was able to resist cumming in his shorts before then. He’d lie, wearing only his underwear, with the blankets pushed aside and the lights off, listening for the sound of a car pulling into the driveway, then the creak of the front door. His cock would be hard before she even got into the room. 
Usually, before she even got home, he’d keep rubbing it through his underwear just to keep it hard. He would edge himself endlessly. Nights when he edged the orgasm was so much more powerful. Lasting. It would shake him down to his core. The anticipation was a physical thing now, a low hum that shook his body and centered in his cock.

Carson didn't fight it anymore. He didn't pretend he wasn't doing what he was doing. He knew what he was. A cuckold. Not in the traditional sense, just as he didn’t have a hotwife in the traditional sense, but he was on the border of it and crisscrossed back and forth across the line. His wife fucked other men, but he knew about it. His wife fucked other men and enjoyed it, but she never mentioned it to him when sober. They both enjoyed their own side of the world they found themselves in but didn’t speak a word of it to each other in a knowing way.

One night Kaylee came home and stumbled coming through the door. Carson had heard her curse under her breath, a soft "shit" followed by a giggle.

"Sorry," she said, assuming he was awake.

"S’okay."

"Always awake when I get home.”
She slid herself into the bed next to him.

"I like to stay up late too, I guess."

She laughed at that and pushed further onto the bed, not bothering to get under the covers. She just lay there on top of the blanket, one arm flung out, her dress still on.

Carson turned on his side, the neediness bubbling inside.
"Good night?"
He wanted to start stroking his cock but he wanted to hear details first.

"Mmhmm."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah.”
The words came out soft, almost like she was talking in her sleep. Some of the words he couldn’t hear, either because she said them too low or they were garbled in her drunken slur.
“There was a guy." 
He could hear in her voice that she was smiling. 
"Behind the drinks. Dancing and he just...he put his hand up my dress."
She started laughing softly and turned back to him. Her shoulder arching back and her head tilting to talk up towards the ceiling.

Carson's breath slowed. 
"Yeah?"
His hand was on his cock over the top of his boxers, but he wanted more.

"Mhm. His fingers were sooooo thick. Thicker than, than, than,” she broke into a giggle, “yours. Nobody even noticed."

"Thicker than my fingers?”

She started giggling again.
“No. So thick. I thought it was his cock at first, but it was just his fingers."
She laughed again. 
"Just his fingers, but thicker than you…thing."
Kaylee reached her hand back and patted his thigh, then patted upward, clumsily, until she reached his hand covering his cock and patted it.
“Than this little thing.”

Carson inhaled sharply. She moved her hand away but the feeling was still hot over top of his hand. He felt himself grow full and stiff. Her hand patting his crotch as she told him another man’s fingers were inside her pussy and they were bigger than his cock nearly made him cum. If he had been stroking he would have, but he was holding back. A new kind of edging where he didn’t even start stroking until his body screamed at him. Somehow he was able to resist and tried to pull more information. More juicy details. More fodder.

"Where was his other hand?"

"On my throat." 
She said it without hesitation. This caused his hand to reach down and pull his cock out. His underwear pushed down below his balls and ass. A useless piece of fabric around his upper thighs.


"He held my throat while he fingered me. Not hard. Just. Holding me. Like he owned me." 

Carson's hand moved faster under the blanket. One hand held the blanket up to keep the thumping of his strokes from distracting her, while his other hand stroked in a steady motion. He didn't try to hide the stroking though. He was lost in it. He shifted onto his back with his hand wrapped around his cock, and she didn't notice or didn't care or was too drunk to register the movement.

"I came," she murmured. 
"Right there. Standing up. His fingers inside me and his hand on my throat and I came so hard my legs gave out."

"Did he catch you?"
His breath was heavy again, that heavy point where his fist was pumping steadily and he knew his orgasm wasn’t going to be denied.

"Uh huh," her voice went softer, dreamier, "he held me up. His arm around my waist holding me so tight. I couldn’t stand anymore. He pulled his fingers out and put them in my mouth."

Carson stroked himself quickly. The image was there, Kaylee pressed against a counter with a man’s large, dark hand at her throat and another large dark hand between her legs. Her dress pushed up and his fingers in her pussy. The crowd around them oblivious. The man's fingers sliding out of her wet and glistening and then into her mouth.

"What happened after that?”
His voice was needy, as if he was calling a phone sex line and asking the operator to tell him more. Emptying his credit card for an orgasm. But this was his wife and she was lying next to him recalling an event that actually happened, less than an hour ago. He couldn’t believe this was his life.

"Nothing," she sighed, her voice getting sleepier.

Carson's hand moved faster. The slick sound of his stroking filled the space between them. He couldn’t stop, he was too focused on making himself cum. The orgasm was right there and all he needed was one more thing to push it over the edge.

"He made me feel like a thing," she said quietly. 
"Like I was just a thing for him to use. I kind of liked it."
Then she giggled again, and through broken words he heard her say something that sounded like, “I don’t even know his name.”

He came hard and silent, his neck arched back and his mouth dropped open, his lower back arching up off the mattress again as if it were a move he was repeating. Right before it hit he pulled his boxers up over his cock and the cum shot into the fabric to keep it contained. Pulse after pulse jolting through his entire pelvis. He stopped breathing. He stopped moving as his cock continued to jump and more cum shot out. His hand stopped stroking a few seconds into the orgasm and pulled out of his underwear, squeezing low on the base of his cock. There was an area that he found that if he put the right amount of pressure on at the right moment he could extend his orgasm well after the cum had stopped. The pulses would continue for ten, sometimes twenty seconds and he’d stretch his orgasm out to a point he didn’t imagine was possible. 
Then, when it was all over, he lay there breathing and she was already asleep beside him, her breathing rhythmic, her dress still on and who knows what kinds of fluids were between her thighs while Carson had his own fluids gathered in his underwear, wet and cool and soaked through the fabric.

The next morning Carson would usually wake before Kaylee. He would find her in pretty much the same position she was in when he fell asleep. He would grab a shirt, shorts and socks that he had set on the dresser the night before, and sneak out of the room, not bothering to grab clean underwear. He enjoyed the dirty feeling of sitting in his own orgasm, it dried into his underwear and pubic hair. The stain damp, dark and noticeable when he pulled his underwear down to have his morning pee.

Kaylee would wake up sometime after 1030 or 11am. She would stumble out of the bedroom in her dress with her hair a mess, and walk into the bathroom and leave the door open as she peed. The sound would carry through the hallway and Carson would hear it wherever he was in the house. It came to be an arousal trigger as he associated it with the aftermath of one of her weekend escapades. 
There would be coffee, but no food, and she would lay on the couch for another hour before she even said anything. When she did say something it wasn’t about the night before. Nothing about the party. Nothing about coming home. Nothing about what happened in the bed. Carson didn’t know if she didn’t remember or just didn’t want to bring it up. He assumed the former but was always curious if it was the latter.

This is what happened in their lives now. The weekend arrived and Kaylee went out. She came home drunk and clumsily found her way into bed and Carson was waiting. His cock hard and ready for dirty storytime. He would pull the information out of her and usually, at some point, something would trigger him the hardest and he would cum. Although sometimes she would fall asleep before he got there and he would finish himself off with his own imagination pushing him over the edge.
The mornings after she would wake up and sometimes she would say that she didn’t even remember getting home the night before. Carson would sometimes tell her he didn’t even hear her. Other times he would tell her how drunk she was but she fell right asleep. Nothing else was said.

Another night, later that summer, she'd been quiet when she came in, earlier than usual, and he'd thought maybe nothing had happened. Maybe she'd just danced and drank and came home. But then she lay down beside him and let out a long slow breath and said, "I did something bad."

He turned toward her in the dark. 
"Yeah?"
His curiosity was killing him but he liked her to spill her secrets herself while he slowly led her in the right direction. It went much smoother when he was more an active listener than carrying on an engaged conversation.

"I rode him in the car."

"Who?"

"He picked me outside. I didn't even go in."

Carson's cock stiffened so fast it hurt. 
"You rode with someone? In his car?"

"Nuh huh. On him." 
Her voice had that dreamy quality again, the one he'd learned to recognize. The voice she used when she was reliving something and she was half asleep, almost as if she were talking to herself before passing out. 
"He pulled over and I was in his lap and I just. I rode him. The whole time."

"While he was driving?"

"Mmhmm. His cock was inside me the whole way. Every bump in the road. Every turn. He had one hand on the wheel and one hand on my ass and I just bounced on him."

"Did you come?"

"Uh huh." 
She laughed, a small embarrassed sound. 
"And he did."

Carson's hand was on himself now, stroking hard. He didn't care if she noticed. The image of his wife straddling another man’s lap in the driver's seat, her dress hiked up around her waist, her cunt full of his cock, bouncing on him while the car moved through the dark country roads.

"Did he have a condom?" He asked. 
It was against his mental playbook. The questions were supposed to be leading. Directing. Not direct. But he had to know. His nightly escalation had included new captions. Breeding. Pregnancy. The thought of his wife getting pregnant by one of these random men made him cum the hardest now. He was trying to scratch this new itch and see if it might come true.

"No. None condoms." 
She shifted on the bed, her thigh brushing against his. 
"They…hate them."
She sighed. Her voice dropped lower. She was nearly out.

"Do you let them all? Without?"

"Mmhmm."

"Every time?"

"Mmhmm."

His orgasm hit without warning. One stroke he was climbing and the next he was coming, his whole body jerking, the cum spurting in thick white pulses in his underwear. He came so quick he almost forgot to pull the elastic up over his cock before it erupted. 
He groaned through it and she heard him, he knew she heard him, but she didn't say anything. She just lay there with her eyes closed and her smile soft and her thighs still wet.

No condoms. The words echoed in his head. She'd stopped using protection. She'd stopped pretending she needed it. At some point, every man who'd been inside her had left his cum there when he pulled out, and she'd come home to him with it still leaking out of her.

Two weeks later there was another story. Kaylee had been going to a different location now. Not the house parties anymore, not the workers' rooms. Someone had rented a room, a place with a bed and a couch and a mirror on the ceiling. The description was hazy. It was unclear exactly where she went or with who, but what happened was easily deciphered.

"They took turns," she said. 
She was drunk but not as drunk as usual, her words clearer, her eyes still open. She lay on her back with her eyes closed. 
"One would, he fucked me and then the other would fuck me and trade.”
The way she said the word fucked was hard. The end syllable had force. The ‘f’ sound flung out from her bottom lip. He’d swear she was fully awake when she said it, but her breathing was slow and steady and she paused for a long time between saying anything.

"I was on the bed. They didn't take all clothes off." 
She laughed. 
"Just unzip pants and cocks fucked me."

"Who were they?"

"RayRay. And I didn't know. RayRay’s friend."

His wife, Kaylee, was on a bed somewhere while two men took turns inside her. Carson's cock was in his hand and he stroked listening to her.

"They both came inside you," he said, leading her again as his hand moved up and down his shaft.

"Mmhmm. RayRay then RayRay friend was inside me and finished."

Carson came hard. His body seized and his cock pulsed and he felt the cum in his underwear, hot and thick. He made a sound he couldn't control, a low rough groan that filled the dark room.

He didn't know if she'd realized what he'd been doing. He didn't know if she understood what her words were doing to him. He lay there with his heart slamming against his ribs and his cum cooling on his skin and the image of her body filled by two men.

The nights kept coming. Every weekend brought new details, new fragments of her adventures that she dropped for him to masturbate to.

A man that took her outside and told her to suck his cock as he held her hair like a handle and fucked her throat until he made her swallow every drop of his orgasm, then lick his cock clean. A man who'd whispered in her ear in a language she couldn't understand while he fucked her from behind. She told him all of it, piece by piece, and he listened and touched himself and learned to read her body as he perfected getting the most out of his own orgasms.

One night in late July she came home drunk, but not too drunk, and when she lay down beside him he didn't wait for her to speak. He reached over and put his hand on her thigh, his palm sliding up under the hem of her skirt.

She didn't stop him. She didn't even react.

"It was rough tonight," she said.

"Yeah?"
His voice was eager and bold.

"It was uncomfortable."
There was a hint of annoyance in her voice.

"Uncomfortable?" He asked. His fingers traced the inside of her thigh.

"Yeah, just, hot. I’m tired."

Carson’s fingers found her. He touched her gently, but didn’t register her tone or her speech that was slightly clearer than normal nights after she got home. He groaned. His fingers pushed inside her and she was wet, and his cock throbbed against his boxers.

"Mmm," she made the soft sound as his hand ran up her inner thigh. She parted her legs and he pushed further inside her. He curled his fingers inside her. She gasped. Her hips pushed down against his hand.

"You don’t feel as wet as I thought," he said. His voice was rough. He was eager to feel it, the thick slippery heat of another man's load inside his wife's cunt, but it didn’t seem like it was there at all.

"Mmm," she moaned again. 
"Nobody inside me."

He pushed his fingers deeper. She moaned, a soft broken sound, and her legs fell open wider. He felt her clench around him. His thumb found her clit and pressed down and she made a sound that was almost a sob.

"Tell me what happened," he said.

"Nothing. Danced. Mmm, it was too hot and, and, and," her lips parted and her mouth opened wide. 
He was leaning over her, propped up on an elbow and watching her face.

"Did you come?"

"Nuh uh."
She shook her head.

Carson's fingers plunged into her over and over. The wet sounds filled the room. She was biting her lip and her fingers were on her nipple, pinching it while he teased her clit and fingered her pussy.

"Did you get used by anyone?"

Her eyes squinted as they were shut tight.
“Hm?”

"Used. Did anyone use you?"

"Anyone?"

She was practically panting. Her hips were moving against his fingers as he pushed them in and out of her. When he used to do this, before the summer and the parties, he would finger her pussy just like this but he would drop his mouth down to her breast and suction against her nipple. He would grate his teeth across it and pull at it and that would drive her wild. But now he was too focused on himself to do anything but lead her into giving him more details. Something he could use to satisfy his own orgasm.

“RayRay? Did he use you?”

He felt her body tighten. Her cunt clenched hard around his fingers and she cried out, a high thin sound that broke into pieces, and then she was coming on his hand while he held himself back, watching her face contort, watching her mouth open wide as he waited for her to say something more that he could use. When it was over she lay limp. Her breathing slowed. His fingers were still inside her.

She watched him.

He tasted her. He closed his eyes and sucked his fingers clean and when he opened them again she was still watching him.

"Why did you say RayRay?" She asked quietly, eyes still closed.

"What do you mean?"
He blinked at her. Still on a rising high and needing a push as his hand slowly jerked himself off with her slick juices on his fingers. Carson was still leaned over her propped up on his elbow and he looked into her face and saw her staring at him inquisitively.

"RayRay. Why did you say RayRay?" She shook her head slightly against the pillow.

He didn't answer. He wasn’t even really listening to her. He was pushing himself further to the edge and each time she said his name, RayRay, he pictured her moaning it while he flooded her womb with his seed. After a moment she was asleep, never following up on her question.
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Kaylee woke first.

The room was full of soft Sunday light. The blinds were striped with it. She lay on her back for a moment with her eyes closed and she welcomed a morning where she didn’t have to get up and go to work and that she didn’t have a splitting headache. Her mouth was dry, but not awful. The faint pleasant ache low in her body that was a welcomed ache from a night where she usually did something fun she would hear about through texts or rumors later.

She blinked at the ceiling and lay there for a long minute, just breathing. Her hand drifting down and pressing gently to feel more as she ran her thoughts through last night. It was something that usually came up blank or with fragments. Total sections of the night blacked out or blurred, but last night there was something there she could reach for and try to sharpen.

She’d come home early last night. She remembered that. She also remembered the slow drinks and being annoyed at how busy and hot it was. Into the car a little after…eleven? When she got home Carson was awake in bed. He was waiting for her?

Kaylee turned her head and looked at him asleep beside her. She studied his face for a second. He looked tired, but he looked peaceful. She felt a soft pull of tenderness at the sight of him. Then she noticed his shoulder was bare.

That was odd. Carson always wore a shirt to bed. He’d worn a shirt to bed for the entire nine years of their marriage. He got cold at night. He kept a T-shirt on even in July. She lifted herself onto her elbow and tugged the edge of the blanket down very gently to see, but he wasn’t naked, he was wearing his underwear.

She stared. She let the blanket settle back into place and lay down again on her back and looked at the ceiling and felt her own slow morning thoughts start to organize themselves. She remembered going up the stairs alone. She remembered getting into bed. She remembered him there awake, sitting up, but she couldn’t quite picture what he was wearing. She remembered lying down beside him. Talking. He asking her something.

Tell me what happened.

The line surfaced in her head with a small surprising clarity.

Did you cum?

She lay very still.

Did anyone use you?

She felt her face get hot and her stomach lock up tight.

Nobody Inside Me. 
She’d said nobody inside me. She remembered saying it. She remembered the half-formed murmur of it leaving her mouth as she’d been falling asleep, the warm drift of sleep that had taken her words and rolled them out of her without thinking, and she remembered, now, clearly, the soft choked sound he had made beside her after.

Did you come?

She’d answered him. She’d answered him in the dark. A soft denial. She pulled the blanket back from his stomach. She did it slowly, gently, holding her breath. The morning light was clear. She drew the blanket down to his hip and she saw, in the light, the dark, dampened spots in his underwear. The large spot spread out across the fabric. Too little for him to have peed, and too much to have not shaken off after peeing in the middle of the night.

She looked at the dark spot. She looked at his sleeping face and then lay back against her pillow. Her heart was beating fast.

Carson knew. He’d been asking. All those questions, all those weekends, the careful little voice and the hands on her hip in the dark, the way he’d been waiting up. The way he had reached for her when she’d come in last night and the way he asked about RayRay by name.

By name. She had not told him that name. She had not, ever, that she remembered, told him that name.

He knew. He had known. He had known for, for how long?

Weeks.
Months. 
The whole summer maybe.

Carson had been sitting on the couch every Saturday night and waiting for her to come home and tell him, and she had been telling him, drunk and sloppy and half-asleep, and he had been listening, and he had been doing this, this, beside her in the bed while she’d been drifting off thinking he didn’t know.

She stared at the ceiling. Her chest was moving in small fast breaths. She didn’t move. She didn’t sit up. She didn’t say anything. She lay there beside her sleeping husband with the morning light getting brighter through the blinds and the slow tide of the realization rising in her, and she stared at the ceiling, and her mouth was open.

He knew every time she had fucked another man all summer long.

***

Carson came out of sleep slowly. His head was heavy. His mouth was dry. He wasn’t wearing a shirt, and he felt the wet spot on his underwear the moment he shifted his hips. The first thought to hit him was he needed to change out of them before she woke up and started asking questions.

Then he realized Kaylee was looking at him.

She was on her elbow next to him, propped up, looking down at him. Her hair was loose around her shoulders. Her face was very pale.

He blinked.
“What?”

She didn’t answer.

He cleared his throat and pushed up so he was sitting against the headboard and turned to look at her. There was something off about her stare and the way her eyes didn’t follow him as he pushed himself up.
The sheet slid down his chest and he felt the dampness of the spot on his underwear and remembered all over again that it was there and didn’t have time to do anything about it.

“What’s wrong? Is everything okay?”

“You know.”
Her eyes didn’t move from the spot they had fixated on. The words came out of her in a thin shaky breath. Not a question. Two flat words, dropped from her lips.

Carson looked at her. A naive part of him took over hoping that the words weren’t about exactly what he dreaded.
“Know what?”

She kept her head still. Her eyes pointed ahead into nothingness.

“Know what, Kaylee?”

He saw her face turn up to meet his. The way she looked at him, the look he had hoped to never see. A look of realization and deciding whether he was what she thought he was. Some kind of freak into a bizarre fetish.

He now knew exactly what she meant. His mouth opened. He didn’t know what was going to come out of it. He didn’t know what to say. He looked at her and tried to land on a denial and tried to land on a deflection and tried to land on a question and none of it worked. The words refused to come out, or even form in his head. His mouth opened and closed once and then he just stopped trying.

“Yeah,” he said.
His voice was very quiet.
“Yeah. I know.”

She made a small sound. A small fast inhale through her mouth. Her hands had gathered up the blanket in front of her and she was twirling it in her fingers.

“What? What do you know?”

He swallowed.
“That you’ve been. That at the parties. With men.”

She closed her eyes and leaned back, groaning.

“Oh my god.”

“Kaylee.”

“Oh my god, Carson, oh my god, why didn’t you say anything?”

He didn’t have an answer ready. He didn’t know what to do with his hands. One of them had drifted down into his lap under the sheet without him noticing, and only when she looked down at it did he realize it was there. He was hard. He had woken up hard, the way he had been waking up hard for weeks now, and the sheet did not hide it. He moved his hand to cover himself.

She saw him do it. She looked at his hand. She looked at his face. He watched her face go through it, faster than he could have stopped it, the small flat realization sliding across her features.

“Wait.”

He felt the heat rush up his neck.

“Wait. Are you, are you turned on right now?”

He couldn’t look at her.

“Is that why?”

His face was burning.

“You didn’t say anything because…”
She didn’t finish the sentence. She didn’t have to.

He looked down, then away. His shoulders rounded forward. He felt ashamed and small. He felt exposed to something deep inside of him that he wasn’t ready to talk about with anyone. It was something he didn’t understand himself yet. How would he explain it to anyone else?

“You like hearing about it?”

His eyes were closed.

“Carson.”

“I.”

“Carson. Look at me.”

He couldn’t.

She put her hand on his cheek. Gentle. She turned his face toward her. He let her. He kept his eyes shut for one more second and then he made himself open them.

She wasn’t angry.

He had braced for anger. He had braced for hurt and for furious and for disgusted. Her face wasn’t any of those. It was something different. Open. Curious. A small bewildered tenderness that he didn’t know how to take.

“Tell me,” she said. “Just, tell me.”

“You came home one night,” he said.
His voice didn’t sound like his. Shaky. Weak. Small.
“You came home one night and you were really drunk and you. You told me. You told me what you’d done. You weren’t telling me on purpose. You were just talking, like it was in your sleep. Drunk talk. You didn’t even know what you were saying. But you said it.”

Kaylee waited. She stared at Carson and waited, knowing there was more. So much more.

“And I.”
He couldn’t say it.
“And I, I, I got hard, Kaylee. I got so hard. I didn’t know why. I didn’t, I didn’t want to. But I did. And you kept talking. And every weekend after that you’d come home and you’d tell me about your nights and just keep talking and I’d. I’d lie there and I started touching myself. S-stroking. And I’d ask you things. I’d ask you little things. And you’d answer. And every week.”
He stopped.
“I masturbate to it. I masturbate while you tell me. Every weekend. Sometimes all night leading up to you getting home. Knowing when you get home you’re going to tell me about everything you did and everything they did to you. I, I can’t stop. I don’t know why. I don’t know why I think it’s so hot but when I orgasm it’s the best feeling I’ve ever felt.”

She looked at him.

He couldn’t read her face anymore. His vision had gone slightly blurry, the way it went when he hadn’t slept, his eyes hot at the corners.

“You like it?”
She said it, watching him. Watching for his reaction.

He looked up and stared back at her. His eyes looked at her face for something he could read but there was nothing there. Well, there was something there but it was an expression he couldn’t diagnose.
He was looking for something that was one way or the other. Permission. Disgust. He wanted her to show him how he should feel about it so he didn’t have to face it himself.

The silence stretched. Then he gave in. He returned the smallest nod, thighs pressing together under the sheet, still sitting in his cum stained underwear. Carson felt heat spread painfully through his body.

Kaylee saw it happen. His breathing changed. She saw him looking at her differently now. Starving. And something changed in her expression too. Recognition. Dark, needy pleasure. The months stopped pretending to be fragments. He had spent the whole summer building himself toward this moment without realizing it.

“You remember?” he said quietly.

Kaylee’s cheeks colored slightly. Now the embarrassment set in. The double realization. One side telling her that her husband knows she’s fucking other men, sometimes multiple men, every weekend. The other side realizing that he likes it. That he wants to hear about it and she’s been telling him about it for months.

“Some things.”
Her voice was soft. Unsure how to proceed. Does she just start talking? Spilling every nasty detail about how she’s had multiple cocks in her at the same time. Down her throat and in her ass and pussy. Filling her. She didn’t have any idea how to start, or where to start.

“You tell me a lot when you come home,” he said, interrupting her spiral of uncertainty.

She blushed terribly. Her gaze dropped to the bed.

Carson looked down briefly before speaking again.
“When you go out,” he paused, “I think about it the whole night. Your pussy stretched around their cocks. And when you get home I wonder if it’s in there. Still.”

Kaylee’s breathing changed slightly. She was still embarrassed that her husband was telling her that she told him about all of the cocks that had been inside her and that he thinks about it and masturbates to it. But the thought of sharing it. That someone else knew that she could talk about it with and that it was him. The thought excited her on a carnal level.

“Carson.” She felt the exposure land hot across her chest.

“You come home smelling like other people and I can’t stop thinking about where you were. About how many of them came inside you.”
He was letting it out. She didn’t tell him to stop. Not with her eyes. Not with her words. Not with her tone. So he kept going.

She lifted her head and stared at him openly, lips parted.

The heat in his face reddening his complexion as he made eye contact with her, but he had gone too far to stop now. The arousal mixed with the confession was making him hard in a way that gave him a strange, unfamiliar confidence, the kind he hadn’t known he wanted. The further he went the more he wanted to keep talking.
“You tell me that you don’t use condoms, that the men don’t like them. Every week I have a moment, somewhere in the middle of the week, where I tell myself I’m going to ask you to stop going out.” 
His voice lowered, “but I never do.”

“Why?”
The question was genuine curiosity. Why wouldn’t he ask her to stop? She already knew the answer but it wasn’t clicking in her head. Nothing made sense, so why would it?

Carson laughed once under his breath. Because saying it aloud sounded pathetic. Because it sounded wrong. Because he didn’t fully understand it himself. But Kaylee kept watching him patiently, her hand sliding up his thigh. Finally he admitted, “Because I like it. I wait for you to come home. I want to hear it all. Aching for every filthy detail while I stroke myself, until I, until…”

“What?”

“Until I cum in my underwear and fall asleep next to you.”
He lifted the blanket and showed her the dampened spot he left the previous night.

Silence. Heavy. Intimate. Humiliating.

Kaylee shifted closer slowly across the mattress, her breath warm against his mouth.
“You like hearing about it.”

It wasn’t a question.

Carson closed his eyes briefly.
“Uh huh.”

That answer changed everything.

Kaylee inhaled softly through parted lips.

“You really do.”

Carson nodded once, unable to look at her.

Instead of recoiling, Kaylee reached for him carefully. Her fingers brushed his wrist first. Then lower, tugging at the elastic in his underwear. He looked down at her hand and then up at her face. She bit her lower lip playfully and he slipped his fingers into the waistband of his underwear and slipped them down. She wrapped around the modest length of his cock, squeezing with slow, deliberate strokes.

He was already as hard as he could get, throbbing against her palm. He could feel himself close to orgasm already.

Her expression flickered with surprise before something warmer replaced it. Curiosity. Power. Hunger.

“You’re serious,” she whispered, stroking him with deliberate pressure.

Carson gave a helpless, breathy answer. “Uh huh. Yeah. Yeah. Mmm.”

Kaylee gripped him firmly and began stroking up and down, slowly. Her eyes looked into his, unwavering.

For a long moment neither spoke. Then quietly, cautiously, she began telling him things. Her voice low and seductive. Not every detail. Not graphic descriptions at first. But emotional truths laced with heat.
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Kaylee's fingers were still wrapped around him. Not moving. Just holding. The weight of her palm pressed against the base of his cock while her thumb rested in the groove where his shaft met the head. She wasn't stroking anymore. She was watching him.

Carson's chest rose and fell in shallow little sips of air. His hands were at his sides, fisting the sheets. Every few seconds his hips would twitch, a tiny involuntary buck, and she'd smile and tighten her grip.

"You're really hard," she said.

Her voice was casual. Light and conversational.

Carson nodded. His throat was too dry for words. The confession was still settling between them. The words he'd said. The things he'd admitted. His cum-stained underwear was still around his thighs and Kaylee's hand was still on his cock and none of it felt real except the heat of her palm and the way she was looking at him. Like he was something interesting she'd just discovered.

"Do you want me to keep going?"

He nodded again. An eager quickness.

"Say it,” she leaned in when she spoke and her eyes never left his face, even when he looked away in shame.

"Yes. Yeah. Please."

“Please what?”

He stared at her, not sure how to answer.

“Say my name. Be polite, Carson.”

“P-please, Kaylee.”

“Please what?”

He stared again. He followed her request. He said her name. He didn’t know what else he was supposed to say.

“Tell me what you want.”

“Please, Kaylee, keep stroking me.”

She laughed, softly. An exhale through her nose. Her thumb traced along the bottom of his cock and he whimpered. The sound escaped before he could catch it and he felt his face heat.

"The first time," she said, starting to stroke him again with a lazy rhythm, "was way back with Melissa. Remember?"

He remembered. Kaylee hadn’t gotten together with Melissa in a long time. He figured, in the middle of it all, they had a disagreement. Maybe it was over a man they both wanted. Maybe something else. He was a little ashamed to admit he didn’t really care, as long as Kaylee kept feeding him what he wanted.

Carson's hips bucked at the question.
"Uh huh."

"I wore my wedding ring. Didn’t think to take it off. Why would I, right? I didn’t know any of this was going to happen." 
Her hand slid up his shaft, squeezed gently at the tip, then slid back down.

Carson looked down and noticed her wedding ring wasn’t on.

"Andre, the first black guy who fucked me, he didn't care. He saw the ring and he fucked me anyway. Took me in the back of a van while I wore my ring. None of them care about the ring, because, if you’re there you’re free game. Why else would you be there, right?"

"Uh huh."

"You like that?"

"Yes. Uh huh. I do."

Her hand slowed. His hips chased the friction but she pulled her hand back, just out of reach, and he made a sound that was half groan and half sob.

"Behave," she told him.

Carson forced his hips to still. His thighs were trembling. His cock jumped against her palm and she watched it, fascinated, like she'd never seen him this way before. Maybe she hadn't. Maybe this was a new Carson, a Carson who had been hiding behind the one she'd married, and now that he was out she wanted to see what he was like compared to the man she knew.

"They text me," she said, "all week. During work. During dinner. I'll be sitting at the table with you and my phone will buzz and it'll be RayRay asking if I'm coming to the party this weekend. Or someone else." 
She resumed stroking him. Slow. Deliberate.
"They send me pictures."

Carson's breath caught.
"Pictures?"

"Mhm." Her voice dropped, "of their muscles. Of their chest. Of their cocks."

He made a sound. It wasn't a word. It was desperation taking form in his throat.

"Do you want to see them?" She smiled at him and sped up her stroking.

His whole body went rigid. 
"You, you have them? You save them?"

"I do."
She was still smiling now. Enjoying this. The power of it.
"Want me to show you? Do you want to see the cocks that have been inside your wife?"

Carson couldn't speak. He could barely breathe. His own cock was throbbing so hard he thought he might come just from the question. Kaylee must have sensed it because she let go of him. She just opened her fist and let her hand hover around his cock as it jumped with need.

"Not yet," she said.

He groaned. His hips lifted off the mattress, searching for her hand, and she watched him with a smirk spreading across her lips.

"Carson."

"Please." The word was out before he could stop it.
"Please, Kaylee."

"Please what?"

"Please, Kaylee, I, I want, don't stop."

"Don't stop what?" 
She was teasing him now and she knew it. Her eyes were bright. Alive.

"Please. Don’t stop t-touching me. And, and talking. Tell me more. Show me. I need," he was nearly frantic with need. Unable to form sentences or complete thoughts. His brain melting into a single purpose. Kaylee’s hand on his cock as she tells him more. Anything.

"You need."
She repeated the word like it was fascinating.
"You need. Not them. They get. Get to fuck me. Get to put their cocks in me and get to come inside me. But you?"
Her finger traced the vein along the underside of his cock. Gentle and delicate. The nail grazing the sensitive skin and Carson’s entire body seizing.
"You just need me to talk to you. To look at you. To touch you. Don't you?"

"Yes."

"I like it," she said.
It was half to herself. A discovery.
"I like how pathetic you are for me. I wanted the men to want me. To desire me. To fuck me. I want you to want the same thing, but to want it so bad you can’t resist it.”

She started stroking him again and this time he didn't try to hold back the sounds. Small broken things that fell out of him every time her hand reached the base of his shaft and lingered. The strokes were sporadic and broken. Kaylee’s hand would pump down to the base, rest at his balls for a couple of seconds and then stroke upwards and then back down and rest again. It drove Carson mad.

"There was a man last month," she said. Her voice was a low murmur now, conversational again, like she was telling him about her day over dinner.
"I never got his name. He was standing by the door when I walked in and he just stared at me. Didn't say anything. Didn't smile. Just watched me walk past. His eyes on my legs. On my dress. I could feel him looking at me like he was already inside me."

Carson was panting as her strokes moved back into a lazy rhythm. Sometimes she forgot to stroke and other times it was just her fingertips gliding aimlessly along his shaft. A few times her hand missed his cock altogether and touched his thigh or his balls, which made his cock jump and twitch at the lack of her touch.

"I danced with RayRay that night. He had his hands all over me. And I looked over his shoulder and that man was still watching. Just standing there. Watching RayRay grind into me on the dance floor."

"Did you, did you fuck him?"

Kaylee's hand slowed. Carson realized his mistake immediately. He'd asked a question. He'd tried to direct her. She tutted. An actual tut. Like he was a child who'd misbehaved.

"I'm telling the story," she said. 
"You're listening. Understand?"

He nodded rapidly.
"Yes. Yes, I'm sorry, I'm."

"Shh."
Her finger pressed against his lips.

He closed his mouth. Her finger stayed there for a moment longer, then she pulled it away and resumed her slow steady stroking.

"I didn't fuck him that night. But he got my number somehow. Texted me the next day. Said he couldn't stop thinking about me. Said he'd been thinking about me all night. Said I was an angel. Sent me messages professing his love filled with emojis." 
She laughed and shook her head.
“It was so high school. Ridiculous.”
Her hand tightened slightly.
"Then he sent me a video of him. He was touching himself. Stroking. For me."
She leaned closer, her mouth near his ear.
"And I'd never even spoken to him before.”

"Mmm. Kaylee."

"What?" 
She pulled back, unclasped her grip. Hand open around his cock as it twitched in violent want.
"Use your words."

"I want to hear more."
His voice was hoarse. Desperate.
"I want to hear everything. Every man. Every time. What they did to you. What you did to them. How they. How they came. Where they came. I want to know all of it."

"Because it turns you on."

"Yes."

"Say it."

"It turns me on. So much. I think about it all the time. I think about…about you out there with…with…them. Their c-cocks in you. Their hands on you. I think about it and I can't, I can't, I can't think about anything else. I just wait for you to come home and tell me. To stroke me, just like this, neverending."

Her hand started moving again. Faster this time. She was learning his rhythm. Learning how to read the tension in his body.

"RayRay's cock," she said, "is the biggest I've ever seen."

Carson whimpered.

"It's so thick I can barely get my mouth around it. You know the first time I lay in his bed naked with him I looked at it and I was so absolutely fascinated with it I just played with it. Like it was a toy. I gripped it in my hand and stroked it slowly after we had sex. I held it and it flopped back and forth because it was so big, and long, and thick, and heavy. I ran my hands up and down it and he kept telling me in his thick accent that I liked it. That I loved it. And I agreed with him. I told him yes and I was so stupid. I laughed and smiled and blushed like a high school girl with a crush on a boy. Only this boy’s cock was the biggest cock I’ve ever seen in my entire life. When he puts it inside me it feels like he's splitting me open. And he doesn't stop. He just keeps pushing. Deeper and deeper until I don't think I can take any more. And then he gives me more."
She was stroking him faster now. Watching his face. 
"Last week he fucked me for an hour. An hour, Carson. It was the first time I ever had multiple orgasms. I squirted. All over his sheets. I had never done that before, especially not with you. And when he finally came inside me there was so much it leaked out of me the whole way home."

She watched him. His entire body was tight, as if she could pluck him like a string. She slowed down again. Right at the edge. Right when he was about to tip over. Kaylee leaned forward and pressed her lips to his ear and whispered, "beg."

The words poured out of him, "please let me come. Please. I need to. I need it."

"No."
She said it softly. Almost kindly.
"Not yet."
And she let his cock go again, fingers letting go of the grip and hovering around it.

When she let go of him and he let out a painful groan. His cock was slick with his own precum. She looked at it and then at his face and something flickered in her expression. Recognition. Understanding.

"You'd let me do anything," she said, flicking his cock with her middle finger as if it were a bug she was getting rid of, "wouldn't you?"

He flinched, then nodded rapidly again. An immediate response. He was focused on her and she was the only thing that existed in the universe right now. He didn't care about dignity or shame or anything except her hand and her voice.

"Because you need this. You need me. You need my attention. You need my voice. You need my hand on your cock or you can't even finish, can you."

"No. No, I can't. I, I, only you. Only this. Only."

"Only when I tell you about all of the men who have fucked me."

He nodded. His whole body was trembling.

"That's why you never asked me to stop. That's why you never said anything. Because you wanted it to keep happening. You wanted more. You wanted more men inside me because it gave you more to think about."

"Yes."
The word came out broken.
"Yes. I wanted more. I wanted all of it. I wanted you to come home covered in them. I wanted to hear about it. I wanted to, to lick it off your thighs. I wanted to taste them in you. I wanted..."

“What?” she asked.

He stopped. He hadn't meant to say that. The cleanup fantasy. The one he'd been hiding even from himself. Kaylee's hand paused. Her eyes widened slightly. Then she smiled. A slow smile. The smile of a woman who had just discovered exactly how deep her husband's submission went.

"You want to taste them," she said, "in me?"

He nodded. His face was burning so hot he thought he might pass out.

"We'll come back to that," she said, "later."
She began stroking him again.

"These men text me every day," she said. "Sometimes more than once. They ask when I'm coming back. They ask if I've been with other men. They get jealous. Want to be the only one but know they aren't. I know I'm with other men. I know I'm married. None of it matters. They just want to be inside me again. Do you know why?”

Carson shook his head no.

“Because I’m the most attractive. I’m the sexiest. All of the other girls they have to pick from are the bottom of the barrel women around here and me, normal little Kaylee who isn’t even thin. Isn’t any kind of model. They all want me because I’m the best thing they’ve seen in years.”

Carson nodded.
“You are. You’re so beautiful. You’re so hot. Mmm, god, Kaylee. You’re perfect. You’re so so so perfect. I don’t deserve you.”

She smiled and shook her head, “no, you don’t. Do you know what I like to do? When I was playing with RayRay’s cock that first time? I loved the look of it against my hand. His dark skin against my white skin. It’s so sexy, isn’t it?”

Carson nodded again, his lips pursed together hard as he was in such desperate need of cumming but Kaylee wouldn’t stop edging him.
“Mmhmm. Uh uh. Yeah. Yeah, it is. Yes.”

She smiled.
"Do you want to know what a black cock looks like in my mouth?"

Carson's hips bucked.
"Fuck. God, fuck yes. Oh my god. I’m so close. Please show me.”

"He sent me one yesterday. Want to see it?"

"Please. Yes. Please let me see it."

She let go of him. His cock slapped against his stomach and he made a sound like he'd been punched. She reached for her phone on the nightstand and unlocked it and scrolled for a moment, and then she was holding the screen up in front of his face.

It was a man's cock. Dark brown. The cock was large. Much larger than Carson’s. He stared at it and felt his own cock throb against his stomach. Then Kaylee swiped to the next screen.

He saw her face first. Her eyes and her nose. The hair cascading down behind her. And then her mouth, open in an ‘o’ shape with the dark brown cock from the previous image pushed deep into her mouth. She looked as if she was gagging on it. The first image the cock was long and in the one of Kaylee’s face it was nearly all disappeared past her lips. It must have been partway down her throat by the looks of it.

She let go of his cock, knowing he would cum instantly if she touched him while he was looking at it.
"He sent me a video too," Kaylee said, scrolling further, “of me sucking on it. Deep throating it. Him talking and calling me names. Want to watch it?"

Carson nodded. He couldn't look away from the screen.

She pressed play. The video was short, maybe twenty seconds. Her lips wrapped around his cock, bobbing up and down fast, a soft gagging sound every time he hit the back of her throat. The voice a low murmur. "Kahleh, baby. Kahleh, ya need dis cock gyal. Swallow mi cum dow all da way. Let mi paint dat pretty face."
And then it was coming, spurting across Kaylee’s face and her recoiling from surprise, and the video ended.

"Now look at this one," Kaylee said.

She swiped to another picture. This one was RayRay. No mirror. Just a downward angle of his massive cock resting against her face. It covered her entire nose and he could only see her eyes on either side of it.

"You want more?"

"Show me more."

She scrolled through her phone. Picture after picture. Some she told him the names of. Some she didn't. Some were just cocks. Men she'd met. Men who'd gotten her number from other men. Men who begged her for a chance. Others were her with them in her hand, or mouth, or two hands and her mouth.

"Look at them," she said. "All of them. They all love me. They all need me. They all send me these pictures hoping I'll pick them and then they’ll get to take pictures of me sucking their cocks and with their cum on my face. They do get to fuck me too, some of them. Others get to come inside me. And you,” her hand returned to his cock, "you get to lie here and wait for me to come home and tell you about it. That's your place. That's what you get."

"Yes. Yes, it is."

"Say it. Tell me what you are."

He looked up at her. His whole body was shaking. 
"I'm a, I'm a cuckold. I'm a cuck. I'm a cuck for you, Kaylee."

She started stroking him again. Harder. Faster. He was right at the edge and she knew it.

"Not yet," she said.

"Kaylee. Kaylee, god."

"Not yet."
She kept stroking him at that maddening slow pace.
"Tell me more. Tell me what you think about when I'm gone."

"You. Them. Their cocks. Inside you. I imagine you on your knees. Or bent over. Sometimes I, I imagine I'm you."

Her hand paused.
"What?"

"Sometimes I imagine what it feels like. To be you. As they’re touching you. Inside you. To be used like you. I want, I want to know what it feels like to be you with them."

Kaylee stared at him. For a long moment she didn't move.
"You want to get fucked like me?"

He nodded.
"I dreamt about it. I dreamt I'm you. At a party. With them. All of them."

"You've been dreaming about being me."

"Only once. Only once but I, I can't stop thinking about it. When you fall asleep too quick I jerk off to it, the thought of being you as they fuck you."

Kaylee's hand started moving again. Slowly. She was thinking. Her husband wanted to be her. Wanted to be used the way she was used. Like a fuck toy for men with huge cocks.

"I love it," she said.
"I love how pathetic you are. I love how much you need me. I love that you wait for me. I love that you touch yourself thinking about me. I love that you dream about being me. I love all of it. It makes me feel wanted. Not just by them. By you.”

"Please let me come, Kaylee. Please."

"Beg me properly."

"Please let me come, Kaylee. Please. I need it. I need you. I need your hand. I need your voice. I need you to let me come. Please. I'll do anything. Anything you want. Just please."

"Anything?"

"Anything."

"Next time I come home," she said, her hand tightening around him, "next time I come home with another man's cum inside me. You’re going to taste it."

His whole body locked up. "Yes. Yes, anything. I'll taste it. I'll lick you clean. I'll do it. I'll do it."

"Say it again."

"I'll taste his cum inside you. I'll lick it out of you. I'll swallow it. Anything you want."

She started stroking him fast. Hard. Her grip tight and her rhythm relentless. His hips bucking into her hand and his mouth open and his eyes squeezed shut.

"Look at me," she said, "I want to watch you as you cum for me.”

He opened his eyes. Her face was inches from his. Her lips parted. Her pupils blown wide. She was wet. He could see it in the way she was breathing. In the flush on her chest. She was getting off on this too. On his desperation. On his submission.

"Come for me. Now," she said.

His orgasm hit hard. His back arched. His hips slammed upward. The first pulse of cum shot across his stomach, thick and white, and the second hit his chest, and his mouth opened in a silent scream as pulse after pulse emptied out of him. Kaylee kept stroking him through it. Milking every last drop. Watching his face contort. When it was over he collapsed against the mattress. His chest heaving. His cock still twitching.

Kaylee let go of him. She looked at the mess on his stomach, his chest, her hand. Then she brought her fingers to her mouth and licked them clean, one by one.

She smiled. It was a different smile than he'd ever seen. Softer. Hungrier. The smile of a woman who had just realized exactly how much power she held.


9

A random Wednesday towards the end of summer. Carson had been sitting on the couch with the television on but he wasn’t really watching it. The volume was low, his phone face-down on the cushion beside him. He wasn't scrolling at the moment. He wasn't edging. Earlier in the evening he was, when Kaylee had gone out. When she got ready for a date with RayRay in the middle of the week, she had Carson sit in the bedroom to get his opinion on things.
She tried on multiple dresses and asked if she looked hot in them. Carson said she did in all of them.

“No, but like, would someone want to fuck me in this,” she asked after the third dress that he said looked great.

The dismissal of his sexuality wasn’t even something he noticed. Kaylee, his wife, was asking him, her husband, if another man would want to fuck her in a dress she was wearing. He never even blinked when he said, “yes of course.”

Before that she had asked him to pour her a drink, a sprite and cranberry juice mixed with vodka. She had him bartend for her as she got ready and he was getting better at mixing. He would set the drink on her night stand as she was leaning over into the mirror as she did her make-up. At this point all she had on were her bra and panties. Carson had helped her decide on them too. She was going to wear a whole lingerie set she had bought a few days ago but it was a bit bulky under the dress she was planning on wearing.

“And he’ll probably end up ripping it off me anyway so what’s the point, right?”

She smiled at Carson and didn’t even give him a lingering look as she readied herself.

Now, hours later, he was just waiting. The house was quiet.

Kaylee got home shortly after 10pm. Not midnight or one in the morning. She wasn’t stumbling, drunk, working her key into the lock. Just the clean click of the deadbolt and the door swinging open. Kaylee walked in through the hallway with her purse hanging from one hand and her hair pulled back in a ponytail.

She looked at him on the couch. He looked back at her.

"Hey," she said.

Her voice was calm. Casual. Like she'd just gotten off a late shift at a job she didn't mind.

"Hey," he said.

She walked past him toward the stairs. Her dress was short. She was barefoot, her heels left at the door. Carson watched her climb the first few steps and then she paused and looked back over her shoulder.

"Come to bed."

Not a suggestion. He stood up and followed her.

The bedroom light was off. Kaylee didn't turn it on. She dropped her purse on the dresser and turned to face Carson.

"Sit," she said.

He sat on the edge of the mattress. She stepped closer, so close that he could smell her. Perfume. Sweat.

"RayRay," she said, "asked me to come over tonight."

Carson's cock was already hardening at the mention of his name. He instantly thought of the picture she shared with him and her mouth stretched wide around his cock. The elastic of his boxers pressed against the underside of his shaft. He didn't move his hands. He didn't reach for himself. He just sat there and waited.

Kaylee reached down and tugged his boxers off. She didn't hurry. She pulled them past his hips and let them fall to his ankles and then she knelt onto the bed beside him, one knee sinking into the mattress, and pushed him gently backward until he was lying against the pillows. She stretched out beside him, propped on one elbow, her dress riding up her thighs, and reached down and took his cock in her hand.

Not stroking, just holding it.

"He fucked me," she said. Her voice was low. Her thumb traced the ridge of his cockhead and then lifted away.
"Not the little room in the workers area, where they stayed. His bed. In his apartment. He has an apartment now, did you know that?"

Carson shook his head. The weight of her fingers on his shaft was maddening. Light. Teasing. She wasn't gripping. She was just touching, her fingertips dancing along the underside, tracing the vein, circling the head and then pulling back. A light graze. A tickle to tease and torment him.

"He's been there a few months. It's nice. Clean. He has a real bed with a headboard and everything."
She laughed softly.
"I held onto the headboard while he fucked me from behind. My hands wrapped around the wood. My face pressed into the pillow. He had me on all fours and he took his time while I slammed the headboard into the wall over and over again. He likes it rough sometimes."

Her index finger circled the tip of his cock. Slow. Feather-light. His hips twitched and she smiled.

"Don't move," she said.

He tried not to.

"He told me he owns my cunt."
The word came out of her mouth like it was nothing.
"He said it while he was inside me. He pushed all the way in and he leaned down and put his mouth right against my ear and he said, this is mine now. This cunt belongs to me. Do you understand? Well in his thick accent. I practically came just from those words.”

Carson made a sound, a whimper caught halfway up his throat.

Kaylee's fingers slid down his shaft and rested at the base. She cupped his balls gently.

"I told him yes. I told him it was his. I meant it. I really meant it. He said he didn’t want me fucking anyone else. Not anyone on the farms. Not any guys."
She paused, her fingertips running lightly over the top of Carson’s cock when she stopped and looked into his eyes and added, “not even you.”

He didn’t move. He didn’t groan or moan or jump his hips. He’s trained himself to sit still. To hear these things and listen to her and not respond, because when he was good and obeyed her touch and her words his orgasm at the end was so much better.

Her hand moved back up. One fingernail traced a slow line from base to tip. His cock jumped and she watched it.

"He finished inside me. Of course he did. He never uses condoms. Never has. He just held my hips and pressed in deep and came and came. I could feel it. Warm and thick, filling me up. His cock pulsing inside me. My cunt squeezing around him. He held me there for a long time after. Just breathing. His weight on my back. His cock still hard inside me. His cum leaking out around it and running down my thighs."

Carson was panting now. His hands were fisted in the sheets. Kaylee's fingers were still on his cock, still teasing, still refusing to stroke.

"Then he drove me home. Said he'd see me soon. Like I was his girlfriend. Like I was his. And I am, aren't I? His? At least part of me is."

Her hand wrapped around him fully now. Firm. Warm. She gave him one slow stroke from base to tip and then let go.
“Do you like hearing that I’m someone’s girlfriend, Carson?”

He nodded, biting his lip. He considered biting his tongue so he didn’t moan.

"He bred me tonight, Carson."

The word hit him like a physical blow. His cock jerked against his stomach, a pearl of precum beading at the tip.

"He filled me full. Flooded my pussy. I can still feel it."
She shifted on the bed and her thighs parted.
"I'm full of his cum right now. It's inside me. Right now. Soaking into me. I don't want to go to sleep like this. Can you help me with that?"

Their eyes met.

The silence between them was heavy. Expectant. She didn't have to say it. He didn't have to ask. They both knew what she was asking. The thing he'd promised. The anything. The thing he'd confessed in this very bed, his face burning with shame, his voice barely a whisper. The thing he'd been dreaming about for weeks.

"Please," he whispered.

"Please what?"

"May I please clean cum from your pussy, Kaylee?"

She smiled and patted his balls and called him a good boy. She leaned forward and pressed her lips to his, and the kiss was soft and quick and oddly tender. Then she lay back against the pillows the way she had so many nights this summer when men would slide their cocks into her, her head on the pillow and her legs parting and her dress pushed up around her waist, and she looked at him.

"Come here."

Carson moved down the bed. His hands were trembling. His mouth was dry. He positioned himself between her thighs and looked at her cunt in the dim light. The lips were swollen. Puffy. Sheened with fluid. A thin line of white was seeping from her opening and trailing down toward the bed.

"That's his," Kaylee said. "That's RayRay's cum. Inside your wife's pussy. Do you want to taste it?"

"Yes."
The word came out quickly. Desperate.
"Yes. Please."

"Then taste it. Go ahead. Clean your wife’s pussy, cuck."

When he moved his face between her legs he hadn't expected the heat. That was the first thing, before the taste even registered. She was warm in a way that startled him, warmer than he remembered her being, a deep radiant heat that came off her like she'd been left out in the sun. He understood, dimly, why. She was full of someone else. Her body had been working all night, used and stretched and filled, and now all of that was still happening under her skin, a furnace she'd carried home and into their bed. His mouth was pressed against the source of it. He could feel his own breath bouncing back hot against his face.

Then the taste arrived. It wasn't like her. She had a specific taste, her pussy did. He knew what his wife tasted like. He'd known it for nine years, the clean salt-sweet of her. This was layered over that, on top of it, around it. Thicker. Saltier. A faint bitterness at the back of it that coated his tongue and stayed there. It was the taste of another man's seed. It had been inside RayRay less than an hour ago and now it was in Carson's mouth, and the part of his brain that should have recoiled didn't. It leaned in. It wanted more of it.

He gathered the first bit on his tongue and he swallowed. He felt it go down. He felt the slick weight of it slide over the back of his tongue and down his throat and settle, and the shame hit him at the exact same moment the arousal did, the two of them arriving together, fused, impossible to pull apart. He couldn't have said where one ended and the other started. The shame was the arousal. The wrongness of it was the whole point of it. He was a grown man on his stomach in his own marriage bed swallowing the cum of the man who'd bred his wife and called her his girlfriend, and his cock was so hard it hurt, trapped against the mattress underneath him, and the hardness and the humiliation were a single feeling with one name he didn't have.

He pressed his face deeper into her and licked again.

"There he is," Kaylee murmured above him. Her fingers moved in his hair.
"There's my good boy."

He found more of it. It had run down her opening and he chased it like it was a sweetness he craved, the white streak against her pink slit, his tongue sliding into her, and the taste flooded him again, fresher this time, deeper, straight from where RayRay had left it. He groaned into her. He couldn't help the sound. It came up out of his chest on its own and she felt it and her hips rolled against his mouth.

Carson’s hand had started to drift. His hips were grinding small slow circles into the mattress and his hand was sliding down underneath himself, reaching for his cock, needing to touch it, needing some relief from the unbearable pressure of it, and he'd almost gotten there when Kaylee's hand tightened in his hair and pulled.

"No."

He froze.

"Did I say you could touch yourself?"

"No."
His voice came out muffled against her, wet, broken.
"No, you didn't."

"Then you don't."
She held him there by the hair, his mouth pressed to her, and he could feel her looking down at him in the dark even though he couldn't see her face.
"You don't get to use your hands. Not tonight. You're working right now."

He whimpered.

"But I can hear you," she said, softer now, almost kind.
"I can feel how much you need it. You're shaking."
Her thumb stroked his temple.
"You want to come so bad, don't you. With your mouth full of his cum."

"Yes."
The word disappeared into her.
"Yes. Please."

She was quiet for a second. He felt her decide.

"Hump the mattress," she said.
"Go on. You can rut against the bed like the needy little thing you are. But your hands stay where they are and you don't stop licking. You make yourself come with your face buried in me. That's the only way you get it tonight."

He moaned, and it broke apart in the middle, and he did what she told him.

It was pathetic and he knew it was pathetic and the knowing made it worse, made it hotter, made his face burn even as he started moving his hips against the mattress in long desperate drags. He pressed his cock down into the sheets and ground against the give of the bed and kept his mouth on her the whole time, his tongue working into her, gathering what RayRay had left, swallowing it down in slow thick mouthfuls while he rutted against the mattress like an animal. There was no dignity left in any of it. He'd given the last of it away weeks ago without noticing. What was left was just need, raw and total, and the taste of another man on his tongue.

"That's it," she breathed.
"Make your cummies in the bed while you lick my boyfriend’s cum out of my pussy."

He looked up at her without lifting his mouth. He could just make out her face, her eyes half-lidded, her lips parted, watching him work between her legs with an expression he'd never seen on her before he met her. Or maybe he'd never looked. Maybe it had always been in her and she'd had no room for it.

"You feel how wet I still am," she said.
"How open. He stretches me out so much, Carson. You have no idea."

He shook his head against her. He didn't have any idea. He couldn't.

"He's so big I can still feel him when he's not even in me. After he pulls out it's like my body doesn't close back up right away. It stays open. Shaped like him. Left open for his cock like it needs it. I lie there and I can feel the space he left."
Her hand stroked through his hair while she talked, slow and absent, like she was thinking out loud.
"I don't think I'll ever really feel a normal cock again. Definitely not yours. I don't think I could. After him everything else is tiny, but I guess that won’t matter anyway since you’re not allowed to fuck me. Not since my boyfriend said you can’t."

He could tell the way she said boyfriend that she loved the idea of it. Whether that was because she liked the idea of RayRay being her boyfriend, or Carson no longer being sexually important to her, he had no idea.

The words went through Carson like a current though. His hips stuttered against the mattress. He understood what she was telling him, what she was saying without saying it. She would never feel his cock. Not really. Not in any way that mattered. He was no longer a sexual being to her now. He'd been air to her for a while and the cleanup, the licking, the mouth between her legs, this was the role he had instead. This was the part of her he got. Not the part RayRay got. He got the aftermath. He got to clean up what the real men left behind.

His cock throbbed against the sheets and he ground down harder.

"You like that," she said. 
She'd felt it. She'd felt the way his whole body had reacted, the way he thrust his tongue in deeper after she told him.
"I tell you he's ruined me for you and you like it. You get harder."

He nodded into her, eyes shut, mouth working.

"God, you really are perfect," she murmured, and there was something almost tender in it. "You're exactly what I need. You, just like this."

He licked deeper. The taste was fainter now, thinning out as he worked through it, but he wasn't ready for it to be gone. He didn't want it to be gone. As long as it was there he was cleaning her pussy until there was no more cum left, he was inside the moment he'd been craving and dreading for months, and when it was gone he'd just be a man who'd lick cum from his wife’s pussy, who'd have to lie there in the after and know what he was. So he chased the last of it. He pushed his tongue as deep as it would go and dragged it slow through her and gathered every trace.

And somewhere in the middle of that, with his face buried in his wife and his hips humping the mattress and another man's cum sliding down his throat, a thought surfaced that he hadn't realized, that they hadn't had sex in months.

He didn't know why it landed right then. It just did, the way things did sometimes, arriving fully formed out of nowhere. He tried to remember the last time. He actually tried, his tongue still moving, his mind suddenly somewhere else entirely, scrolling backward through the summer. May, when all this started. Before that there'd been the ordinary rhythm of them, the once a week or so, the familiar quiet routine of marriage. And then she'd gone to the bar that first night and the rhythm had stopped and it had never started again. He hadn't been inside his own wife since the spring.

He'd touched himself beside her a hundred times. He'd come in his underwear and on his stomach and on the floor between his own feet. He'd licked her clean and he'd worshipped her and he'd stroked himself raw to the sound of her voice. But she hadn't let him in. He hadn't even noticed her stop. There'd been no last time that announced itself as the last time. It had just ended, quietly, and he'd been so consumed by what she gave him instead that he'd never once gone looking for what was missing.

He waited to feel something about it.

He waited for the grief of it, or the hurt, or the cold drop in the stomach that should come with realizing your wife stopped fucking you months ago and you hadn't even kept track. He braced for it the way he'd braced for her anger that first morning.

It didn't come.

What came instead was heat. His cock jumped against the mattress so hard he gasped into her. The realization didn't wound him. It thrilled him. He wasn't her lover anymore. He wasn't the man who got to be inside her. That wasn't his job and he didn't want it back, he understood with a sudden total clarity that he didn't want it back, that the thought of going back to being the husband who fucked her on a Tuesday and rolled over and went to sleep felt grey and small next to this. Next to the floor. Next to the taste in his mouth. He'd traded it. He'd traded being her man for being her cuck and he'd done it without even noticing the exchange, and now that he saw it laid out plain he wanted to sign it again, harder, in ink.

He ground down into the bed and felt the orgasm starting to build at the base of his spine.

"This is what you're for now,” she said down to him as he started thrusting harder into the bed, fucking it like it was a real pussy. Mattress pussy. It was the only pussy he’d have from now on.

"Keep going," she said. "Finish what you started. Make yourself come against that mattress like the cuck you are, with my pussy on your face and RayRay’s cum in your mouth and on your tongue, and don't you dare stop licking."

He didn't stop. He couldn't have stopped if the house had caught fire. He drove his hips down into the sheets in a desperate ragged rhythm and pressed his open mouth against her and licked and sucked and swallowed, the last fading traces of RayRay mixed now with the fresh wet of her own arousal, and the two tastes together undid him. The shame and the heat and the realization all braided together and pulled tight and he felt himself going over the edge with his face buried in another man's mess inside his wife and nothing touching his cock but the bed.

It crashed through him.

He came grinding into the mattress, his whole body seizing, a long broken sound pouring out of him straight into her cunt. He felt himself spill against the sheets in thick pulses, untouched, his hips jerking, his tongue still moving even through the worst of it because she'd told him not to stop and stopping wasn't a thing he could do anymore. The orgasm went on and on. It rolled up out of him from somewhere deeper than his cock, somewhere closer to whatever he'd just understood about himself, and when it finally started to fade he was shaking all over and his face was soaked and he was still licking her, slower now, gentler, riding it down.

"Good boy," Kaylee whispered.
"Oh, such a good boy. There you go."
"You belong here," Kaylee said.
Her voice was softer now. Breathier.
"Between my legs. Cleaning up after them. After every man who fucks me. This is your place. This is what you are."

"Your cuck," he said against her skin.

"That's right. My cum eating cuck. Say it again."

"Your cum eating cuck."

"Good boy. Now finish. Get every last drop."

He licked her until there was nothing left but her own wetness. Until the taste of RayRay's cum was gone and all he could taste was Kaylee, the familiar salt-sweet of her, and even then he kept going. His tongue circled her clit and she moaned and her thighs tightened around his head and he stayed there, licking and sucking, until she came with a sharp cry and her fingers yanked hard at his hair. Her hips bucked against his face and he held on, tongue flat, letting her ride the orgasm against his mouth.

When it was over she pushed his head away gently.

"Enough," she whispered.
"Come up here."

He crawled back up the bed and collapsed beside her. His face was wet. His chin was slick. He could still taste it on his tongue, faint and fading. He looked at her and she looked at him and the space between them felt new. Different. A shape that hadn't been there before.

Kaylee reached over and wiped his chin with her thumb. Then she put her thumb in his mouth and he sucked it clean.

"You're a good cuck," she said.

"Mmhmm, I’m your good cuckold."

"Mmhmm."
She rolled onto her side and pressed her body against his. Her leg draped over his hip. Her head tucked under his chin.
"And I'm going to keep fucking him. RayRay. Whenever I want, or whenever he wants, I guess. And you're going to be right here when I come home."

"Every time."

"And you're going to clean me up. Every time."

It wasn't a question, but he answered anyway.

"Every time."

She sighed and her body relaxed against his. Her breathing slowed. Her hand came to rest on his chest, right over his heart, which was still pounding.

"Good," she murmured.
"Good cuck."

He lay there in the dark with his wife's body warm against him and the taste of another man's cum fading on his tongue and the wet spot on the sheets beneath him and the certainty, finally, of exactly what he was. The new shape of their marriage was complete.
 

***

Kaylee stood in the kitchen one Friday evening in mid October, scrolling through messages while Carson watched from the doorway.

“You going out tomorrow?” he asked, voice already hungry.

Kaylee glanced up.

“Probably, season’s almost over. RayRay will probably want to drink some, can you drive us?”

Carson nodded. A pause lingered between them.

Then Kaylee smiled faintly.

“Maybe I’ll tell you about it after. Every dripping detail. Maybe I won’t either. It’ll give you something to look forward to this winter.”

The words settled into him, cock twitching in anticipation.

Later that night, lying beside her in the dark, Carson wrapped an arm around her waist while she rested her back against his chest, her body still humming with heat.

Next spring all the men would be back. And Kaylee would be waiting.
So would he.
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